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   WARNING
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   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *
 
    
 
   Please store your files wisely where they cannot be accessed by underage readers.
 
    
 
   Please feel free to send me an email. Just know that these emails are filtered by my publisher. Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   Just Plain Bob - justplainbob@awesomeauthors.org
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Copyright © 2014 Just Plain Bob
 
   All Rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of required fees you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this book. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known, hereinafter invented, without express written permission of 4Fun Publishing. For more information contact 4Fun Publishing. The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content. This book is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents and dialogue are drawn from the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. While reference might be made to actual historical events or existing locations, the names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
 
    
 
   About the Publisher
 
   4Fun Publishing, a member of BLVNP Incorporated, 340 S. Lemon #6200, Walnut CA 91789, info@blvnp.com / legal@blvnp.com
 
   NOTE: Due to the highly emotional reaction of some people to works of erotic fiction, any email sent to the above address that contains foul language or religious references is automatically deleted by our anti-spam software and will not be seen. All other communications are welcome.
 
    
 
   DISCLAIMER
 
   Please don’t be stupid and kill yourself. This book is a work of FICTION.
Do not try any new sexual practice that you find in this book. It is fiction and not to be confused with reality. Neither the author nor the publisher or its associates assume any responsibility for any loss, injury, death or legal consequences resulting from acting on the contents in this book. Every character in this book is over 18 years of age. The author’s opinions are not to be construed as the opinions of the publisher. The material in this book is for entertainment purposes ONLY. Enjoy
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   TRACEY
 
   A Landing Strip Story
 
   Erotic Romance
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   By: Just Plain Bob
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   © Just Plain Bob 2014
 
   ISBN: 978-1-68030-104-5
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Why was I sitting in the Landing Strip listening to a want to be stand-up comic? I was there more for the booze than the entertainment.  That and it was the place where Darnell usually hung out.  I wanted to see Darnell in an informal setting.
 
    
 
   I thought back to the first time six years ago when I did this same exact thing.  I wasn’t absolutely sure, but I think the stand-up comic was even the same one.  As I waited for Darnell to show I remembered that first time.
 
    
 
   Darnell was a Detective Sergeant on the local police force and Darnell owed me a couple of favors and I was where I needed to see if I could call one in.  In a way Darnell owed his job to me.  He had been accepted into the police academy and we had gone out drinking to celebrate.  Dar had taken on board a little too much to drink and he drove into a parked car.  A DUI would have gotten him tossed out of the academy so I swapped places with him and took the hit.  Four points and a DUI on my driving record and loss of my license for a year, but Darnell went to the academy and graduated number two in a class of forty-six.
 
    
 
   And why did I need some detecting?  That’s why I was at the Strip for booze and not entertainment.  My wife Tracy had just informed me that I was going to be a daddy in nine months and it did not set well with me.  Not that I was against kids and didn’t want any, but because I knew I couldn’t have any.
 
    
 
   Tracy was born to be a mommy and one of the things she told me before we got married was that she wanted a big family.  She thought four kids would be perfect.  We had been married for three years and she wasn’t pregnant yet so she began to worry that something was wrong so to calm her down I went and had myself tested.  I found out that I was as sterile as it was possible to be.  My problem was that I loved Tracy so damned much that it would kill me to lose her and I was afraid if I told her I could never get her pregnant she would leave me and find someone who could give her the kids she wanted.  I did the only thing I could think of – I lied.  I told her that the test showed that I should be able to get half the women in town pregnant with just one drop of my superior baby making juice.  Tracey had herself tested and found that she could pump them out if she could just get her eggs fertilized.
 
    
 
   We redoubled our efforts.  For a week before and a week after her most fertile times we made love at least twice a day and on her most fertile day we made love three times.  Another year went by with no pregnancy and then suddenly a happy smiling Tracy giving me the great news.  The problem of course being that if she was pregnant it was because SODDI.  “Some Other Dude Did It” for those of you not up on the current lexicon.  
 
    
 
   Now I’ve already said that I loved Tracy so much that it would kill me to lose her and as wimpy as it makes me sound I loved her enough to keep my mouth shut and raise some other asshole’s kid to keep from losing her, but – and make that BUT in capital letters – the asshole that fucked my wife was going to have to pay a very stiff price for doing it.  I know that Tracy was just as guilty as the asshole, but I loved her and I already knew I hated the asshole whoever he might be.
 
    
 
   I saw Darnell come in and I waved him over to my table.  He sat down and said:
 
    
 
   “What brings you to this place?  I didn’t think that you liked this kind of entertainment.”
 
    
 
   “It isn’t bad; it just isn’t my kind of thing.  Mainly I’m here because I know that this is where you usually hang out.  I need a favor bud; I need a huge favor.”
 
    
 
   “You name it, you got it.”
 
    
 
   I explained the situation to him.”
 
