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   Chapter 1
 
   Kathy and Pete
 
    
 
    
 
   My name is Kathy, 28 years old and married to a wonderful guy who is 12 years older than I am. Ken is a sales rep and he travels a lot, which means that I’m home alone a lot. Being home alone is not a condition I care about for the past two years. I have been fucking around whenever he is out of town.  Believe me it is just for the sex. I am 5’6”, have auburn hair, and I tape out at 34-25-35. I keep my pussy shaved and I absolutely adore sex.
 
    
 
   I love everything except anal sex and I have no desire to try anything really kinky like BDSM, golden showers or anything like that. I just love sucking cock and fucking and I really like girls too. Ken has no idea about the guys I’ve been having fun with and I pray that he never finds out because I really love him. He is a great sexual partner, but he just isn’t there when he needs to be. He is marvelous in bed and if he’s home all the time it really wouldn’t matter, but he only has a 6 1/2 cock. As much as I love having sex with him, I have had large cocks in my life and I miss them. When I go out on the prowl, I look for large bulges.
 
    
 
   The boyfriend I had before Ken had an eight-inch cock, and I loved the hell out of what it did for me. I really didn’t care for Brad all that much, but it was a package deal. To get his cock I had to take him.  When I met Ken, I fell ass end over tea kettle in love with him. Brad and his absolutely beautiful and marvelous cock had to go. The cock was gone, but I could never forget how it felt and how it was able to send me to the moon.
 
    
 
   Ken and I got married and one week after the end of the honeymoon, Brad was fucking me again while Ken was out of town on business. That lasted about two months and then Brad started to get cocky. I was afraid he would do something stupid that would let Ken find out what was going on. So, I reluctantly ended the affair. After that, I settled for one night stands when Ken was out of town.
 
    
 
   Eight months after we were married, Ken was promoted and we packed up our things and moved to Denver. We bought a nice little, three-bedroom ranch. The day we moved in, the next door neighbor came over and introduced herself. Susie was a stay at home mom with two kids. She was about my age and within a week we were having coffee every morning in either her kitchen or mine. Then, within a month we were as close as sisters and by the time two months had gone by, we were telling each other our deepest and darkest secrets.  
 
    
 
   One morning, I was telling her about the guy I’d brought home with me two nights previously while Ken was in Salt Lake and she asked me if he had a big cock. I told her that yes he did:
 
    
 
   “That’s what I go out looking for. Ken is a great lover, but if I can find a bigger size I’ll go after it.”
 
    
 
   I found out that she and her husband Pete had an ‘open marriage’ type of arrangement. She told me about some of the men with large cocks that I might run across on nights I was out trolling. I told her all about Brad and how he could make me scream. One morning over coffee she said:
 
    
 
   “Do you miss Brad’s big cock enough to see him on the side if he were around?”
 
    
 
   “Yes and no.”
 
    
 
   “That is certainly a clear answer.”
 
    
 
   “If his cock was here and attached to someone else I would, but Brad is an obnoxious asshole. He is the type of guy who would find a way to rub Ken’s nose on the fact that he could give me something that Ken couldn’t. Brad wouldn’t come right out and say it, but he would do a lot of smirking when he’s around Ken and there would be a lot of innuendoes and double entendres. Ken isn’t stupid and he will eventually figure it out and I can’t have that. I love him to death and I don’t want to lose him.”

 
    
 
   “So, Brad’s big cock hanging on someone discrete would tempt you?”
 
    
 
   I thought about that for a hundredth of a second before saying, “Yes it would.”
 
    
 
   “You know about the lifestyle Pete and I have, but one thing I’ve never told you is that Pete packs a hard, nine inches in his boxers. He would very much like to fuck you.”
 
    
 
   “When?” was my almost instantaneous answer to that.
 
    
 
   “How about right now?” came a voice from behind me. I turned to see Pete standing in the doorway.  He was naked and sporting a hard-on, a huge hard-on and when I saw it I went weak in the knees. I looked at Pete’s cock and then at Susie.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about this?”
 
    
 
   “He wants a shot at you and from the look on your face right at this moment you want to try him on for size.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, but I know my hubby. If this is a ‘you can have Pete if I can try Ken,’ I can’t do it. Ken is the original “straight arrow” and approaching him to try and involve him in a wife swap would cost me big time. Oh no Susie, I’m a slut but Ken can never ever be allowed to find that out.”
 
    
 
   “No problem honey, I’m not interested in him. You two go on in the bedroom and have a good time.”
 
    
 
   Pete took my hand and said, “Come on Kathy, we are wasting valuable time here,” and he tugged me along behind him to the bedroom. He walked me over to the bed and I sat down while he stood in front of me. I leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock as I pulled my skirt up and pushed my panties down. I couldn’t believe how wet I had gotten at just seeing that huge nine inches. I had not had a really big one since I dumped Brad.
 
    
 
   “Get down here,” I moaned. “I want it. I have to have it.”
 
    
 
   I lay back and spread my legs. Pete moved between them and placed the tip of his cock against my pussy. I pushed up at him before he could even start to push in. He grinned and said:
 
    
 
   “Kind of eager are you?”
 
    
 
   “Oh God, yes, push it in. Come on, fuck me.”
 
    
 
   He pushed and in three lunges he was buried deep in me. I was screaming at him to fuck me. Susie came into the room and chuckled as she said:
 
    
 
   “I thought you would like it.”
 
    
 
   Pete was pounding into me while I was clutching and clawing at his back. I had two orgasms before he told me he was going to cum. I pushed myself up hard at him just as he came and I felt the hot liquid flood me.
 
    
 
   He fell to the bed next to me and we lay there breathing heavily. I wanted more so I reached over and started fondling his limp cock. I felt it twitch and I slid down and took him in my mouth. I had him up in less than a minute and I swung over him and let myself down on him. I just sat there for several seconds, just enjoying the full feeling before I started to ride him.
 
    
 
   I bounced up and down and moaned as Susie said, “You go girl, ride him cowgirl, ride.”
 
    
 
   I felt another orgasm coming, but it was staying just out of reach and I couldn’t quite get it so I hopped off of Pete and got on my hands and knees. Pete got right up, moved behind me, and pushed into me.
 
    
 
   “Hard, baby, hard. Fuck me hard baby, fuck me hard and make me cum.”
 
