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   Chuck put his clubs in the back of my pickup and then said, “Oops, I forgot my wallet” and hurried back into the house.  That gave me my chance.  I opened the bag cover, pulled out his putter, closed the bag back up, and put the putter behind the seat.  He came out of the house with his wallet in hand and said, “I probably won’t need this since I expect to beat you turkeys and you will have to buy the beer.”
 
   “In your dreams,” I said as I pulled out and headed for the Singing Hills golf course.
 
   I smiled inwardly as I anticipated the look on his face when he discovered that his favorite putter was missing.  He considered that putter his ‘lucky club’ since he had beaten Sam, Phil, and I three out of every five times we had played since he bought it.  Taking his putter wasn’t about keeping him from beating us; it was all about fucking with his head.  I’d been doing a lot of that lately, and as I drove toward the golf course, I thought back on what I’d done to him over the last several months.
 
   One night, I snuck over to his house after dark and loosened the lug nuts on all four wheels of his car.  He couldn’t figure out why his steering wheel was vibrating until the right front wheel broke the wheel studs and fell off.  All four wheel hubs were ruined and had to be replaced at $119.86 per wheel.  Also, three of his tires had abnormal wear on them and had to be replaced at another $102.67 per tire.
 
   Two weeks later, I found a jagged piece of metal on a job site and I again paid him a visit after dark and put the piece under his left rear tire.  It tore up the tire bad enough that it couldn’t be repaired and he had to buy another one.
 
   Then there was the night we met at the Landing Strip for drinks.  I had my usual two beers and was ready to leave, but he wanted to stay a while longer, so I left him there and headed for my truck.  As I went by his car, I took out my keys and gouged his paint from front to rear.  I don’t know how much the body shop charged him, but he was without a car for three days.
 
   When we got to the course, Sam and Phil were already there and were practicing on the putting green. We had about ten minutes till our tee time so Chuck and I joined them.
 
    “What the fuck?” was heard from Chuck when he went into his bag to get his putter.
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked.
 
    “My putter isn’t here.”
 
    “Good” Phil said, “Maybe all your luck is gone, too, and we can wax your ass today.”
 
   There was some more talk about where did you see it last and did you take it out to polish it and leave it in the garage.  Sam hit closer to home than he knew when he said:
 
    “Maybe Rob paid someone to sneak into your garage and steal it.”
 
   As our tee time approached, Chuck hurried into the pro shop and bought another putter.  The one he bought definitely wasn’t lucky for him.  He three putted the first hole and four putted the next two.  The day gave me one more chance to fuck with him.  On the sixteenth hole, he sliced his drive into the trees on the side of the fairway.  We went looking for it and I found it.  I looked around and made sure no one was looking my way, so I stepped on the ball and drove it down into the soft soil and kicked a few leaves over it.  After a few minutes, Chuck had to take the drop and the penalty so we wouldn’t hold up the foursome behind us.
 
   Sam, Phil, and I beat Chuck badly that day and he had to buy the beer.  I’m normally only a two beer guy, but that day I had five because it made Chuck have to dig into his wallet.  As I drank the beer that Chuck was paying, for I thought about another shot I’d taken at him.  I belonged to the Eagle Rest Country Club and Chuck wanted to join.  I made a big thing out of putting him up for membership.  Voting was done by secret ballot and the vote had to be unanimous.  When his application was voted on, there was one “no” vote cast, and yes, I was the one who cast it.
 
   As I drove him home, I thought about the best thing that I had done to fuck with him.  It was at a barbecue at his house about two months ago.  I’d been there about an hour nursing my first beer when his wife Francine came up to me.  I’d known Franny for as long as I had known Chuck.  When she was thirteen, she was a gawky, gangly, plain looking girl.  Her dad got a promotion and they moved out of town.  They came back five years later and the ugly duckling had turned into one hell of a sexy looking swan.  I dated her a couple of times and tried to get into her pants, but never made it.  There wasn’t any spark between us, so all we were was friends.
 
   Franny was one of those sexy looking girls that guys looked at and wanted to fuck at least once just to see if she was as hot as she looked.  Anyway, I’d always wanted to fuck her at least once and she knew it.  I flirted with her even after she married Chuck knowing that it wouldn’t go anywhere, but what the hell, miracles did happen occasionally.  I wasn’t thinking affair; just one time to see if she was a hot as she looked.  
 
   But back to the barbecue.
 
   Franny came up to me and asked me how I was doing.
 
    “Okay.”
 
    “How is the love life going?”
 
    “Haven’t got one.”
 
    “Oh come on, Rob. A hot looking guy like you just has to be fighting the girls off.”
 
    “I’m saving myself for you, Franny.  I just know in my bones you will come to realize that you don’t want Chuck and that you want me.”
 
    “You are so full of bull hockey.  All you want to do is get in my pants and do what I wouldn’t let you do when we dated.”
 
    “And that makes me all bad?”
 
    “At least you’re honest and that’s more than I can say about some.”
 
   As she said that, she was looking over at Chuck, who was talking to Sylvia Martin while trying to see down inside her cleavage and to her belly button.  The look that came over Franny’s face told me that not all was well in the Maxwell household.
 
    “Look at that cow” she said, “If she didn’t have those 40DDs, no guy would even give her a second look.”
 
   She turned to me and said, “You know don’t you.”
 
    “Know what?”
 
    “That the asshole is cheating on me.”
 
   I didn’t answer, but the look on my face told her that I was indeed aware of it.
 
    “I thought you were my friend, Rob.  Why didn’t you tell me?”
 
    “And cause you to go through the same pain I went through when I found out about Shelly?  No way, Franny.  I wouldn’t do that to someone I didn’t like – let alone to someone I do.”
 
    “I forgot about Shelly.  You were a bear to be around for quite a while after she was gone.”
 
   She looked at me for several seconds and then said, “You have always wanted to fuck me, haven’t you?”
 
   I was stunned at what she said.  I’d never heard Franny use a curse word in all the time I’d known her, so the “fuck” was a huge surprise.  And then there is how she’d said it.  It didn’t come across as a question, but rather a statement.  I recovered quickly and said, “You know I have, Franny.”
 
    “Would you?  Even though Chuck is your friend?”
 