    
 
   “I know I owe you big Walt, but if it backfires on me I could lose my job.”
 
    
 
   “You know me well enough to know that no matter how things fall I’ll keep you out of it.”
 
    
 
   “Okay bud; I’ll trust you.  I’ll need a few days or so.”
 
    
 
   “Take all the time you need.  I need the info, but I don’t need it in a hurry.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The comic was an older guy, maybe early sixties, but he was up there trying and that’s more than I would do.
 
    
 
   “Working people frequently ask us retired people what they do to make our days interesting.  Well, for one example, the other day my wife and I went into town to a shop to place an order for something we wanted.  We were only in the shop for about five minutes and when we came out there was a cop writing a parking ticket.  We went up to him and said:
 
    
 
   “Come on man; how about giving a senior citizen a break”
 
    
 
   “He ignored us and kept on writing the ticket and then stuck it under the windshield wiper.  I called him a turd.  He glared at me and started writing another ticket for the car having tires so worn that no treads were showing so my wife called him a shithead.  He finished the second ticket and put it under the wiper with the first one and started writing a third ticket.  This went on for about twenty more minutes and the more we abused him the more tickets he wrote.
 
    
 
   “Personally we didn’t care.  We came into town on the bus and saw that the car had an Obama sticker on the bumper.  We try to have a little fun each day now that we are retired.  It is important at our age.”
 
    
 
   It got a good laugh and he went on.
 
    
 
   “Last night I got stopped by the police a little after two in the morning for going about ten miles over the limit.  I was asked where I was going in such a hurry at that time of the morning.  “I’m on my way to a lecture about alcohol abuse and the effects that it has on the human body and there will probably be a talk about smoking and staying out late.
 
    
 
   “The cop looked at me and asked, “Really?  Who’s giving that lecture at this time of night?”
 
    
 
   “That would be my wife.”
 
    
 
   Another good laugh and then Bobby Denton took the stage and took the mike from the man.
 
    
 
   I was again at the Landing Strip on a Wednesday.  Darnell had called and said he had the information I needed and he asked me to meet him there.  He came in, saw me and headed for my table.  I already had a beer setting there for him and he lifted it, took a pull and then slid me an envelope across the table to me.
 
    
 
   “It’s all there.  Just be careful okay?”
 
    
 
   “Careful is my middle name.”
 
    
 
   “Funny; all these years I’ve known you and I always thought your middle name was Randolph.”
 
    
 
   “Got me there.”
 
    
 
   “Just try real hard to make sure that this doesn’t come back on me.”
 
    
 
   “You know I’ll always have your back Dar.”
 
    
 
   “I know bud; believe me I know.”
 
    
 
   I opened the envelope, read the contents and then said, “Thanks bud.”
 
    
 
   “Any time.”
 
    
 
   Three days later Marv Pallister walked out of his apartment and was severally beaten and robbed.  A good bit of the violence inflicted on Mr. Pallister was done to the area of his genitals and I understand that he lost both of his testicles.  Such a pity for a man so young.  I was just a little pissed that his wallet only had $186.00 in it.  Tracy’s pussy was worth a hell of a lot more than that.  At least to me.
 
    
 
   Tracy seemed a little out of sorts for a couple of weeks and when I asked if something was wrong she blamed it on mood swings brought on by the pregnancy.  Being a bit of a cynic I didn’t believe her and I put it down to her being upset at what happened to her lover.  Things smoothed out between us and things were good between us until the baby was born.
 
    
 
   The ultrasound had shown that the baby was as boy and we talked about possible names.  Personally I didn’t care much for any particular name, but when Tracy said she wanted to name the baby after her grandfather Marvin I dug in my heels and said:
 
    
 
   “No!  No child of mine is going to be named Marvin.”
 
    
 
   “But you don’t understand.  I promised my mother that I would name my first son after her father.  I have to do it.”
 
    
 
   “No Tracy; no way.”
 
    
 
   I knew damned well that it wasn’t her grandfather she wanted to name the baby after.  She wanted to name the baby after the baby’s father.
 
    
 
   “Why are you so opposed?”
 
    
 
   “When I was growing up there was an older kid in the neighborhood and he was a bully.  He made my life miserable for almost ten years until his family moved away.  I hated him with a passion and I’ve hated the name Marvin ever since.”
 
    
 
   It was a lie of course, but even though I would pretend to accept the kid as mine there was no way I was going to let her honor her lover.  She pouted some and we finally agreed that the baby’s name would have her father’s first name and my father’s first name as his middle name.  He would be named Jason Louis Walton.
 