    
 
   Pete grabbed my hips and started ramming into me. I caught that elusive orgasm and rode one more before Pete shot into me again. When I recovered my breath, I thanked Susie for sharing Pete with me and started to pull on my panties. Pete wanted to go again, but as much as I would have liked to, Ken was not out of town and I had housewifey things to do. One of which was to get myself fresh, sweet smelling, and fuckable for my husband when he got home. As much as I loved big cock, Ken still came first.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   That was the start of it. Pete and I only fucked when Ken was out of town on business. I love being fucked by Pete’s cock and I fucked him every chance I got. We started out slow, twice, maybe three times a week when Ken was at work, and twice when Ken was out of town. I spent the night with Susie and Pete.
 
    
 
   Lately though, Pete wanted to become more daring. Two weeks ago when Ken was out playing golf, Pete came over and fucked me on my own bed. That was the first time I had ever done that. I’ve fucked other guys but not on my own bed, especially when Ken was in town.
 
    
 
   Then Pete decided that he wanted to do something really wild – he wanted to fuck me while Ken was nearby and not knowing what was going on. I had some mixed feelings about that. On the one hand, doing it could lead to getting caught and that would be disastrous. But on the other, the thought of it just drove me wild. Praying that I wouldn’t come to regret it, I said okay and we started thinking of ways to make it happen.
 
    
 
   The first thing we decided was that I should start wearing skirts and loose-fitting panties all the time.  That would make things easier if opportunities presented themselves. The first opportunity came the next weekend. Ken and I invited Pete and Susie over for a barbecue. Ken was handling the grill and Susie was sitting at the picnic table next to him and talking with him.  
 
    
 
   I was in the kitchen making a tossed salad when Pete came into the kitchen, took my arm, and pulled me over to the kitchen sink. There was a window over the sink and as I looked out at Ken turning the steaks on the grill, Pete lifted my skirt up to my waist, pushed my loose-fitting panties to one side, and poked his huge nine inches at my slit. I hadn’t expected it so I was a little dry. I needed some lube if I was going to accommodate Pete. I grabbed the bottle of Joy dishwashing liquid and handed it to Pete. He soaped up his cock and started pushing it into my hole. I pushed my ass back at him and moaned as I felt the feeling that only a huge cock could give me. Three pushes was all it took for Pete to be buried to the hilt in me, then he grabbed my hips and started fucking me.
 
    
 
   There I was, hands braced against the sink, pushing my ass back at Pete, and feeling the start of an orgasm when Ken turned away from the grill and started walking towards the house. “Oh shit!” Pete and I said almost together as he pulled out of me, stuffed his cock back in his pants, and moved to put some distance between us. I stood up, allowing my skirt to drop. I was washing my hands in the sink when Ken walked in and went through the kitchen into the downstairs bathroom.  
 
    
 
   I felt so damn frustrated. I had been right on the edge of cumming when Pete had pulled out of me. I dried my hands on a dishtowel and then practically ran to the upstairs bathroom where I got myself off by hand. That night, I was so horny I fucked Ken into exhaustion.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   The next time wasn’t really an opportunity. It was more of a tease. Susie, Pete, Ken, and I went to a party and Ken drove. It was a pretty good party and there was a lot of drinking and dancing. About two hours into the party, while Susie had Ken out on the dance floor, Pete and I snuck off and found a dark place then I gave him a quick blowjob. After I wiped his cum off my lips with the back of my hand, he told me that he was going to try to get his dick in me in the car on the way home. I laughed at him and said:
 
    
 
    “Yeah right, I can just see that happening.”
 
    
 
   “Trust me, sweetie. I’ll make it happen.”
 
    
 
   As I said, it was a great party and some people drank a little more than they should have. Bill and Terry Coldwell got pretty wasted so Pete took their car keys away from them. He then turned to Ken, “We can’t let them drive in their condition. Can we give them a lift home? They can call me in the morning and I’ll come over and drive them back here to pick up their car.”
 
    
 
   Ken said no problem, but when we got ready to leave we found out that they had brought Jim Sampson with them so we had to give him a ride home too. It was a tight fit getting all seven of us into our car.  Susie and Jim sat in front with Ken and Terry while Bill, Pete, and I ended up in back. I started to climb in, but Pete grabbed my arm and stopped me to let Terry and Bill get in first. While standing there, he opened his fly then took my hand and carried it inside, placing my hand on his hard cock. I looked around in panic to see if anyone noticed what he was doing. But no one was looking our way.
 
    
 
   By then, Bill and Terry were in the car. Pete got in then pulled me onto his lap. My skirt was hiding his hands as he worked his cock out of his pants.  I knew what he wanted so I leaned forward over the front seat and that lifted me off his lap. It was enough for him to push my panties aside and put the head of his cock against my pussy. My face was next to Ken’s ear and I whispered:
 
    
 
   “Think about this while you are driving. I’m going to fuck you to death when we get home,” and then I pushed myself down on Pete’s lap driving myself on those magnificent nine inches. Pete couldn’t actually fuck me, but we hit enough potholes and bumps in the road that I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming when I had an orgasm. I don’t know if it was the combination of the bumps and Pete’s cock, or the fact that Pete had his cock in me while my husband was sitting less than two feet in front of me, but it was a killer of an orgasm.
 
    
 
   Just before we got to Terry and Bill’s I leaned forward over the seat, which pulled me off Pete’s cock, and I whispered in Ken’s ear:
 
    
 
   “We need to hurry this up, baby. I’m horny as a goat.”
 
    
 
   Pete and Ken helped Terry and Bill into their house. While they were gone Susie asked:
 
    
 
   “Did Pete get his cock into you?”
 
    
 
   “Did he ever?”
 
    
 
   “He said he was going to try.”
 
    
 
   “It was a kick whispering in Ken’s ear while Pete had his cock buried in me. God, I wish he could have fucked me.”
 
    
 
   “He wants to try again this weekend. We will have the barbecue this time and try to get Ken smashed on margaritas. Uh oh, here they come.”
 
    
 
   I got in the front with Ken and Susie got in back with Pete for the rest of the ride home. I kicked off my high heels, stretched out on the front seat, and let my foot rub on the lump in Ken’s pants as he drove.  Once in the house, he chased me into the bedroom and then things got hot. I practically ripped his clothes off him and then pushed him back on the bed. I took his hard cock in my mouth then licked and sucked on him as I worked my own clothes off.
 