    “Stupid question, Franny.  I’d do you right here and now in front of God, all your guests, and your husband.”
 
    “I don’t think I could do that, but I would love to see Chuck’s face if you did.  Would you do me even knowing it was only me getting some revenge and not because I find you sexually fascinating?”
 
    “Franny, I can honestly say I’d do you even if I knew you were only going to lay there, chew gum, and stare out the window while waiting for me to finish.”
 
    “Wow, Rob. I didn’t know that you were such a romantic.”
 
   She looked over at Chuck and he still had his eyes buried in Sylvia’s cleavage.  I couldn’t say that I blamed him.  I’d seen those babies up close and personal, and Franny was dead wrong about no guy paying attention to Sylvia if it wasn’t for her huge tits.  Sylvia was one hell of a hot fuck – or at least she had been before she married Max.  I hadn’t heard that she played around on him, so Chuck was probably just engaging in some wishful thinking.
 
   I felt a punch on my arm and turned to see Franny staring at me.  “You too?  Are you like Chuck that like to stare at huge tits?”
 
   Thinking fast, I said, “No.  I was just trying to figure out what he is seeing in her.  She hasn’t anything going for her except those huge udders.  I’ll bet that when she takes her bra, off those things hang down to her knees.”
 
   Maybe they would in years, but the last time I saw them uncovered, they stood out straight and proud.
 
    “Go circulate” Franny said, “and meet me at the downstairs bathroom in ten minutes.  If the door is locked, knock three times quickly,” and then she walked away.
 
   I decided to be mean and walked over to Chuck and Sylvia.  I leaned forward, kissed her on the cheek and said, “How you doing, sweetie?  Ready to leave Max for me?”
 
   She smiled at me and said, “Not just yet honey.  Give me just a little more time.”
 
    “I’ll give you all the time you need as long as you promise me that my name will be at the top of the list when you get ready to bail.”
 
    “I promise honey.”
 
    “Hey!  What about me” Chuck asked.
 
    “Sorry, Charlie, but Franny would cut my tits off if I had anything at all to do with you.”
 
   She said it in such a manner and tone that Chuck knew right away he was never going to get anywhere with her and he turned and walked away.
 
    “He’s such an asshole,” Sylvia said, “Always trying to look down my cleavage.  Like I would ever have anything to do with him.”
 
    “Give him a break, sweetie.  He’s a male and you know damned well that every man who sees you wants you.”
 
    “Still, it’s his house and his wife is here.  He’s got to be an asshole to behave like that in front of her.”
 
    “I don’t know about that.  I seem to remember casting lustful glances at you when you were at parties at my house and Shelly was there.”
 
    “That was different.  Shelly was a pig and deserved to have you checking out other girls in front of her.”
 
    “You knew about her didn’t you?”
 
    “Everybody knew about her honey.”
 
    “Then why didn’t any of you ever tell me?”
 
    “Because you are one hell of a nice guy and no one wanted to be the one to bring the hurt on you.  You loved the stupid cunt so much you wouldn’t have believed the messenger anyway, and you would have just stopped being the friend of whomever it was that spilled the beans.”
 
    “I hate to admit it, but that is probably the truth.”
 
   Sylvia was silent for a bit and then she said, “Max and I aren’t getting along too well right now.  I don’t have the proof yet, but I believe that he is the male version of Shelly.”  She leaned forward and kissed my cheek and said, “Your name is at the top of the list honey.”
 
   As she walked away, I remembered my last time with her and hoped that she would get the proof that she was looking for.
 
   I arrived at the downstairs bathroom at the appointed time.  The door was locked, so I knocked three times and the door opened and Franny stepped aside and let me in.  She closed the door, locked it, and then said, “We don’t have much time.  This is just to prove to you that I’m serious.  Take it out please.”
 
   I unzipped and took out my rapidly hardening cock and she took it in her hand and stroked it a couple of times.  Then she leaned forward and took it in her mouth.  I’d had plenty of blow jobs over the years, and some of them were great, but I’d never had one as good as the one Franny was giving me.  Chuck had to be an absolute idiot to play around on her.  I’m usually not a quick shooter, but Franny was so good that she had me at my peak in no time.
 
    “I need to pull out, baby. I’m going to shoot.”
 
   I started to pull back, but her hands gripped my ass and pulled me forward, and I blew my wad in her mouth.  She sucked and swallowed, and she didn’t take her mouth off me until my cock was limp.  When she pulled back, she looked up at me and smiled, and then she went back to my dick and licked it clean.
 
    “That was a preview of coming attractions,” she said.  “Chuck goes out of town the day after tomorrow and he’ll be gone for two days.  Think you can wait that long?”
 
    “I will if I have to, but I am still willing to do you right now in front of Chuck.”
 
    “I thought you were his friend.”
 
    “There is friendship, Franny, and then there is you, and I’ve wanted you since the first date I had with you.  I never cheated on Shelly, but if you had made me this offer while I was still married to her, I would have leaped at the chance.”
 
    “You sure know the right things to say to a girl, but I’ll pass doing it in front of Chuck.  I intend to do it more than once, and doing it in front of him would put an end to that.  He makes damned good money, and I like the lifestyle I have, and I don’t want it to change, so I intend to cuck him for years.”
 
    “For years?  I’m just going to be the first of many or dare I hope for exclusivity?”
 
    “I’m only going to do one at a time, Rob, and how long it is going to last is up to you.”
 
    “Then you will never be doing it with anyone else.”
 
   She gave me a long look and then said, “Tuesday night, then.  What time should I be at your place?”
 
    “I get off work at five and I’m usually home by five-forty.”
 
    “See you at six,” then she unlocked the door and went back to pay attention to her other guests.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Tuesday, Fran rang my doorbell at six on the dot.  I opened the door and stepped aside to let her in.  She had been to my house plenty of times before and knew the layout.
 
    “Not going to waste the time on small talk,” she said as she headed for the bedroom.
 
   Yes indeed, Fran was as hot as she looked, and once again, I thought that Chuck had to be a screaming idiot to be wasting his time on other women.  Fran did it all.  She gave great head and she loved it up her butt.  Before she left, she asked me for a key and I gave her one.  When I got home from work Wednesday, Fran was already there and she had dinner fixed and waiting.  In addition to Fran being a fantastic piece of ass, she was an excellent cook.
 