    
 
   The child was born; a healthy eight pounder and when I picked up the birth certificate at the desk I found that Tracy had named the boy Marvin Walter Walton.  I told them that a mistake had been made and that his name was supposed to be Jason Louis.  They told me that they were sorry, but that is the name my wife told them to put on the birth certificate and I would have to discuss the matter with her.  I went to her room, stuck the birth certificate under her nose and said:
 
    
 
   “Just what is the meaning of this?  You know my stance on the name Marvin.”
 
    
 
   “I promised my mother.”
 
    
 
   “Then you can call your mother when you are ready to leave so she can pick you up and take you home with her.  I’ll box up your clothes and things and send them over to her house for you.”
 
    
 
   “What are you saying?”
 
    
 
   “I’m saying that no one – absolutely no one – with the name Marvin is ever going to live in my house with me.  If you expect to come home and live with me you had best get that birth certificate changed to what was agreed on or you are going to find yourself a single mother with a child to raise and you will do it with no help from me.  I won’t spend a cent on anyone named Marvin.  You can call me when you decide how you want to live the rest of your life.”
 
    
 
   I turned and walked out of her room.  I loved her and I didn’t want to live without her.  I loved her enough to raise another man’s child just to keep her, but her position on the Marvin issue was just too damned disrespectful for me to tolerate.
 
    
 
   I stopped at a U-Haul place and bought some moving boxes to pack her stuff in because, quite frankly, I didn’t see her giving up on the Marvin thing.  I was certain that it was going to lead to a divorce and when that happened I would stun Tracy when I demanded a DNA test when she tried to get child support.  I loved the bitch – God did I ever love her – but I would not let her humiliate me by giving me her lover’s child to raise as mine and then naming the child after him.
 
    
 
   The next morning when I got up I started to put the boxes together and was taping them when the phone rang.  It was Tracy.  They were releasing her at ten and I could come and get her.
 
    
 
   “And the birth certificate?”
 
    
 
   “It reads Jason Louis.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll see you at ten.”
 
    
 
   I left the boxes in the living room for Tracy to see when she got home.  I wanted her to know just how close she had come to pushing me over the edge.  It might prevent problems later in life.
 
    
 
   When I picked Tracy up before I let her get in the car I asked for the birth certificate.  She gave me a nasty look, but handed it to me.  It had the name on it that we had agreed on.  I helped them into the car and then I drove Tracy and ‘our’ baby home.  Tracy’s eyes got wide when she saw the boxes in the living room and some of her clothes setting next to them.
 
    
 
   Tracy was a little chilly towards me for a few days, but I ignored her and concentrated on Louie as I started calling him.  He wasn’t mine and I knew it, but to keep Tracy I had made the decision to take him to raise and by God I would do it to the best of my ability.  None of it was his fault and I was determined to be the best daddy he could have ever hoped for.  When Tracy saw how I was with Louie she mellowed and soon we were back on track as loving husband and wife.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next three years were great and then one night at dinner Tracy said:
 
    
 
   “Remember back before we were married I told you I wanted a big family and said that I thought four kids would be about right?”
 
    
 
   I nodded my head yes as I was spooning some mashed potatoes into my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Well get ready daddy; number two is on the way.  I saw the doctor today and he confirmed it.”
 
    
 
   I smiled and said, “That’s great honey” but inside I felt like someone had swung a ten pound hammer and hit me right in the gut with it.  She had done it to me again.
 
    
 
   I called Darnell and he met me at the Landing Strip and I told him my sad tale.  One week later he again met me at the Strip and slid an envelope across that table to me.  Three weeks after that Bob Lappan was mugged and beaten almost to death.  At least his wallet had over $600 in it and that was a lot closer to what Tracy’s pussy was worth.  He also lost his family jewels and I wondered if the cops would remember Pallister and consider that the same person might have done both.  Not that it mattered because I’d done a damned good job of covering my tracks.
 
    
 
   For a couple of weeks Tracy was out of sorts, but she again blamed it on mood swings.  She finally settled down and things were good between us.  Actually things were better than good.  Tracy decided that she needed to fuck me to death and our normal two to three times a week stepped up to three and four times a week.  Tracy said it was because the pregnancy had scrambled her hormones.  I didn’t care what the reason was because I was loving it.
 
    
 
   The ultrasound showed that the second one was going to be a girl and I began thinking of what kind of lie I could come up with to use in the argument to prevent the baby from being named Roberta after her father.  Tracy surprised me and didn’t even bring the name up.  Since Louie had been given her father’s first name and my father’s first name as his middle name we reversed things and gave the baby my mother’s first name and her mother’s fist name as the baby’s middle name.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth Marie was a seven pound bundle of joy and she quickly captured my heart.  Tracy beamed at the way I was with the kids and a happy Tracy spoiled me rotten so naturally I did my best to keep her happy.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   But there was a dark spot in my head.  Twice Tracy had said that four kids was the right size for a family.  Was she going to do it to me again?  Two more times?  It was four years before I got the answer to that question.  A couple of visits to the Landing Strip and shortly thereafter Warren Shirey was found in a dumpster behind a downtown restaurant that he frequented.  Sad to say that his assailant had gotten a bit carried away and as a result Mr. Shirey had departed this vale of tears for what would hopefully be a better place.
 