    
 
   Once naked, I swung over my husband in a sixty-nine and I swear I had an immediate orgasm when his tongue licked my pussy – where Pete’s huge cock had been in less than ten minutes before. Make no mistake, I loved my hubby to death and there was no way on this earth that I would plant a pussy with another man’s cum in it on my husband’s mouth. But God, did it turn me on to have his mouth on me so soon after Pete had been there.
 
    
 
   I rubbed my juicy pussy on his face and then rolled over on my back and moaned:
 
    
 
   “Fuck me Ken, fuck me.”
 
    
 
   He moved between my legs and pushed his hard cock into me and I came again. I locked my legs around him, dug my nails into his back, and humped up at him as he drove down into me. He fucked me hard for several minutes and then I felt him shoot into me. He pulled out of me, kissed me, and then he did the one thing that I really loved and that no other man had ever done for me. He licked and kissed my body from my mouth all the way down to my pussy. When he got there, he looked up at me and whispered:

 
   “I love you.”
 
    
 
   He bent his head and I took it in my hands and pulled it to the pussy he had just filled.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, oh fuck, oh yes,” I moaned as he slid his tongue into me. His tongue felt marvelous moving over my swollen pussy lips and poking into my love hole. He sucked my clit and I moaned while pushing my hips on his face. I didn’t know why I found it so erotic when Ken sucked his own cum out of me. But I did and I thrashed around as he worked on me. Two minutes was all it took for him to give me a screaming orgasm. I pushed him away and pulled my knees up, spreading my legs wide and panted:
 
    
 
   “Fuck me lover, fuck me.”
 
    
 
   He moved over me and I moaned with pleasure as he pushed his hard cock into me. He put his mouth on mine and gave me a deep kiss as I locked my legs around him. I sucked on his tongue and as his cock began banging into me, I moaned and let his tongue slip from my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, yes lover, oh yes, oh God yes. Fuck me baby, fuck me,” I groaned as he shoved himself deep into me, pulled back then shoved again. I pushed up at him to meet his thrusts. I moaned and gasped as he pounded me. From somewhere in my body, I dredged up yet another orgasm, shaking and shuddering as he spilled another load into me.
 
    
 
   He lay next to me on the bed and once again I wished that he had a job that kept him at home. His cock wasn’t huge, but I could live with it if I could just have him with me all the time.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   That Sunday, while over at Pete and Susie’s Ken did hit the margaritas pretty hard but he was never out of it enough for Pete to get away with fucking me all the way. Pete did get his cock in me twice. The first time was a teaser. When Ken had gone in to use the bathroom, Pete bent me over the patio table, slid those magnificent nine inches into me, and got half a dozen strokes before we heard the toilet flush and had to stop.
 
    
 
   The second time was in the kitchen while Ken was sitting on the patio nodding off and I was in the kitchen helping Susie shuck corn on the cob. I was bent over the kitchen table and Pete was slamming his cock into me while Susie was watching out the window with an eye on Ken. Pete had been pounding me long enough to get me right on the edge of an orgasm when Susie said:
 
    
 
   “Oh shit! Here he comes.”
 
    
 
   Pete hurriedly pulled out and had his back to the door, zipping up when Ken came in. Ken didn’t stand a chance when we got home. I was on him like a duck on a bug. It was frustrating in a way because the very margaritas we had been pouring into Ken to get him blitzed so Pete could fuck me made it hard for him to perform. I was able to get him to go twice, but that was all. I ended up having to go into the bathroom when Ken fell asleep and get myself off by hand.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   It finally happened! Pete got what he wanted. Ken got promoted and we held a promotion party for him at the house and Ken overindulged on the margaritas. After the last of the company had gone, all except for Pete and Susie, Ken was sitting on the couch talking to Pete when all of a sudden he went quiet.  Pete reached over and poked Ken and he just sat there. Pete poked him again and Ken fell sideways on the couch – he was out!
 
    
 
   Susie whispered, “You two go and get it done. I’ll stay here and keep an eye on him.”
 
    
 
   I took Pete’s hand and led him into my bedroom and then, while Ken was in the next room, Pete fucked me on Ken’s bed. The first time was fast and furious, but oh so totally satisfying. I wasn’t wearing panties so I pulled up my skirt to my waist, bent forward, and grabbed the footboard. Pete took me from behind. He took me hard and fast and gave me an orgasm in less than a minute. It took him five to get his and then we went out to the living room to check on Ken. He was still out. Susie told us not to worry, that she would alert us if anything happened.
 
    
 
   We went back into the bedroom and I sucked Pete hard again. Then I lay down on my back and pulled my knees back almost to my ears, which made me wide open for Pete. He slammed his cock into me and for the next seven or eight minutes he fucked me as hard as he could. I had three orgasms before he came again.
 
    
 
   After the second time, Pete got up and went into the living room. He picked up Ken, brought him in and set him down on the bed next to me. “Hold his hand,” Pete whispered. Then as I held my husband’s hand, Pete fucked me for the third time and I came and came and came. I orgasmed so hard that I saw stars and exploding rockets the whole time.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   I thought that would be the end of it, but it wasn’t. All that night did was fire up Pete more. Now he wanted to fuck me with Ken wide-awake and within calling distance – the closer the better. I didn’t have a clue as to how Pete could possibly make that happen, but the thought of being able to do it made my pussy wet and kept it wet.
 
    
 
   Over the next month, Pete fucked me in every room in my house and near every piece of furniture and appliance that we owned. Ken was always in town but never close as Pete wanted. Just when I was about to give up hope that it would ever happen (I wanted it, I wanted it bad – I wanted to see stars again), Ken gave us the opportunity. He hosted a poker party at our house.
 
    
 
   I told Pete about it and told him that it was our chance.
 
    
 
   “How is that our chance?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll tell him that I don’t want to hang around a bunch of cigar-smoking, drinking card players and that I’m going to go out and see a movie.”
 
    
 
   “What good does that do us?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll unlock the window in the spare bedroom and after I leave the house you and I will climb in through the window and get it on. Ken will be less than fifteen feet away and wide awake. You can do me as many times as you want until it is time for me to come home from the movies.”
 