   Chuck was usually out of town on business one or two times a week, and over the next two months, whenever he was gone, Franny was at my house.  She didn’t have to worry about being at home when Chuck called because they didn’t have a home phone.  They hadn’t seen any sense in having a home phone since they never used it.  They had cell phones and figured that is all they needed.
 
   Maybe three out of every five nights that Franny was with me Chuck called.  Her biggest turn on was taking his call while my cock was in her.  One time, he called just as she was undressing and she told him to hang on for a minute because she had her hands full.  She finished undressing and got on the bed and whispered, “In my ass lover; I want you in my ass.”
 
   I worked my cock into her butt and she went back to talking to Chuck again.  I had to take it slow and easy so we wouldn’t give anything away.  The hard and fast part came when she closed the phone and dropped it on the floor and said, “Now, lover, fuck me hard now.”
 
   Yes, indeed. Fucking Chuck’s wife was the best thing I’d done so far in fucking over him, and I was still seeing her once or twice a week.  Why was I fucking over the guy who was supposed to be one of my best friends?  I’m sure that by now anyone reading this has already figured out why.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Shelly came into my life slowly.  My daily routine was to wake up at three forty-five, put on the coffee, and then check my computer for emails.  Then, I pulled up the National Weather Service and checked the weather for the day.  Monday through Friday, I was at the doors of the gym when they opened at five, and on Saturday and Sunday, I was there when they opened at seven.
 
   One morning, as I was doing my reps on the seated leg press, a woman walked into the circuit training area and started doing stretching exercises.  She was a damned good looking woman, very easy on the eyes, and about as close to being my ideal woman as any other I’d ever seen.  I enjoyed watching her work out.  
 
   In any other place, I would have made a move on her, but not at the gym.  For a lot of people, there is a mental component to their workouts and their workout time is private time for them, so I wasn’t going to intrude on her.  I did notice an absence of wedding or engagement rings, but that might mean nothing since a lot of people take off their rings when working out.
 
   One Sunday, I was soaking in the hot tub after my workout when I saw her come in and head for the steam room.  She saw me in the hot tub, changed her direction, came over, and slipped into the 105 degree water with me.  She sat on the other side of the tub (it was big – it held sixteen people) and after settling in she said, “You’re Rob, right?”
 
   I nodded a yes and she said, “I’m Shelly.”
 
    “Nice to meet you, Shelly.”
 
   She sat there for maybe thirty seconds and then she said, “I see you watching me when I work out.”
 
    “Guilty as charged.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “Why what?”
 
    “Why do you watch me?”
 
    “Because I’m the male of the species and I’m hardwired from the factory to appreciate beautiful women - plus you have the added factor of appearing to be what I consider my ideal woman.”
 
    “And what, pray tell, makes up your ideal woman?”
 
    “A tall woman, and I would put you at about five eight.”
 
    “Five nine actually.  What else?”
 
    “Long legs, but that usually goes along with being tall.  Next is long hair.  I’ve never seen yours in anything but a pony tail, but it has to be long because even in a ponytail, it is down to the middle of your back.  Next, you look great without make-up.”
 
    “That’s it?  That’s all it takes to be your ideal woman?”
 
    “No, there is more, but I’ve not seen you in circumstances that would allow me to check off those boxes on the list.”
 
    “Tell me what they are and I’ll tell you if you can check off those boxes.”
 
    “Wears short skirts and dresses to show off her legs.  Likes wearing high heels, again, to show off the legs.”
 
    “You can check both of those off.  I don’t have any long skirts or dresses and I have at least a dozen pair of heels and none of them are shorter than four inch.  I have three pairs that have a five-inch heel.  What else?”
 
    “Likes to dance.”
 
    “Got that one, too.  Ballroom, salsa, and I’m really into country western.”
 
    “Western swing and line dancing?”
 
    “Both.  That it?”
 
    “There are a couple of more, but I’d have to know you an awful lot better before I could even bring them up.”
 
    “Okay, when?”
 
    “When what?”
 
    “When are we going out so you can get to know me well enough to tell me the rest?”
 
   And that is how my life with Shelly got started.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   When I showed up at her door for our first date, she met me while wearing a mini-dress and five inch heels.  With an instant hard on, she noticed and smiled.  She was a great date.  Besides being stunningly beautiful, she was smart, witty, and had a great sense of humor.  Shelly was the total package.
 
   She hadn’t lied about her dancing. She could have won dance competitions if she had a decent partner which, by the way, wasn’t me.  I liked to dance and I was fairly good at it, but I was nowhere near being in Shelly’s class.
 
   When I got her home she said, “I don’t normally kiss on the first date, but a girl does have to make exceptions sometimes,” and she gave me a hot passionate kiss.
 
    “Can we do this again?” I asked her.
 
    “Call me,” she said.  “Soon.”
 
   As I walked back to my car, I was already picking out the ring I was going to give her when I proposed.
 
   When I brought her home following our fifth date, I kissed her and she pushed me away and said, “Enough of this silly playing around.  We both know what we really want to do,” and she grabbed my tie, led me into her apartment, and then into her bedroom.
 
   I was lying on my back, looking up at the ceiling, and wondering how in the hell I could be so lucky as to have found this woman when she said, “I think you know me well enough now to tell me what the other boxes on your ‘perfect woman check list’ are.”
 
    “You have already filled in those boxes.”
 
    “What are they?”
 
    “Must love sex is one and being good at giving head is the other.”
 
    “Nothing on the list about liking butt fucking?”
 
    “I guess ‘loving sex’ covers that.”
 
    “Well, I think it should have its own box on the list, so let’s get you ready again so you can check that one off also.”
 
   She went down on me and managed to get me up again, and we did indeed check off that box.  She was tight and it took a little time to work myself in, and all the while, she was moaning, “Harder, baby, harder.  Don’t tease me, baby. Fuck me hard.”
 
   We were married six months later.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   The next five years were glorious.  We fit.  Everything we did together felt just right; like it was pre-ordained.  We shared most of each other’s interests, but not all.  She didn’t like bowling and I did.  I bowled in two men’s house leagues; one on Tuesday and the other on Thursday.
 