    
 
   Tracy was down in the dumps for almost a month before I finally told her to get her butt to the doctor and get something for her mood swings.  She said she had already seen him and he had given her a prescription for hormone supplements but they hadn’t kicked in yet.  She made sure that I saw her taking them and that made me curious.  One day when she wasn’t around I checked the bottle and saw it filled with 1000mg Omega-3 capsules, but Tracy did get back to normal.  Well kinda.  Normal at that time in our life was twice a week, but Tracy came after me three and sometimes four times a week right up to her eighth month and then she backed off.
 
    
 
   Marion Elise was a healthy seven pound five ounces when she made her appearance and I welcomed her into the family with the same exuberance I had shown the other two. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Outwardly I was the loving, doting father and ideal husband, but inside I was in turmoil.  I couldn’t get the number of Tracy’s ideal family out of my head.  She was obviously intent on having four children and I was starting to worry.  Could I get away with doing a fourth lover?  Was I pushing the odds too hard?  I knew I would have to do it.  It was the only way I could live with myself and stay with Tracy.  Someone had to – just absolutely had to – pay for the cheating that my wife was doing on me.  It just wasn’t in me to go after Tracy so it had to be her lover who paid.  I’d gotten away with it three times, but would a fourth be pushing my luck?  I just had to hope and pray that it never needed to happen.
 
    
 
   But of course it did.
 
    
 
   There was a bit of a difference on the fourth one.  As usual it was over the dinner table.
 
    
 
   “Honey” Tracy said, “You know that I’ve always wanted four kids right?”  I nodded a yes and she said, “I need a huge favor sweetheart.”
 
    
 
   “You know I’ll do it my love.  I’ll do anything to make you happy.”
 
    
 
   “I know that Walt, but this favor is huge.” 
 
    
 
   “What is it baby?  You know I’ll do it if I can.”
 
    
 
   She gave me a long look and then said, “I’m pregnant and I want you to leave the father alone.”
 
    
 
   I starred at her stunned.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t look at me like that honey; I’ve known since Bob that you were the one who put Bob and Marvin in the hospital and Warren in the dumpster where he was found.  No way it could have been a coincidence, but did you have to kill Warren?”
 
    
 
   I let out a deep breath and said, “I didn’t mean to kill him, but he was smarter than the first two.  He knew who I was even though I was wearing a ski mask or at least he guessed who I was.  He sneered at me and said, “Some man you are.  Can’t satisfy your wife so you pick fights with a man who can” and I lost it.  I went into a blind rage and when I was done he was dead.”
 
    
 
   “You never had a bully named Marvin did you?”
 
    
 
   “No, but there was no way I was going to let you humiliate me any farther than you already had by letting you name the baby after your lover.”
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t to humiliate you Walt.  At the time I didn’t know that you knew and all I wanted was for the baby to have something of his real father besides DNA.”
 
    
 
   “So why didn’t you try to name the second one Roberta?”
 
    
 
   “Because by then I had put two and two together and I was pretty sure that you were behind what had happened to Marv and Bob.  I wasn’t positive until I found out what happened to Warren.  I just don’t understand why you did it.”
 
    
 
   “Of course you do Tracy.  You cheated on me with those assholes and someone had to pay and there was no way on God’s Earth that I could hurt you.”
 
    
 
   “But why such a savage beating?  Why did you have to destroy their genitals?”
 
    
 
   “So you wouldn’t leave me for them.”
 
    
 
   “Good God Walter; why would you ever think I would do that?”
 
    
 
   “Because they could give you kids and I couldn’t.”
 
    
 
   “Walter Walton!!  You can’t possibly be that stupid!  I love you and I always have.  I would never leave you.  Not ever!”
 
    
 
   “Then why were you out taking on lovers?”
 
    
 
   “They weren’t lovers Walter.  All they were to me were sperm donors.  When we didn’t have kids and I tested fine I began to suspect that you lied to me when you told me that you were fine.  One night after we made love I hurried into the bathroom and spooned your sperm out of me and took it into a lab to be tested.  I found out that you were as sterile as it was possible to be and I also knew why you lied to me about it.  You loved me and were afraid I’d leave you for someone who could give me the kids I wanted.  No way was I ever going to leave you Walt, but I gambled that you loved me enough to stay with me if I gave you some other man’s child.  
 
    
 
   “They were never my lovers Walter.  My fuckers yes, but never my lovers.  I don’t know if you even noticed, but every one of them was like you.  Same hair color, same eye color, same height and weight.  I picked them solely because they were close enough to you in appearance so the kids would resemble you.  I repeat Walter, sperm donors is all they were and they didn’t know that they were cheating on you with me because I never let them know I was married.” 
 