    
 
   “Great! Let’s do it.”
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   The night of the game, I gave Ken a passionate kiss (with plenty of tongue) in front of his buddies and said, “Win baby, win,” and then I headed out ‘to go to the movies.’ Where I actually went was next door to get Pete. Then he and I went back to my house and climbed in the unlocked bedroom window.  The poker game was noisy and that was a good thing because it covered over any noise that Pete and I might have made.
 
    
 
   There was no romance involved. It was straight up fucking and sucking. Pete wanted to get off in my body as many times as he could before either the poker game ended or he couldn’t get it up any more.  The first time lasted about five minutes and Pete managed to get me off twice before he came. I sucked his cock to get him hard again. The second time, he lasted almost twelve minutes giving me half a dozen small orgasms before he came. The third time was fourteen minutes and there almost wasn’t a fourth time. I wanted Pete to eat my pussy and he turned his nose up and said:
 
    
 
   “You have cum in you. No way, I’m going to eat you.”
 
    
 
   “It’s alright for me to suck your cock when it comes out of my pussy covered in your juices and mine, but you can’t do it?”
 
    
 
   “Get serious, Kathy, only faggots lick up a man’s cum.”
 
    
 
   Pete didn’t know it but he just planted the seeds of the end of our affair.
 
    
 
   “Suck me, baby,” he said. “Get me up so I can go again.”  
 
    
 
   “Get yourself up, Pete. I’ll sit over here and wait.”
 
    
 
   The look on his face said, “What’s wrong with you, woman?” 
 
    
 
   What was wrong with me was that I was pissed and not because he wouldn’t eat my pussy. He as much as called the man I loved a faggot and it didn’t set well with me. He got himself up and we went one more time. Even when pissed, it was still exciting for me that Pete was fucking me with Ken just down the hall. It was so exciting that even though I didn’t like anal I almost let Pete talk me into putting his huge cock up my dirt road. Only almost – just before I almost said yes, I thought of that huge log going into my teeny tiny asshole and how much it was going to hurt and I came to my senses.  
 
    
 
   We dressed and climbed out the window and then I went around to the front door and ‘came home from the movies.’
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   I thought that would be the end of the chance-taking, but again I was wrong. Next, Pete wanted to do me in front of Ken with Ken watching. He wanted me to try to talk Ken into wife swapping, swinging or something like it. I had no interest in it at all. In the first place, I knew my Ken. The very idea would be appalling to him. He was the original ‘straight arrow’ and just my bringing up the subject would damage our relationship and no way did I want that to ever happen. I was an absolute slut and I fucked around on him big time, but I loved the man to death and had every intention of growing old with him.  I told Pete:
 
    
 
   “No, Pete. Not just no, but hell no! Absolutely, no fucking way!”
 
    
 
   “But it would put an end to our having to sneak around.”
 
    
 
   He didn’t get it. He didn’t understand that it was the sneaking around that made it exciting.
 
    
 
   Pete didn’t like me telling him no so he got huffy and cut me off. I guess he thought I would roll over and die if I couldn’t have his nine inches. I did miss it, but the truth of the matter was that I was more into sex than size, and I still wasn’t too happy with him over the ‘faggot’ comment. All I did was take Ken from three or four times a week to five and six times. When Ken made his next trip out of town, instead of walking next door to see Pete, I went out for a night on the town. I picked up a real hunky guy and spent two days fucking his socks off.
 
    
 
   I still had coffee with Susie every morning and she told me that Pete was beside himself. He was not used to having women walk away from him and ignore him. That was the trouble with men with big cocks. They thought it made them God’s gift to women. But just as I had been able to put Brad behind me, I put Pete behind me too. It was a little harder because Pete lived right next door, but I did it. In fact, I had already set my sights on his replacement. There’s a personal trainer at the gym where I worked out and the bulge in his shorts led me to believe that he could fill the bill.
 
    
 
   Well, fill what I want filled anyway.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
   Kathy's Plan
 
    
 
                 
 
   When I ended the affair with Pete, I already set my sights on the man I hoped would replace him. He was a personal trainer at the gym where I worked out and the bulge in his shorts looked impressive.  The only problem was that Jeff was black while I was a Southern born and bred, white girl and “good, white girls” just did not do what I was contemplating doing with Jeff. But based on what you knew about what I had done, I’m not really “a good girl.”
 
    
 
   Size was my thing and all my life I’d been hearing about how big black men were in the cock department. And at twenty-eight, I decided that it was time for me to find out if it was true. Over coffee one morning I asked Susie if she had ever done a black man.
 
    
 
   “Oh mercy me, yes. Probably a dozen or so, in fact.”
 
    
 
   “Is it true what they say?”
 
    
 
   “What? That once you go black you’ll never go back? That’s just a load of rubbish.”
 
    
 
   “No, not that, I mean about the size thing.”
 
    
 
   “Why do you want to know that? Thinking of trying a couple?”
 
    
 
   “Just curious, if it is true I might try one. You know that I do like big ones.”
 
    
 
   “Well I hate to disappoint you girlfriend, but based on my experience they are no different than white men. Some are big and some aren’t. Out of the dozen or so that I’ve had maybe three were bigger than normal, three were smaller than normal, and the other six were normal. That is of course if you accept six and a half inches as normal.”
 
    
 
   That wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I loved sex and a cock was a cock, but I did prefer bigger if I could get it. I had just weaned myself from Pete’s big cock and I was feeling empty. I wanted to replace Pete with something bigger and I pinned my hopes on finding it right away based on the rumor or myth that all black guys were big. Still, the lump in Jeff’s gym shorts did seem to indicate some size so maybe I would luck out on my first try.
 
    
 
   Up till then I had been assuming that getting Jeff was a sure thing. After all, didn’t everyone say that black men would fall all over themselves to have a white woman? Yeah! Just like they all said that all blacks had big cocks and Susie had just shot that one down. What if Jeff said no? Oh well, worst case scenario would be that Jeff wasn’t interested and I would have to pick up guys until I found what I wanted. Or maybe I could ask Susie to point me in the direction of the three blacks she had done who were ‘larger than average.’
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   I worked out at the gym on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays and the first workout day came when Ken was away on business. I went up to Jeff and said:
 
    
 
   “My husband is out of town on business and I don’t like spending my nights alone at home staring at the walls. You have any idea where a girl can go to have a good time?”
 