   Shelly used those nights to do a couple of things that I had no interest in.  She was an avid bridge player and I couldn’t stand the game, so she played on Tuesday.  She was a big reader and always had a book handy.  She had one in her car, one in her purse, and one at the house.  No TV for that girl.  I had a few programs that I liked to watch, and she would sit next to me on the couch and read while I watched.  She used my Thursday bowling night to attend book club meetings at the library and always came home with a new book signed by the author who was the night’s guest and featured speaker.
 
   Shelly was a great cook and she was fantastic in bed.  Even after five years of marriage, we were still at it like sex crazed teenagers.  Five nights a week was common.  We gave up going to the gym on Saturday and Sunday because we would rather lie in bed and have glorious morning sex.  Life couldn’t be better than waking up with Shelly.  I didn’t think my life could be any more perfect.
 
   It all came crashing down three days after our fifth anniversary.  I was scheduled to fly to Salt Lake City for a three day training session with one of our customers and I left for the airport from work.  When I got to the airport, I was told that the airport at Salt Lake was shut down because of weather conditions and I was rebooked on the first flight out the next morning.  It never occurred to me to call Shelly.  She’d told me that she wouldn’t be going anywhere when I left to go to work in the morning.

 
   I turned onto our street just in time to see Shelly get into a car parked at the curb.  I caught enough of her to see that she had on a short skirt and heels.  She slid over next to the driver, they kissed, and then the car pulled away from the curb.  I stayed well behind them and followed along.  They went to Duke’s Steak House, and when they got out of the car, I saw that the driver was a guy she worked with, and if I remembered correctly, he was married.
 
   I sat outside and watched his car, and an hour or so later, they came out and drove to the Grotto, which was a bar/dance hall kind of place.  I didn’t follow them in because I didn’t want to get caught.  I was just a tad bit in denial.  It could just be a platonic friendship.  The kiss could have been just one of the types that friends exchange, and the sexy way she was dressed could have been no more than her wanting to look and feel good.  As I remembered it, his wife travelled for her job and it could simply be two friends keeping each other company while their spouses were away.  Whatever it was, I wanted to know more before I jumped in with both feet.
 
   It was eleven when they came out and got in his car.  Denial went into the trash can when Shelly slid over next to him as they pulled out of the parking lot.  Half a block later, Shelly disappeared from view and I knew that she was sucking his cock.  God knows she did it to me often enough while I was driving.  
 
   I followed them to the Motel 6 on Fairmont and Shelly popped back up into view when they pulled into the parking lot.  Five minutes later, they were room 106.  I’d seen enough.  I drove across town and checked into a motel for three days.  Next morning, I called my boss and told him I was going to reschedule the training session because of a family emergency.
 
   My wakeup call came at six and at seven-thirty, I was parked where I could see the parking lot and front entrance of the place where Shelly worked.  She arrived at ten to eight, which told me that either she hadn’t spent the night at the motel or that they had gotten up early enough to drive her home to get her car.  As soon as she was inside, I drove off, and two hours later, I was in the offices of Spenser Investigations.  At two, I met one of Spenser’s reps, and by four, the house was wired for sound and video.
 
   At five, I was again parked where I could watch Shelly’s building.  She came out at five-thirty and I followed her to the Starlight Motel on Hancock.  She got a room and, when she came out of the office, she took out her cell phone and made a phone call as she walked down to room 102.  Twenty minutes later a man, I had never seen before knocked on the door to the room Shelly was in and went in afterwards.  Two hours later, they were still in there, so I headed on back to my motel.  I had dinner at the Village Inn across the street and went to my room and settled in with the latest Robert Parker novel.
 
   I didn’t bother watching Shelly arrive at work the next morning.  I drove to our neighborhood, but didn’t go to the house.  I parked one block over and called a number that the Spenser people had given me. Then I punched in a code that allowed me to listen to all the phone calls that had taken place since Spenser had installed the system.  There were several junk calls, and then this…
 
    “Hello?”
 
    “Hi, sweetie! It’s me,” Shelly said.  “Rob is out of town again, and I get so damned lonely in that bed alone.  You think you can help me out?”
 
    “What time?”
 
    “I’ll be home by six, so what say we make it for seven?”
 
    “You got it.”
 
    “Just remember to park a block over and come in the back door.  I don’t want the neighbors to see anything they might tell Rob about.”
 
    “The back door?  Is that the only back door I’ll be coming in tonight?”
 
    “Silly man.  You already know the answer to that one.  Got to go.  Need to get ready for work.  See you tonight!”
 
   I hadn’t recognized the voice, but at six-thirty I was parked a block over when a black Dodge Ram pulled up and parked.  A guy I’d never seen before got out and walked up the driveway of the house where the Makin’s use to live.  They had moved out and the house was empty and up for sale.  I couldn’t see my back door from where I was sitting, but I had no doubt that I had just seen Shelly’s seven o’clock appointment. 
 
   I headed on back to my room and spent some time wondering how long Shelly had been fucking around on me.  I usually made about one business trip a month – sometimes two – and I had been doing it ever since we married.
 
   The next day, I consulted with an attorney in order to be aware of my options, and that evening, I showed up at the house at the time I would normally get back from a trip.  Shelly met me with a passionate kiss and said, “Dinner is ready, but wouldn’t you rather work up an appetite first?”
 
   We had made love the night before I left and she had fucked every night I was supposedly gone.  I know that I said that one of the things that made up my perfect woman was a love of sex, but Shelly was taking it to extremes.  Nevertheless, I wasn’t ready for a confrontation, so I let her lead me into the bedroom where I did indeed work up an appetite. 
 
   Over dinner, I listened to her tell me how much she missed me when I was on trips and how much she wished I wouldn’t have to take them.  That’s when I broke the news to her that I would be gone on another three day trip the next week.  She wasn’t happy about it, but said I’d best be prepared to be worn out when I left, and then she spent the weekend doing her best to make it so.
 
   I didn’t bother to pull up the video of Shelly and the Dodge Ram guy because I really didn’t want to see it yet.  I decided to wait until I got back from my trip and then watch it, along with whatever else the cameras picked up.
 