    
 
   “Then why did you keep fucking them after you got pregnant?”
 
    
 
   “Because I need to taper off with them.  If I just dropped them they might have come looking for me to find out why and I couldn’t have that.  I couldn’t let them find out that I was married and then have them interfere in our lives.”
 
    
 
   “Interfere?”
 
    
 
   “What if when they found me and I was obviously pregnant and they wanted to know if it was theirs?  What if they wanted a DNA test?  And before you even ask not one of them was any better than you and only one of them was bigger and he wasn’t longer just bigger around.  And yes I enjoyed it.  It was sex and I like sex and you know that from as much as I give you.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t consider that cheating on me?  You don’t think you were stabbing me in the back?”
 
    
 
   “No I didn’t.  You knew how much I wanted kids and you lied to me when you told me that you tested fine.  As far as you were concerned you would have let me keep trying until we were old and gray.  You were going to cheat me out of my kids and so I cheated and got them.  When you accepted Louie I knew you loved me too much to kick me out so I went for number two and you accepted her  so I went for number three and then four.
 
    
 
   “I have my four kids now Walter and I’m through looking for sperm donors.  I watched you with the kids Walter.  You are a natural daddy.  It is a role you were born to play and it is too damned bad that fate made it so you couldn’t have any.  We are blessed Walter.  We have each other and we have three great kids and one of the reasons they are great is because of the way you have raised them.  They may not have your DNA, but they have everything else of yours.  They have your love and affection and guidance.  They wouldn’t be what they are without you and I know it.  I hope you do too.  So, will you let number four ride?”
 
    
 
   “You aren’t going to leave me for him?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not you dummy.  I love you with all my heart and I will never leave you.  My biggest fear has always been that you would leave me.  I took one hell of a gamble each time I got one of my babies.  I was scared to death you would kick me out.”
 
    
 
   “I guess as long as I know that you are mine I can rein in my violent streak.”
 
    
 
   Tracy threw her arms around me and said, “I want you.  Now!” and she pulled me up to the bedroom.  Tracy reduced me to ruins that night.  After the first time she got me up three more times and she was trying for a fourth when I fell asleep on her.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “A couple drove down a country road for several miles not saying a word to each other.  An earlier discussion had led to an argument and neither of them wanted to concede their position.  As they passed a farm with goats, mules and pigs in a pasture the husband said sarcastically:
 
    
 
   “Relatives of yours?”
 
    
 
   “Yep” the wife replied. “In-laws.”
 
    
 
   She followed that one up with:
 
    
 
   “A husband read an article to his wife about how many words women use in a day.  
 
    
 
   “It says here 30,000 to a man’s 15,000.”
 
    
 
   “The wife replied, “The reason has to be because we have to repeat everything to me.”
 
    
 
   “The husband then turned to his wife and said, “What?”
 
    
 
   I drank my beer and listened to the stand-up comic – a woman this time – and she was pretty good.  Dar finally arrived.  I saw him when he walked in and I waved him over to the table.  I already had a beer sitting there for him and as he sat down he said:
 
    
 
    
 
   “What?  Again?  Why don’t you wake up Walt?  The solution to the problem is to get rid of the cause.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t Dar; I am hopelessly in love with her.  The good news is that this should be the last time.”
 
    
 
   “What if it isn’t?”
 
    
 
   “Then she’s gone.  If it happens again she will have looked me in the eye and flat out lied to me.  I know it sounds stupid to someone else, but to me there is a major difference between her cheating and her lying.  Yes, cheating is lying in a way because you have to lie to hide it.  You have to lie about where you are going; where you have been and what you were doing while you were gone. 
 
    
 
   “I admit I have wimped out as far as what she did to get the kids, but I’m a good deal to blame for it because after Louie I knew what she was doing and I didn’t stop it.  But yesterday she looked me in the eye and said it was over and that there would be no more.”
 
    
 
   “Whoa up there, bud.  What did I miss here?”
 
    
 
   I told him about my after dinner conversation with Tracy.
 
    
 
   “You promised her that you would let the latest one ride?”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t promise; I just led her to believe that I would restrain myself this time.”
 
    
 
   “But you aren’t going to right?”
 
    
 
   “Right.”
 
    
 
   “She is going to be pissed at you.”
 
    
 
   “Tough shit.  I bought what she told me and I understand her reasoning and I did abet things by accepting Louie in the beginning, but someone still has to pay for her cuckolding me and it just isn’t in me to do anything to Tracy.  It might have been different if she got up one morning and said, “I’m ready for number four” and then had waited for her most fertile time and then gone out and hooked up with someone that night and then come home and waited to see if it took or not, but that isn’t the way it was.  She found someone, stayed with it until she knew she was pregnant and then kept on seeing him.
 