    
 
   He looked me over and gave me a thousand-watt smile as he said, “I can recommend two places where you might go and have a good time. The first one is the Brazos Lounge. They have a good band, a large dance floor, the drink prices are reasonable, and unescorted ladies don’t have to pay the cover charge.”
 
    
 
   “And the second place?”
 
    
 
   “My apartment.”
 
    
 
   The bulge in his shorts hadn’t lied. He wasn’t as large as Pete’s nine inches, but his fat eight inches was still impressive. I didn’t know what I to say about the fucking that I got from Jeff and his big cock that hasn’t already been said many times over. He filled me up. He touched places that hardly ever got touched by others. He got me off multiple times. At one point, he gave me an orgasm that I thought was never going to end. The only clichés that didn’t apply were that his huge cock made me a slut for black cocks and that once I went black I would never go back. I didn’t know, under other circumstances they might have held true, but I already had Brad and Pete so I knew that white cocks could be every bit as big as black ones (and in the case of Brad and Pete even bigger), and to find them all I had to do was keep looking. But I didn’t have to look because I had Jeff and he was more, much more than adequate to take care of my needs. Jeff fucked me four times and the last load I took from him that night was when I was riding him like a cowgirl. We came at the same time and I slumped forward to lie on his chest. I was so totally satisfied that I actually fell asleep on top of him.
 
    
 
   As I was dressing, Jeff asked me how long Ken would be gone and I told him two more days.
 
    
 
   “Is that two days and two nights or two days and one night?”
 
    
 
   “Two nights.”
 
    
 
   “And what are you going to do on those two nights?”
 
    
 
   “Silly man, you have to ask?”
 
    
 
   The next two nights were repeats of the first one. Jeff really liked for me to suck his cock. He said that watching his black cock sliding between red lips into my white face was the biggest turn on he’d ever had and I knew what he was talking about. Watching his black pole sliding into my white pussy did the same thing for me.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   Jeff became my steady squeeze for the next four months. We got together every time Ken went out of town and on a couple of Saturdays when Ken was home, but out playing golf. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t know for how long my affair with Jeff would have gone on if it hadn’t been for his birthday party. It took place on the second night of one of Ken’s four-day business trips. Ken rarely called home when he was gone so I planned on spending the night at Jeff’s when the party was over. I got there early and Jeff and I had a very satisfying session before getting up and ready for the party. Knowing that I wouldn’t be driving home, I drank a lot more than I normally would have. In short, I was just a little bit out of it.
 
    
 
   The party was a weird experience for me. I was the only white person there and while the men all seemed okay with my being there, the women were cool and standoffish. It was clear to me that as far as they were concerned I was just another trashy, white tramp. Their attitude pissed me off and I had just enough to drink that I wasn’t thinking clearly and was like, “fuck you bitches.” Then I started flirting with their husbands and boyfriends. It wasn’t long before some of the guys I flirted with were finding ways to “accidentally” feel my tits and rub my ass. In the crowded kitchen as I was getting some ice out of the fridge, one guy used the crowd to pass behind me and rub his hard cock against my ass. I turned and smiled at him.
 
    
 
   About four hours into the party, I went to use the bathroom. When I was done and opened the door to leave, I found a tall, black man standing there. He didn’t move out of the way so I could pass. He walked towards me and I had to back up. He closed the door and locked it then said as he unzipped his pants: 
 
    
 
   “You one of them teasing, white bitches or do you really like big, hard, black cocks?”
 
    
 
   By then he had his dick out and I almost laughed when he said, “Big, hard, black cocks” because he was at least two inches shorter than my husband. But I did want him and not because of his “Big, hard, black cock.” I wanted him because I recognized him as the husband of one those cunts who had been looking down her nose at me. I’d show her!!
 
    
 
   I smiled at him and said, “I really do love hard, black cocks” then lifted my skirt, pushed down my panties, and kicked them away. I turned, bent over the sink, spread my feet wide, then looked over my shoulder at him and waited. I’d taken him by surprise and he just stood there with a stupefied look on his face, staring at me.
 
    
 
   “Well? Do you want it or not? Should I go looking for someone else?”
 
    
 
   That woke him up and he moved in behind me and started poking me looking for the hole. I reached down and guided him into me and then he pushed hard and drove his cock home. I prefer size but as I said earlier, I loved sex regardless of the size or color of a cock. I pushed back at him. As I leaned on the sink and looked in the mirror at the reflection of the man fucking me, I wondered how a man with a cock as small as his could be so arrogant. The only thing I could think of was that he had brought light into the myth the black men were better lovers. In his case, even though he did give me a small orgasm, the myth was not the least bit true.
 
    
 
   I used some toilet paper to wipe myself and put on my thong while he zipped up and then I followed him out into the hall and found Jeff standing there. The guy who had just fucked me looked at Jeff, shrugged his shoulders, and continued down the hall. In a voice dripping with contempt, Jeff asked me to leave. As I said, I was a little out of it and not really thinking straight. I giggled and said:
 
    
 
   “Aw come on, Jeffie. You don’t really mean that. I’m spending the night.”
 
    
 
   “No, you aren’t! You just disrespected me in my own crib. Everyone here knows or will know that Marcus just took my woman in my own bathroom and now I have to go and face those people. Marcus used to be a friend but now I have to go out and lay some hurt on him to show that I will not be disrespected in my own place. I want you out of here before you cause any more trouble.”
 
    
 
   “It didn’t mean anything, Jeffie. I was just….”
 
    
 
   “Get the fuck out of here now!” he yelled in my face then turned and walked away from me. When I came out of the hallway into the dining room, everyone standing there was staring at me so I headed for the front door and left.
 
    
 
   As drunk as I was, I knew I had no business driving so I used my cell phone to call a cab. The dispatcher told me that all of his units (he actually called them that – units) were on runs, but he would get one to me as soon as one became available.
 
    
 
   I was sitting on the front porch steps, feeling sorry for myself while waiting for a cab when the front door opened and a man came out and started down the steps.
 
    
 
   “Waiting for someone?”
 
    
 
   “A cab.”
 
    
 
   “Where do you live?”
 