   Monday morning, I kissed her goodbye and took off on my trip.  I had already set it up with the Spenser agency to have Shelly under surveillance on the three days I would be gone and I wondered what they would have for me when I got back.  It was about what I had expected.  She got fucked every night I was gone.  The big surprise for me was that one of the two who fucked her was my very good friend, Chuck Maxwell, and he did her on Monday and Wednesday.
 
   Shelly took Chuck on our bed and the other guy got his in room 230 of the Shangri-La motel on Paris Street.  I checked the audio and video recordings that had Chuck in it, and to be honest, I’d seen better porn.  I also checked the recordings of some phone conversations.  One of the guys she did called her Tuesday and said, “Pete told me that your old man is out of town again.  Think you can fit me in?”
 
    “You already know you fit, baby.  You’ve put it in me often enough.”
 
   That told me that what Shelly was doing was something that she hadn’t just recently started.  I had recordings of Shelly calling Chuck and the conversation was pretty much the same as the one she’d had with the Dodge Ram guy. 
 
   I took off work early so I could watch the CDs of what Shelly had been up to.  I really wasn’t interested in watching Shelly getting fucked.  What I was interested in was the bedroom talk.  I was looking for some idea of why Shelly was doing it.  All watching did was leave me confused.  I had expected to hear myself being shot through the grease and ridiculed, but it was just the opposite.  The first one I watched was of Shelly and Dodge Ram guy or Pete as I came to find out.  At one point Pete asked, “Would you be fucking me if my cock wasn’t bigger than your husband’s?”
 
    “Probably not” was Shelly’s reply.
 
   That surprised me, because from what I could see, I had him beat in both length and girth, yet Shelly was telling him she wouldn’t be fucking him if he wasn’t bigger than me.  Once he asked her why she “Didn’t leave the little dicked twit” and marry him, and she said, “Because I love the little dicked twit and I don’t love you.  All you are to me is a big cock to keep me satisfied when he isn’t around.”
 
    “If you like big cocks, why settle for less?”
 
    “I’m not settling for less.  There is a major difference between you and my hubby.  You fuck me, but he makes love to me, and I’ll take making love over fucking any day.  Now did you come here to fuck me or to talk? Because if talking is all you want to do, you can leave and I’ll give Brian a call.”
 
    “On your back bitch,” Pete growled, and Shelly immediately fell back on the bed and spread her legs as she smiled up at him.
 
   I learned later that Brian was the guy she had fucked the second night that I had followed her.
 
   I was again surprised when Shelly and ‘my good friend’ Chuck got together.  Several times, Shelly commented on how much she loved his large cock and again, like with Pete, I had it all over Chuck in cock size.  Neither Chuck nor Pete seemed to fuck Shelly any better than I did, but she still praised them to high heaven, telling both of them that no one had ever fucked her better.  My ‘good friend’ Chuck trash talked me one day, and Shelly quickly shut him up and told him that if he ever said a bad thing about me again, he’d never ever get another taste of her pussy.
 
   I didn’t understand it.  Why was she defending me while at the same time stabbing me in the back?
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Armed with the videos of Chuck, Pete, and the third guy, whose name was Riley, and the information I had gotten from the attorney I had talked with, I was sitting at the kitchen table with a piece of paper in front of me when Shelly got home from work.  Shelly walked in, came over, and kissed me on the cheek and then asked:
 
    “What are you doing?”
 
    “Going over my ‘Perfect Woman’ list.”
 
    “Whatever for?  We have already established that I’m your perfect woman.”
 
    “I always thought you were, but I guess I was wrong.”
 
    “What do you mean that you were wrong?”
 
    “Here, look at the list.  See the unchecked box at the bottom of the list?”
 
   She took the list from me, read it, and I saw her face lose some of its color.  The unchecked box was “Must be faithful always.”
 
    “I don’t understand.”
 
    “Sure you do, Shelly.  Over the last two weeks, I was gone from home six nights, and every night I was gone, you were on your back being fucked.  Five different guys over the course of six days.  I sure can’t consider that being faithful, can you?”
 
   The fact that I’d just told her that I knew about the five should have been obvious that I had her cold, but she tried to tough it out.
 
    “I don’t know what you are talking about, Rob.”
 
    “Then you must have the memory of a gnat.  They only live twenty-four hours, so I guess you can’t remember anything that happened before last night.”
 
   I pushed a CD across to here and said, “You can look at this and it might help refresh your memory, but before you do that, I need to tell you a few things.  I’ve seen an attorney and I’ve found out that this is a no fault state, so everything we have will be split fifty-fifty.  We make the same money so there will be no alimony, and of course, since we have no kids, there is no child support to sweat.  We have no savings since we used what we had to get into this house, so as far as assets go, the house is it.  
             “We haven’t been in the house long enough to build up much equity and what little we have will be eaten up by sales costs and commissions.  I’ll be the big loser since I’ll be paying the attorney’s fees and court costs.  The big question is do you want to be served at work or here at the house?”
 
    “Served?  I don’t want a divorce.  I love you, Rob, and you know that I do.”
 
    “You have a funny way of showing it, Shelly.  How long have you been stabbing me in the back?”
 
   She looked away and I said, “It doesn’t matter.  I really don’t need to know.  The five I know about are five too many.  You want to move out or do you want me to do it?”
 
    “I don’t want either of us to move, Rob.  We belong together.”
 
    “Sorry, Shelly, but I can only live with my perfect woman and that isn’t you anymore.”
 
    “You have to let me talk, Rob.  I need to explain that what you are thinking is wrong.”
 
    “No I don’t need to let you talk, Shelly.  What is on that CD says it all, and none of your words can erase any of what I sat through and watched.”
 
   I stood up and Shelly said, “Sit down, Rob.  We can’t discuss this if you won’t sit here and talk with me.”
 
    “Have you not listened to what I’ve just said?  There is nothing you can say that will erase what I’ve listened and seen to, and now I know and I can’t live with a person who could do that to me.  We are through, Shelly.  Face it.  You have fucked our marriage away.  Accept it and move on.”
 
   I walked away and headed for the basement where we kept the suitcases.  Half an hour later, I had most of what I’d need for the next two weeks packed and sitting by the front door.  There was more that I needed to get, but I’d have to rent a trailer since most of it was too big to get into my car.  Shelly watched me set the bags down and said:
 
    “Please Rob; just sit down and let me explain.  You’ll see that it isn’t what you think it is.”
 