    
 
   “Hell Dar; the only reason we found out who the guys were because she kept screwing them after telling me that she was pregnant.  What does it take to find out you’re knocked up?  Five or six weeks or so right?  That means she has been fucking the guy for three or four months and who knows how long it would have gone on if I hadn’t stepped in and shut the guy down. 
 
    
 
   “Tracy said she needed to taper off to keep the guy from coming around and causing problems, but what the fuck does taper off mean?  Three months?  Six months?  A year?  I’ll never know, but I do know this.  She told me she had her four and she was done and if she lied she will be out on her ass.  As wimpy as I have been with her over the kids I will not accept her looking me in the face and flat out lying to me.”
 
    
 
   “How are you ever going to know?  If she meant it when she said she had her four kids and it was enough, but she keeps on cheating how are you going to know?  The only reason that you know what you do know is because she tells you when she gets knocked up.  If she never gets knocked up again how will you know she isn’t out getting banged again?”
 
    
 
   “I’m just going to have to keep a close eye on her from now on.  Do some spot checking on the nights she goes with her friends or stops for drinks after work.  Maybe even swing by the house during the day.”
 
    
 
   “I can show you how to put a recorder on your phone line if you would like.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah!  I guess I would like to do that.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Three weeks later Dar called me and told me to meet him at the Strip.  It was another Wednesday and I would almost swear that it was one of the same comics who had been there almost every other time I’d met Dar there.
 
    
 
   “I know that I’m never going to understand women.  I’ll never understand how you can take boiling hot wax, pour it on your upper thigh, rip the hair out by the roots and still be afraid of spiders.”
 
    
 
   “Just been to the gym.  They’ve got a new machine there.  Only used it for a half an hour before I started feeling sick.  It’s great though; it does everything.  Kit Kats, Mars Bars, Snickers, Potato Crisps and a whole lot more.”
 
    
 
   “I handed the teller at my bank a withdrawal slip for $400.00 and I asked her for large bills.  She looked at me and said:
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry sir, but all the bills are the same size.”
 
    
 
   That one got a groan.
 
    
 
   I didn’t see him come in and didn’t know he was there until he sat down at the table with me.  I waved Maggie over and ordered two more beers as he slid an envelope over to me.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you don’t want to just kick her out and be done with it?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Why ask me that now?
 
    
 
   “She has met him fourteen out of the last twenty-one days.  Does that sound like tapering off to you?”
 
    
 
   “No Dar, it doesn’t.  Not one little bit.”
 
    
 
   “What are you going to do?”
 
    
 
   “Put in that phone tap you talked about and then wait a week or two and see what I can find out.  I really don’t want to push her out, but my wimpiness has limits.  If I take a day off work tomorrow can we do it while she is at work?”
 
    
 
   “Can do.”
 
    
 
   He gave me a list of what to buy and I hit a Radio Shack on the way home and purchased the stuff.
 
    
 
   Dar met me at the house at ten and by ten-thirty I had a recording device on the phone line that was voice activated.  The recorder was digital and could record up to thirty-nine hours before it would record over itself.  I’d purchased two of them so I could pull what I wanted off of the phone device to have it on the other recorder without fear of losing it to being recorded over.
 
    
 
   “Good luck bud” Dar said as he left.
 
    
 
   Since I had taken the day off I decided to use some of the day to spot check on Tracy.  Her job was only part time and started at nine so she could be home to get the kids off to school and she got off at two so she could be home by three-thirty when the kids started coming home.  Marion Elise was still too young to go to school, but Tracy was able to take Elsie to work with her.
 
    
 
   I was parked down the street when Tracy came out of the building at five after two.  She got little Elsie settled in the car and then pulled out of the parking lot.  She turned and headed away from our house and I pulled away from the curb and followed her.  She drove to the Motel 6 on Parker and pulled up next to an F-250 pickup.  Tracy got out of the car, got Elsie out and then followed the man who got out of the truck to room 113.  They went into the room and the door closed behind them.
 
    
 
   I sat and watched the door to that room until three- ten.  Tracy came out with Elsie, got her strapped into the car and then opened her purse and touched up her makeup.  Satisfied with what she saw in the mirror she started the car and headed for home.  I waited until the man came out and I took a good look at him.  He matched the description I’d gotten from Darnell and when he pulled out I saw that his plate numbers were the same numbers that Darnell had put in his report,
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to think.  Surely Tracy wouldn’t be fucking the guy with Elsie in the room would she?  If she had fucked the guy had she used the room’s shower to clean herself up or was she going to shower when she got home.  Or, and it was a disturbing thought, was she going to shower at all?  Whenever Tracy and I made love she was always hot and wet and I had always assumed that sex made her juice a lot, but was that wetness really sloppy seconds and why hadn’t that thought ever occurred to me before?  I know that it was a little late for it, but I was staring to have bad thoughts about where my marriage was headed.
 