    
 
   I told him and he said he was going that way and offered me a ride. So I stood up and said okay then called to cancel the cab. I followed the man to his car and he held the door for me as I got in. He got in and introduced himself. His name was Ruben and he kept looking at my legs as he drove. That pleased me and I opened them a bit and then a bit more. We were almost at my place when Ruben asked:
 
    
 
   “Is it true what Marcus was telling everybody?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know. What was Marcus saying?”
 
    
 
   “That you like black cock and that you took him on in Jeff’s bathroom.”
 
    
 
   “And why would you want to know if that was true or not?”
 
    
 
   He looked at me and hesitated for a second or so and then he said, “Because I have a black cock and I’ve never had a white woman.”
 
    
 
   “Turn here,” I said as we reached my driveway and when we pulled up and parked, I said:
 
    
 
   “If you want to do it then you can come in, but don’t come in if you can’t stay the night or at least a good part of it.”
 
    
 
   I got out of the car and headed for the porch as I heard a car door slam. I looked over my shoulder and saw Ruben coming along behind me.
 
    
 
   His cock wasn’t big, maybe six and a half inches, but it was a cock and I needed it. Jeff had got me going before the party and Marcus had helped me move along, but I didn’t have Jeff to finish it so the job fell on Ruben.
 
    
 
   Ruben was living proof (along with my husband) that the saying, “It isn’t the size of the cock, but how you use it,” had a lot of truth to it. Ruben got me off at least half a dozen times on the way to getting himself off three times. And the man wasn’t half bad when it came to eating pussy. My only complaint with Ruben was that he held my head too hard and tried to jam his cock all the way down my stomach when I sucked on him to try and get him up again.
 
    
 
   As I watched Ruben walk to his car, I remembered what Susie told me about one third being bigger, one third being smaller, and one half being normal. And in the space of one night, I proved her right.  I’d had three black men that night, one (Jeff) was big, one (Marcus) was small, and I guessed that Ruben, with his six and a half inches, was normal.
 
    
 
   The next day was a Wednesday and I went to the gym for my regular workout. Jeff was there and he pointedly ignored me. He did it again on Friday so I mentally pushed him into the discard bin in my mind. He had a great cock, but then so did Brad and Pete and I put them behind me.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   For the next three months, I must have picked up a dozen or so guys when Ken was gone, but never found what I was looking for – size! I was having coffee with Susie one morning and she asked:  
 
    
 
   “Had any good black meat lately?”
 
    
 
   “Not in months.”
 
    
 
   “I have a date with a black hunk tonight and he has a friend. He asked me if I could find his friend a date. Thinking of you I told him I might have someone, but that she was a size queen. He told me that would be perfect since his buddy was hung like a horse. You interested?”
 
    
 
   Ken was gone again so I said, “Hung like a horse? Count me in.”
 
    
 
   Susie and I met Mark and Jake at the Appollo Club. We did some drinking and dancing and then we went to Jake’s apartment. It was a one bedroom and Jake had mentioned that he had a king-sized bed.  Jake was leading me to the bedroom and Mark, Susie’s date, said they would take the couch.
 
    
 
   “Why?” Susie said, “He has a king-sized bed so there should be room for all of us.”
 
    
 
   Jake looked at me and I said, “It won’t be the first time.” He shrugged and all four of us headed to the bedroom. Mark had not lied. Jake was indeed hung like a horse. Ten inches and fat!
 
    
 
   “Damn,” Susie said, “He’s bigger than Pete.” She said it with a touch of envy in her voice and I glanced over at Mark and saw that he was about seven and a half inches and skinny like a hot dog. By now you know my feelings on size, but one thing that size couldn’t do for me (because I would not let it) was take care of my craving for anal sex. But the skinny, seven and a half inches that Mark had would be perfect for my butt so I made up my mind that I would somehow manage a partner swap before the night was over.
 
    
 
   Jake filled me and had me screaming. I hoped that the walls of Jake’s apartment were thick and solid because between me and Susie, there was a whole lot of noise in that bedroom. Susie was a natural screamer and I couldn’t recall her not making a racket when we fucked in the same room. I on the other hand, was a much quieter fucker. I moaned, groaned, and grunted but not with Jake. He had me howling. He fucked me hard and gave me several good, strong orgasms. Then I sucked him hard, mounted him, and he gave me several more.
 
    
 
   After Jake came the second time, I looked at Susie and told her I needed a break. I asked her if she wanted to swap partners for a while. She looked down at Mark (she was fucking him cowgirl style) and asked him if he would mind. Mark looked over at Jake and asked, “How about it homes?” Jake said he didn’t care as long as his cock was in a hot pussy. Susie and I swapped and I licked and sucked on Mark for a couple of minutes or so and then told him I wanted him in my ass.
 
    
 
   He was no stranger to ass-fucking and he took his time getting me ready. He worked on my butt with his thumb and fingers to loosen me up a bit. He even asked Jake if he had any KY. Jake said that he didn’t, but he did have a can of Crisco in the kitchen. It was my first time using Crisco and I almost giggled as I remembered using Crisco to grease up the cavity of the turkey before I stuffed it, on Thanksgiving.
 
    
 
   Mark’s cock was a perfect fit for my ass. It was so perfect that Mark was able to do something that had never happened to me before – he gave me an orgasm while plowing my butt. I loved anal sex, but before Mark I’d never had a climax from ass-fucking alone. I decided right then and there that I would leave Jake’s apartment with Mark’s phone number in my purse.
 
    
 
   When Mark finished in my ass I washed his cock, sucked him hard again, and he had me with my legs up on his shoulders. Susie and I swapped back and I was filled one more time with Jake’s huge pole and then, sadly, it was time to go.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++
 
    
 
   Over the next three months, I saw Jake a dozen times and Mark six times and each time, I had Mark bury his hotdog-sized cock in my butt. Then came the night that Susie and I went bar hopping, picked up two guys, and were busy fucking their brains out when Ken came home unexpectedly and caught us. 
 
    
 
   I told him everything except that some of the men were black. Ken was Southern born and raised (as I had been) and I didn’t know how he would take the fact that his white wife was being used by black men. I would’ve liked to find out because Jake had been calling and I would dearly love to be filled again by his huge cock. But the new deal was that Ken had to know everything even if he couldn’t watch.
 