   I ignored her and went into the downstairs bedroom that I had turned into a home office and got my laptop.  Shelly kept following me and kept begging me to sit down and talk with her and I didn’t bother to respond.  As I opened the door to leave, I said, “I’ll be back Monday or Tuesday to get the rest of my things.”
 
    “Please, Rob. For God’s sake let me explain!”
 
   Without a word I carried my stuff out to my car and drove away.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   I checked into a motel and spent Saturday and Sunday looking for an apartment.  I found a nice one not far from work that had everything I wanted.  A pool, an exercise room, and a laundry room.  I chose a two bedroom as I wanted to set one up as a home office.  I wrote a check for the security deposit and the first and last month’s rent.  I wouldn’t be able to move in until they did a credit check on me, but there wouldn’t be any problems there. 
 
   Shelly and I had separate credit cards so I didn’t have to make any calls to cancel any, and the check would clear because I had taken the attorney’s advice and taken half of what we had in the bank and opened new accounts in my name only.
 
   I advised Sheila, our receptionist, of my status, as far as Shelly was concerned, and asked her not to put any calls from Shelly through to me.
 
    “Just tell her I’m out of the office or in a meeting or something.”
 
    “Why don’t I just tell her not to bother calling because you have instructed me not to put her calls through?”
 
    “That works for me.”
 
   She smiled and said, “When you start making up the list of girls you would like to date after your divorce is final, could you put my name close to the top?”
 
    “How about the list of girls I want to date as soon as we are legally separated?”
 
    “What is legally separated?”
 
    “After she is served, either today or tomorrow, I consider myself a free agent.”
 
    “Maybe to you, but not to me.  I won’t date a married man and that would be you until your divorce is final.”
 
   That’s a refreshing attitude I thought.  I could stand knowing a girl who has ethics.
 
    “How about lunch dates so we can get to know each other a little better?  That way we would have some idea if we wanted to take it further when the divorce is final?”
 
    “I’d like that.”
 
   I took Tuesday afternoon off, rented a trailer, and called around until I found two friends that were free and who could help me move the heavy stuff, like my tool boxes and air compressor.  When I got to the house, I found a note on the door.
 
    “Rob – I’ve changed the locks.  I’ll give you a key to the new ones when you sit down and talk with me.  I love you.  Shelly.”
 
    “Stupid cunt,” I thought as I walked around to the back of the house.  I kicked in a basement window, walked through the house, unlocked the doors, and then Mike, Sal, and I carried out what I wanted and loaded it into the trailer.  I left the front door standing wide open when we headed for the storage unit I’d rented.  
 
   After unloading the trailer, we took it back to the rental place and then drove over to Danny’s Bar and Grill to have a few beers.  We had been there about two hours when Mike, who was looking past me, said, “Uh oh, incoming.”
 
   I looked back over my shoulder and saw Shelly coming towards us.  I turned back to Mike and Sal and told them they might want to find a table.
 
    “This could get ugly.”
 
   Sal said, “Roger that,” and the two of them got up and went looking for a booth or a table.  Shelly came up and sat down on the stool that Mike had just vacated and said, “I thought I’d find you here.”  I just looked at her and took another pull on my beer.  
 
    “Did you have to break the window?”
 
    “Yep.  Needed to get in.”
 
    “All you had to do was give me fifteen minutes and listen to what I have to say and you could have had a key.”
 
    “Rather kick in a window than listen to you.”
 
   She looked at me for several moments and then said, “You took the computer.”
 
    “Yep.”
 
    “I had stuff on it that I need.”
 
    “I’ll go through it and pull your stuff off of it and send it to you.”
 
    “Why are you being such a hard ass over this, Rob?  Why can’t you let me explain that it isn’t what you think it is?”
 
    “Why can’t you understand that what I think isn’t the problem here?  The problem is what I know, not what I think.  I know that you have been cheating on me wholesale and, while I don’t know exactly how long you have been doing it, I do know that it has been at least a year.”
 
   Then I had a thought.  What was done was done, and while my temperament didn’t usually run toward things like revenge, I hadn’t given any thought to going after the men Shelly had fucked.  True, they did know she was married, but I couldn’t blame any man for wanting Shelly, and I couldn’t blame any man for taking her if she said “Come and get it,” and she had done just that.  I’d heard her on the phone taps calling guys and asking them to come and keep her from being lonely on our bed.
 
   But Chuck wasn’t just any guy.  Oh no, Chuck was ‘my very good friend’, and very good friends shouldn’t fuck your wife, so Chuck was going to have to pay.  To make him pay the way I wanted, I had to make sure that he didn’t know that I was coming.
 
    “Okay” I said, “I’ll listen to what you have to say, but there is a price.  If I listen to you, then you have to promise me that you will not let Chuck Maxwell know that I know about the two of you.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “Because he was supposed to be my friend and friends don’t fuck their friend’s wives.  He has to pay, and for that to happen, I can’t have him looking over his shoulder trying to see me coming.”
 
    “Why?  It wasn’t his fault.  I went after him.  All he did was not look a gift horse in the mouth.”
 
    “Doesn’t work that way with me.  Being my friend, he should have said no.  Being my good friend, he should have told me about you going after him and he didn’t, did he?”
 
    “That’s not being very realistic Ro…”
 
    “That’s my price for listening to you.  Yes or no!  I don’t want to hear how you went about getting yourself fucked.  I don’t know what you feel you need to tell me about, but I do not want to hear a blow by blow or step by step description of how you got yourself fucked.  Is that clear?”
 
    “Yes, Rob.”
 
    “So Chuck never finds out right?”
 
    “Okay, Rob. He never finds out.”
 
    “Okay then, go ahead and speak your piece.”
 
    “You know I love sex and God knows that I give you all you can handle, and you never ran from me when I wanted it, which, I’m sure that you’ll remember, was often.  What you probably never realized is that I wanted it all the time.  When you started traveling for your job, I’d get so horny I’d be climbing the walls.  As long as your trips were only two or three days, I was able to fight off my urges and wait for you to get home.
 
    “But then you made that five day six night trip to Akron, and I was going crazy sitting in the apartment doing nothing. So one night, I went out for drinks with some of the girls from work.  I didn’t go out meaning to cheat, but after some drinks and some flirting I ended up in a motel room.  The next night, I said what the hell I’ve already done it, so I called the guy I’d gone to the motel with and we did it again.
 