    
 
   I decided to go on home and if Tracy asked me why I was home early I would tell her that something I ate for lunch had given me an upset stomach.  It wouldn’t be a lie because there was definitely something that didn’t agree with me and it was sitting in the pit of my stomach and sending messages to my brain that said, “You’ve been played Walter.”
 
    
 
   I got home and heard the shower running when I walked in and that made me feel a little better.  Tracy was surprised to see me when she came down the stairs and I gave her my story.
 
    
 
   “I hope you feel better tonight baby because I feel super horny today.”
 
    
 
   “Why?  What happened to light your fire today?”
 
    
 
   “You know I get super horny when I’m pregnant.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, but I’ve never understood why.”
 
    
 
   “I suppose it is a combination of two or three things.  My hormones are scrambled by the changes in my body.  I feel guilty for cheating on you so I’m trying to make it up to you.  Plus I feel the need to reward you for being the man you are and for you putting up with me and my ways.  And then there is the biggie of course; I am madly in love with you.”
 
    
 
   I listened to all that she said and I wanted to believe it.  Oh God did I ever want to believe it.  That night I did make love to her and she was as hot and as wet as ever.  I knew she had showered and cleaned up when she got home from the motel so being hot and wet when she was horny was probably her natural state and I wasn’t getting sloppy seconds.  The relief I felt over finding that out was enormous.  
 
    
 
   It was a relief that didn’t last long.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was two days before I was able to get to the recorder on the phone line.  After a bunch of junk calls I heard a man’s voice.
 
    
 
   “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Hi baby; miss me?”
 
    
 
   “You know I do.  Meet me this afternoon?”
 
    
 
   “I can do that.  Same time and place?”
 
    
 
   “For today, but we need to talk about finding some other way of doing it.  Elsie is getting too big to keep putting her in the bathroom with coloring books and toys and closing the door on her.  She is getting big enough to open the bathroom door and walk in on us.”
 
    
 
   “We can always use your place.”
 
    
 
   “No we can’t and you know it.  That would be the quickest way to get caught.  Either Walt or one of the kids coming home early and we would be busted.  Same reason you can’t call me here.  I can call you because there isn’t anyone home, but we have no idea who might be here if you were to call me.”
 
    
 
   “Just leave him and live with me then.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be silly Boyd.  We both know you aren’t husband material and you damned sure aren’t father material. You haven’t shown any interest in any of our kids at all.  You can’t even be friendly with Elsie when we are together.”
 
    
 
   “So I don’t like rug rats; so what!  Leave them with doofus.  What the hell, Trace? He treats them as his anyway.”
 
    
 
   “Why would I leave my babies Boyd?  Everything we have done was to get me those babies.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, okay, I give up.  This afternoon, same time and place.”
 
    
 
   “See you there.  Bye.”
 
    
 
   “Our kids” she had said to him.  “Our kids” like all of the kids were his.  Was that what she meant or was it just a slip of the tongue?  Not husband material?  Had she been considering him as a husband at one time?  There was that voice from the pit of my stomach again.
 
    
 
   “You are being played Walt.”
 
    
 
   Maybe I was, but one thing I knew for sure – I was going to get some answers.
 
    
 
   Three days later Boyd Mattingly was attacked and savagely beaten and left lying behind the dumpster in back of Bud’s Bar.  Severe damage was done to his genitals and a source at the hospital said he would lose one testicle and quite possibly both.
 
    
 
   Tracy came home from work and found me in the kitchen drinking a beer and waiting for her.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing home lover?  More stomach troubles?”
 
    
 
   “Sit down Tracy; we need to talk.”
 
    
 
   She sat down and asked, “Talk about what baby?”
 
    
 
   “About kids and our marriage.”
 
    
 
   “I thought I already went over that with you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes you did, but I have learned a few things lately that make me question whether you told me the truth or not.  Based on what I’ve learned I am going to ask you one time for the complete unvarnished truth.  If I get it we may – just may – be able to put things behind us and move ahead.  If I hear one lie or I even think I’m hearing one I’m going to pack and leave.  One chance to be straight with me Tracy; that’s all you get.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand Walt.  Be straight about what?”
 
    
 
   “Everything since your finding out I couldn’t father kids.  I’m not telling you any more than that.  I’m not going to say anything that you think might give you wiggle room in what you may say.  I will say that I now know more than you think I do which is how I’ll know if some of what you say is lies.  One chance Tracy and I am as serious as death here.  One chance to save your marriage.  That of course is if you want to save it.”
 
    
 
   “Of course I want my marriage Walt.  I love you and you fucking well know I do.”
 