    
 
    
 
   ~~The End~~
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   I was leery.  I’d been on two blind dates and they both had been disasters.  Tom and I being as close as we were, he knew all about those disasters so he had to be desperate to call me.  I found out later that because of what he knew he had called four other guys before having to resort to calling me.  All four turned him down.  I wasn’t the only one leery of blind dates.  I really, really didn’t want to do it, but Tom was my best friend so I felt honor-bound to help him.  I figured that it wouldn’t be too bad since it would be a double date with Tom and Gail.  I resigned myself to a bad day and then I asked my dad’s girlfriend, Ava, to drive me over to Tom’s.  I had my license, but I didn’t have a car yet and Tom’s request came on too short a notice for me to arrange to borrow mom’s car.
 
    
 
   Ava dropped me off at Tom’s and I took a deep breath and walked up to the door to meet my fate.  Tom’s mom answered the door and gave me a big smile.
 
    
 
   “Hi Bobby.  How are you?”
 
    
 
   “Fine Mrs. Bagley.”
 
    
 
   “They are waiting for you in the living room.  You kids have a fun time, okay?”
 
    
 
   “We will Mrs. Bagley,” I said not expecting to have anything but a miserable time.
 
    
 
   I watched her walk back to the kitchen and wished I was old enough to throw her over my shoulder and run off with her.  She was the sexiest woman I’d ever seen and I’d beaten my meat with her on my mind more times than I could count.  The Bagley’s had a swimming pool and I’d seen Tom’s mom dozens of times in a bikini and just remembering them gave me wood.  I wasn’t positive, but I think she knew it and made it a point to let me see her in her almost-nothing suits.  She turned as she reached the kitchen door and saw me watching her walk away and she gave me a wink and a smile.  My hard-on almost ripped through my pants and I had to stand there until it wilted otherwise it would have been obvious to everyone when I walked into the room.
 
    
 
   I got myself under control and then I walked into the living room and got instant wood all over again as all thoughts of Mrs. Bagley disappeared.  Sitting next to Gail on the couch was the most beautiful and sexiest looking female on the planet.  Tom walked up to me and whispered, “Down boy” and then he introduced me to his cousin.  I took her hand and I swear to God, I don’t know where it came from, but instead of saying “Hello” I asked:
 
    
 
   “Will you marry me?”
 
    
 
   Tom and Gail cracked up, but Natasha looked me right in the eye and said:
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  Are you a good kisser?”
 
    
 
   “If I’m not I’ll bust my ass working on it until I meet your standards.”
 
    
 
   She turned to Gail and said, “What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “He’s a nice guy and if I didn’t already have Tommy I’d go for him.”
 
    
 
   Tasha turned back to me and said, “I hope you can handle a long engagement because I’m not getting married until I finish college.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll get the ring as soon as you tell me your size.”
 
    
 
   “Enough of this heavy shit,” Tom said, “Let’s go show Nat around.”
 
    
 
     We left the living room with Natasha and I holding hands and I saw Mrs. Bagley watching us with a strange look on her face.  Tom had his own car.  He and Gail were both all ready eighteen.  I was two months behind them as far as birthdays went.  We got in the car; Tom and Gail in the front and me and Tasha in the back.  Tom and Gail called her Nat, but I wanted my own name for her so I started calling her Tasha.
 
    
 
   We drove all over town and pointed out things to Tasha.  Where the high school was, the roller rink, the arcade and all the other places where kids hung out.  She was particularly interested in the park, specifically the trails that led into the hills and fields behind it and the running track that ran around it.
 
    
 
   “I run to keep fit,” she said and then Tom piped up and said, “Then you and Rob have something in common.  He runs track at school and runs all the time to stay in shape.”
 
    
 
   “Do tell,” Tasha said.  “We can run together then.”
 
    
 
   “You bet,” I said, “The family that plays together stays together.”
 
    
 
   “The family?”
 
    
 
   “Of course.  We will have kids when we marry won’t we?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  I’m sort of career oriented and I don’t know if kids will fit in.  I plan on being a lawyer like my dad and if the schedule he keeps is the same for other lawyers I might not be around much to raise them.”
 
    
 
   “Hasn’t seemed to hurt you in any way.”
 
    
 
   “That’s because my mom was a stay at home mom and she was there to see that I was raised right.  You plan on being a stay at home dad?”
 
    
 
   “No.  I’m already slated to get a Business Management degree, go to work for my dad and then take over the business when he retires.”
 
    
 
   “Then it isn’t looking too good for kids is it.”
 
    
 
   “It isn’t a deal breaker, but I’ll need to break it gently to my dad.  He has his heart set on grandkids and since my sister and her husband found out they can’t have babies, dad is looking to me to provide them.”
 
    
 
   “Get off the subject you two,” Tom said.  “You have years and years before you start sweating that stuff.”
 
    
 
   Before the town tour was over I’d made a date with Tasha for the next day.  Tom dropped me at my house and just before I got out of the car Tasha leaned over and kissed me.  It was just a quick one, but it was on the lips and it was our first.  The first of many I hoped.
 
    
 
   ++++++++++
 
    
 
   When I got home, I was in a great mood and my dad and Ava, his live-in girlfriend, commented on it at supper.
 
    
 
   “I met your daughter-in-law today.”
 
    
 
   “You what?”
 
    
 
   “You heard me right.  It will be a little while yet because she says she has to graduate college before we will get married.  I’m seeing her again tomorrow night and I might bring her by and introduce you.”
 
    
 
   ++++++++++
 
    
 
   Ava let me use her car for my date with Tasha and when I got to her house she introduced me to her parents.  They seemed nice although I could read the expression on her father’s face.  It pretty much said:
 
    
 
   “You do anything to my daughter, I rip off your head and shit down your neck.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t think it was the right time to tell him that I was going to be his son-in-law.  I promised to have his daughter home by her curfew and we left.  As we pulled away from her house, I said:
 
    
 
   “I don’t think your father likes me.”
 
    
 
   “He’s like that with every boy I go out with.  He is very protective of me.”
 
    
 
   I took her to the movies and we held hands as we watched.  After the movie, I took her to Harry’s Malt Shop which turned out to be a mistake, but it would be four months before I realized it.  There were half dozen kids there that I knew so I had to introduce Tasha to them.  I saw the interest in Eddie Wooters’s eyes, but I didn’t think anything about it.  As gorgeous and sexy as Tasha was, she was bound to draw the eyes of the opposite sex.  I was just glad that Tom had gotten me with her before any of the other guys knew she was in town.
 