    “I felt guilty as hell when you came home, but nothing changed.  I still loved you to death and it didn’t seem to hurt us any.  Your next couple of trips were two and three day ones and I was able to hang on.  Then, you went on a four day one, and on the third night I ended up in a man’s apartment.  Again, it didn’t hurt us any.
 
    “The next time you went on a trip, I decided that since it wasn’t hurting us any, why fight it while you were gone, and I started doing it every night you were gone.  So you see Rob?  I wasn’t doing it because I didn’t love you.  I wasn’t doing it because you weren’t man enough for me.  I was just getting the sex I needed when you were not there to take care of me.”
 
    “The Akron trip?  My God, Shelly, that was over four years ago.”
 
    “My point exactly, Rob.  Four years and we have been a happy and loving couple all that time.  What I did when you were gone didn’t hurt us at all.  I’m still crazy in love with you and you know it.”
 
    “So you only did it when I was gone and you needed sex badly?”
 
    “That’s right, Rob.  If it upsets you so much I’ll quit it, but there isn’t any need for us to be apart Rob.  I love you honey and you know I do.”
 
    “That’s it?  That’s what you wanted me to sit down and listen to?  That’s all of it?”
 
    “Yes, honey. Now will you please come home?”
 
    “No.  Besides being a cheater, you are a liar.  You only did it while I was gone and you needed relief?  Bullshit! I know all about the book club meetings and bridge games you skipped to fuck your boyfriends even when I was home.  I know all about the times you fucked your bed buddies while I was here in town but out playing golf.  You have cheated on me with God knows how many men and that makes you a whore in my eyes and there is no way I can live with a whore.
 
    “Plus, that you have put me in the position of wondering if every friend I have has fucked you like my friend Chuck did.  Do you have any idea of what it is like for me seeing a friend and having the first thought on seeing him be ‘Have you been fucking my wife?’  No, Shelly, you fucked away our marriage and I will not be coming home.  Don’t forget your promise,” and I got up and left her sitting there.
 
   Whether or not she would keep her promise not to tell Chuck, only time would tell.  Face it; she wasn’t very good with promises.  She obviously didn’t keep the ones she made during our wedding ceremony.  I did spare her the embarrassment of being served at work.  She was served as she left the house to go to work.  I copied all of her stuff on the computer onto a thumb drive, mailed it to her, and received an email back asking me how I could walk away from her when I knew full well that she loved me.  I sent her a photo that I had pulled from her video with Pete.  It showed him buried in her ass and she had a look of rapture on her face.  I enclosed a note that said:
 
    “This is why.”
 
   I guess it finally got through to her since she stopped trying to get in touch with me.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   The divorce was final in six months and I kept my promise to Sheila.  The day my divorce was final, I told her that I was officially a free man and I asked her if she would go out with me. She said yes.  We had been having lunch together a couple of times a week and talked a lot, so we knew quite a lot about each other and there wasn’t any of that first date awkwardness.  When I took her home after a 3 D date (dinner, drinks and dancing), she kissed me goodnight and it was a scorcher.
 
   I stepped lightly with Sheila because of our workplace relationship.  A wrong move on my part could have made for strained working conditions.  She must have thought that my being cautious meant that I was shy or something and she took the initiative.  When I took her home following our fourth date, she kissed me and then said, “Would you like to see me naked?”
 
   After six months, I thought we had something good going and I started thinking that maybe we should make things permanent.  Sheila put an end to those thoughts the night that I proposed.
 
    “I like you, Rob. I like you a lot, but I don’t love you.  I can’t marry a man I don’t love even though I like him a lot and he is a great bed buddy.  Can we just stay friends with benefits?”
 
   I said sure, but it was never the same after that, and while we did remain friends, the benefits part slowly began to fade.  Sheila understood.  Once she asked me why we were getting together less and less, I told her the truth.
 
    “I liked being married and I want to get married again.  You made it clear that it wasn’t going to be you.  I need to start looking for a permanent mate and that means less time spent with you.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   I was looking and I was dating, but I wasn’t finding anyone other than Sheila that I wanted to make the long haul with.   I wasn’t missing the sex part of marriage because I was getting plenty.  I was seeing Franny once or twice a week, Sheila for the same amount of time, and I had one more bed buddy that would have filled up all my other nights if I would have allowed it.
 
   It was a Tuesday evening, I had been home from work for about twenty minutes when the doorbell rang.  When I opened the door, I found Shelly standing there.  Before I could ask her what she wanted she said, “Do you know what today is, Rob?”
 
    “Tuesday.”
 
    “It is our anniversary, Rob, and we have always celebrated our anniversary by trying to recreate the first night of our honeymoon.”
 
   I stood there looking at her and remembering that night.
 
    “Come on, Rob, what have you got to lose?  You know I’m the best piece of ass you’ve ever had.  Let’s take a walk down memory lane.”
 
   She was right.  She was the best I’d ever had, and truth be told I still loved the cunt and I missed her, but – and it was a big but – I couldn’t be married to or live with what she had become.  Still, she was the best.
 
    “No strings attached?”
 
    “No strings.”
 
   I stepped aside and let her in.
 
    
 
    
 
   ~~The End~~
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is a sample from another story you may enjoy:
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   It was a chance remark that started it all.  I had just walked off the elevator at work as Charlie was saying to Mel:
 
    
 
   “…Becca and Phil if they can make it.”
 
    
 
   Then they saw me and said, “Good morning Rob,” and then the two of them headed for their desks.  As I walked into my office I was wondering if it was my wife Becca that they were talking about and if it was why would she be “making” something with Phil?  That overheard remark made me uneasy.  In fact it downright disturbed me.
 
    
 
   I sat down, turned on the computer and brought up the program I had been working with the last couple of days, but as I stared at the screen it wasn’t work that was on my mind.  I was remembering the last company Christmas party.  I’m not much on dancing when we go out, other than country western, and Becca loves to dance so it is not unusual for her to dance a third of the dances with me and the other two thirds with anyone who asks her.  
 