    
 
   I took her home and when we got there I walked her to her door and was hoping for another kiss and I got one.  It was a scorcher!  She gave me some tongue and I gave her some back.  When she broke the kiss, she said:
 
    
 
   “Not bad.  It will get better with practice.”
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow?”
 
    
 
   “What time?”
 
    
 
   “You set it.  If it was up to me this date wouldn’t end until school starts.”
 
    
 
   “Oh my.  Whatever am I going to do with you?”
 
    
 
   “Keep me is what I’m hoping for.”
 
    
 
   “How about noon?”
 
    
 
   “If I didn’t have to get Ava’s car home, I’d just sit out front until then.”
 
    
 
   “You’re hopeless,” she said and kissed me again.  I was just putting my arms around her to make it last when the porch light flickered on and off three times.  Tasha broke the kiss and said:
 
    
 
   “I told you he was a bit protective.  See you tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   ++++++++++
 
    
 
   The next day I drove Tasha to the park and we went for a run.  I showed her the trails and later I drove her to my house to shower and then have supper with us.
 
    
 
   Tasha and Ava took to each other right away and my dad eyed her like most men eyed a sexy gorgeous woman and not at all like a man should look at his son’s girl.  As Ava was walking into the kitchen, she slapped the back of his head and laughed as she said:
 
    
 
   “Stop that!”
 
    
 
   Dad looked at me and said, “Are you sure that you want to drive a girl this nice around in a Ford?”
 
    
 
   Tasha made my day when she said, “What’s wrong with Fords?  My dad has a vintage ’57 T-Bird and next to a ’65 Mustang, it is the sweetest car ever built.”
 
    
 
   From the kitchen Ava laughed and yelled, “You go girl.”
 
    
 
   My dad looked at me and said, “And you plan on marrying her, bringing her into the family so I’ll have three of you picking on me?”
 
    
 
   “You bet.”
 
    
 
   Then Tasha asked, “What did I miss here?” and I had to explain about dad and Chevys.  
 
    
 
   “The poor man.  He certainly doesn’t look mentally ill,” and Ava’s laugh could have been heard half a mile away.
 
    
 
   When I drove her home, she had me stop a block away from her house.
 
    
 
   “I don’t want any flickering porch lights tonight.”
 
    
 
   We steamed up the windows and after a bit I let my hands move to her breasts and she didn’t stop me so I slid a hand up her leg and she stopped me just short of my goal.  She broke the kiss and said “No” and then went back to kissing me.  She let me get her bra off and worship her breasts and so I tried the leg move again and again she stopped me just short of where I wanted to go.
 
    
 
   “I said no!”
 
    
 
   I finally accepted that “No” meant “No” and settled back to tongue wrestle and played with her breasts until she told me it was time to take her home.  As I parked in front of her house, she said:
 
    
 
   “I’m a virgin, baby, and while I don’t plan on being one when we get married, I do plan to stay one until the senior prom.  It is kind of a family tradition.  Both of my sisters gave it up on prom night so that is when I will too.  You will just have to be patient with me”
 
    
 
   I keyed in the “When we get married” and resigned myself to the six or seven month wait until the senior prom.  I had hoped not to be virgin by prom night, but it looked like Tasha and I were both going to have to be patient.
 
    
 
   We made a date to go for a run in the morning and I walked her to her door, got one more kiss and then went home.  Twenty minutes after I got there I got a call from Tom asking me to come over and lounge by the pool and I told him I’d have to call back and let him know after I talked to Tasha.
 
    
 
   “I just got off the phone with her.  She said she would drag you over after your run.  All I’m doing is giving you a heads up so you’ll have your suit with you.”
 
    
 
   ++++++++++
 
    
 
   I walked over to Tasha’s and we jogged from there to the park.  We ran the trails for an hour and then did sixty laps around the park on the running path and then we walked over to Tom’s.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Bagley, Tom and Gail were all ready by the pool when we got there and as usual the sight of Mrs. Bagley in her bikini gave me an erection.  If she hadn’t been there, the sight of Gail in her suit would have done the job.  At one time I had my sights set on her, but Tom made his move before I had a chance.  I didn’t realize it at the time, but it was a good thing that Tom got to Gail first.  If I would have been with Gail when Tasha came on the scene, it could have gotten messy as I had no doubt – none whatsoever – that I would have dropped Gail and gone after Tasha.  
 
    
 
   All thoughts of Mrs. Bagley and Gail disappeared when Tasha came out of the house in her bikini.  It was the first time I’d seen her in anything but jeans and a sweater or blouse and I was – as the Brits would say – gob smacked!  I knew from the night before that Tasha had perfectly formed tits and her butt in jeans was mouthwatering, but seeing her near naked in the bathing suit took my breath away.  I was glad my bathing suit was the boxer type and not the speedo type because the speedo type would have shown only too clearly what seeing Tasha was doing to me.  I was hard from Mrs. Bagley and Gail, but I would swear that my cock doubled in size from all the blood that rushed to it when I saw Tasha.  I had to get right into the pool and stay there to keep everyone from seeing the state I was in.  The time until the prom was going to be agonizing for me.
 
    
 
   It was a little over an hour later that I had to go into the house to use the bathroom.  On the way back, I stopped inside and was looking out the window at Tasha standing on the diving board and my meat went rock hard.  Without thinking I took it out and started stroking it.  A voice from behind me said:
 
    
 
   “You used to look at me that way.”
 
    
 
   It was Mrs. Bagley.
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample, look for A Weird One.
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   From the Author
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed any of my books then please share the love and promote my books in Amazon.
 
    
 
   If you write me a review and send me an email I will send you a free book, or many.
 
   (Just know that these emails are filtered by my publisher.)
 
    
 
   Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   One Last Thing, For Kindle Readers...
 
    
 
   When you turn the page, Kindle will give you the opportunity to rate this book and share your thoughts on Facebook and Twitter. If you enjoyed my writings, would you please take a few seconds to let your friends know about it? Because... when they enjoy they will be grateful to you and so will I.
 
    
 
   Thank You!
 
   


 
   
  
 




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