    
 
   The last company party was no exception and while she did dance with several others I did notice that she danced quite a few dances with Phil.  I commented on it on the drive home.  A trace of a smile passed quickly over her face and then was gone.  I expected her to say something like, “Why Rob Daltry. I do believe that you are jealous,” or something like that and pass it off, but she didn’t.  What she said was:
 
    
 
   “He was a better dancer than any of the rest of them so yes, I did dance more with him than anyone else.”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t press it without getting into territory I knew I should stay clear of, but what I knew about Phil was that he was a cock hound; the kind of guy who drew comments like “He would fuck a snake if someone would hold its head” and I wasn’t all that happy that Becca had spent so much time with him.  A little irrational of me perhaps since I was there and had my eye on them and Becca had never given me any reason to doubt her, but I just did not trust Phil at all.  I shook it off and got to work.  It couldn’t have been my Becca they were talking about since the only place she could come in contact with Phil would be at company events and the next one was the company picnic and that was still months away.
 
    
 
   ++++++++++++
 
    
 
   As I drove home that night I thought about what I would fix myself for dinner.  It was Becca’s card night so I would be on my own.  Becca was an avid bridge player and I couldn’t stand the game.  I liked to play cards, but I just could not get into bridge, Becca belonged to a group that played every Wednesday night and that is why I would be cooking for myself.
 
    
 
   There was plenty of food in the house, but after looking at the possibilities and finding nothing that appealed to me I decided to pamper myself and go out to eat.  I settled on the Olive Garden and I was working on my salad when I saw Bill and Helen Winters come in.  I thought it odd since Helen was part of the group that met to play bridge, but then I guessed that everyone needed a night off sometimes.  They noticed me and waved and I waved back.  They joined a couple at a table and I got involved with my veal scaloppini.
 
    
 
   When I got home I turned on the TV and watched for a while and then I headed off to bed.  I took the book I’d been reading off of the nightstand, propped myself up with some pillows and then read till I got sleepy.
 
    
 
   In the morning I got up and showered even though I knew it would piss Becca off.  I would wake up half an hour earlier than she needed to get up and the shower would wake her and she would always be grumpy with me over it.  I would just shrug and tell her to get home earlier from her card game and she wouldn’t have such a short night’s sleep.
 
    
 
   I was in the kitchen having my first cup of coffee and paging through the morning paper when Becca came into the kitchen.  She poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down opposite me.  I put down the paper and said:
 
    
 
   “Have a good night at cards?”
 
    
 
    
 
   To purchase the book, look for Pursuit for Revenge.
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   “Amanda, what have you done to me? I can’t get enough of you,” he says, as he forces my hand to cup his hard-on. 
 
   As I fumble to release his cock, we hear voices near the exit door and we both freeze. We wait in silence for the voices to dissipate, but it seems a group of chatty New Yorkers decided to strike a conversation in the hallway and interrupt our passionate interlude.
 
   “Maybe we should go back to the hotel. It will be less crowded,” he suggests while cradling my face before touching my lips with his.
 
   He helps me back into my dress, zips up his pants and when he feels I look decent again, he opens the exit door for our escape. 
 
   I’m expecting him to pounce on me once we get inside the limo, but instead he casually wraps his arm around my shoulders. The tame ride back to the hotel is so painful in many ways because I’m aching to have him inside me, but I have to wait. At the same time, my stomach is tied up in a knot because Bryce is unusually quiet and I’m not sure if his appetite for me has subsided or if he’s planning something devious. My answer comes as soon as the door to his hotel room closes behind us.
 
   Without saying a word, Bryce lifts me up and carries me to a table in the room. The coldness of the glass beneath my hands is a stark contrast to the way I feel inside. He rips off his jacket and shirt seemingly at the same time and tosses them over his shoulder. He removes his trousers with the same impatience and there he stands completely naked in front of me sporting a very big erection. For a few seconds, he eats me up with his eyes and a half-smile on his face as I admire his erect cock, knowing that in a few minutes I’ll have it inside my mouth. 
 
   God, he looks good enough to eat.
 
   With a cocky look in his eyes, he kneels down in front of me and props my legs on top of his shoulders without removing my heels.
 
   “I want to taste your sweet nectar,” he says as he looks up and smiles at me again before nestling his head between my legs in search of my engorged bud. I gasp as his tongue explores my slick and wet nether regions. 
 
   The intense pleasure bursts through my entire body like fireworks. The feeling is so intoxicating that I have to tilt my head back in order to fully take in the sensation of Bryce’s tongue inside me. With each burst of pleasure, I pull his hair a little harder while pushing his head harder against me. His fingers curl inside me, stroking my spot as his tongue caresses my clit with increased urgency. I can’t see his face, but I can hear him moan and grunt with each lick. My hips sway back and forth to match his rhythm as he brings me to the brink of climax and stops.
 
   “Please don’t stop, Bryce,” I beg breathily, as I squeeze my nipple to balance the pleasure he’s imposing on my body.
 
   “Stand up.”
 
   I think we’re moving to the bed, but my heart races as Bryce grabs my arms, turns me around and forces me to face the table I had been sitting on while his tongue explored me. He unzips my dress, pulls it over my head and tosses it onto the carpeted floor. The same silky fabric that tied my wrists the other night covers my eyes. I panic a bit because I’m not sure where this is going.
 
   “I promised to sex you up real good and I will. With your eyes covered, you’ll fully focus on soaking in pleasure,” he whispers in my ear before kissing my cheek. 
 
   “Bend over, Amanda,” he orders and I extend my hands to feel the cold table beneath my fingers before following his order.
 
   He unhooks my bra and my bare breasts press against the iciness of the glass table. The cold feeling against my naked breasts only intensifies how turned on I am. He leans on top of my body, his weight pressing my belly against the desk, as he gently pulls my hair back to allow him to kiss my cheek. I hear a tearing sound and then he grabs my waist with his strong hands before entering me with eagerness. I gasp. 
 
   This is so good that it’s nearly unbearable. 
 
   “Easy, baby. Enjoy the ride.”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you like this sample, look for Never Say Never - Unbearable Passion, Part 1 by Scarlett Avery.
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   Barbara Jean
 
   Filthy Steps in the Office
 
   Roomies
 
   Boyfriend’s Corrupted Steps
 
   Patio with a View
 
   


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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