    
 
   “Then the straight story Tracy.  The truth and nothing but the truth.  Go.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me and I could read it on her face.  “What can I tell him?  What can I hide?  What can I get away with?”  I sat there and waited.
 
    
 
   “I told you everything Walt.  I told you how I found out you were sterile and what I decided to do to get the children that I wanted.”
 
    
 
   “That’s it?  That’s your story and you’re sticking to it?”
 
    
 
   “It’s the truth Walt.  I swear to God it’s the truth.”
 
    
 
   I just looked at her for several moments and then said, “You can’t say that I didn’t give you a chance Tracy” and I stood up.
 
    
 
   “Where are you going?”
 
    
 
   “To pack.  I told you one lie and I was out of here.”
 
    
 
   I went down into the basement and got a couple of suitcases and headed for our bedroom to pack.  Tracy came in as I was emptying my sock drawer.
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious about this Walt.  I told you what happened.  I told you all of it.”
 
    
 
   I took the recorder out of my pocket and pushed the play button.
 
    
 
   “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Hi baby; miss me?”
 
    
 
   Tracy’s face sagged as the tape continued to play.  I kept packing as it played out.  By the time the conversation was over I had both suitcases packed and was getting ready to go to the kitchen and get some garbage bags for the rest of my stuff.
 
    
 
   “That doesn’t mean anything Walt.  I told you I needed to taper with the guy I chose.  That’s all this was.”
 
    
 
   “Stop your goddamned lying Tracy!  You just listened to the tape.  Did you not hear the part where he said “Just leave them with doofus.”  He knows the kid in your belly is his and not mine.  And what about the part where you said “You haven’t shown any interest in any of our kids.”  Our kids?  “Our kids” means more than one.  And tapering off?  You call seeing him twenty-one times in thirty days tapering?”
 
    
 
   Dar had told me fourteen out of the last twenty-one, but that was weeks ago so I guessed at what had happened since.
 
    
 
   “All I can say Tracy is run to Boyd.  He may not be husband and father material, but he is all you have now because I’m out of here as soon as I get all my stuff gathered up.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t want Boyd Walt.  I want you.  I love you!”
 
    
 
   “No you don’t Tracy.  What you love is the fact that you had a dumb-shit busting his as to take care of you and your kids while you fucked around on him.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not true Walt.  I’ve done everything I can to show you that I love you.  I have never given you any less than my best.”
 
    
 
   “Except when you are giving it to someone else.  Someone like Boyd, Marvin, Bob, Warren and God only knows how many others.  I gave you a chance to come clean with me Tracy and you didn’t take it even after I warned you what would happen if you lied.”
 
    
 
   “I couldn’t take it Walt.  If I told you the truth you would despise me.”
 
    
 
   “Any other man would have despised you when you gave him his first illegitimate kid let alone three more.”
 
    
 
   “If I tell you the whole story will you promise not to leave me?”
 
    
 
   “No promises Tracy.  It will all depend on my believing what you tell me and right now you have put me in a position where I take everything I hear from you with a grain of salt.”
 
    
 
   She gave me a long look and then said, “It started just like I told you.  When I found out you were sterile I knew that you had hidden it from me because you were afraid that I’d leave you for someone who could give me babies.  I thought that if you loved me that much you might accept a child that wasn’t yours to keep me.  I gambled that you would, but if you wouldn’t then we would get a divorce and get on with our lives.  It was a huge gamble on my part because I love you and didn’t want to lose you, but I wanted my babies.
 
    
 
   “I looked around for someone who resembled you and settled on Boyd.  I hid the fact that I was married and over time I let him seduce me.  I say over time because I wasn’t going to let him score until my fertile time.  A week before my most fertile time I gave it up and then we kept at it until I knew I was pregnant.  A couple of things happened during that time.  I decided that I wanted all my kids to have the same father and that meant that I’d have to keep Boyd around and the only way I could do that was keep seeing him.  So even after I got pregnant we still got together once or twice a week.
 
    
 
   “The other thing that happened is I realized that even if you did accept the baby I knew you well enough to know that you would go looking for my lover.  I needed to protect Boyd because I needed him for a couple more babies so just before I told you I was pregnant I broke up with Boyd, let Marvin pick me up and do me until I saw what you were going to do.  When Marvin was attacked and beaten I was pretty sure that you were the one who did it.  All the bull-crap over Marvin’s name was to burn into your mind that Marvin was my lover and you wouldn’t think of anyone else.  After Marvin was out of the way I got back together with Boyd.
 
    
 
   “When I started showing with Jason Boyd told me to forget about trying to get him to marry me because he couldn’t stand kids.  He did offer to pay for an abortion and that’s when I told him that I was married and that the baby was yours.  He got a kick out of screwing married women so even though we only got together two or three times a month he was okay with it.  When I decided that it was time for the second one I didn’t worry much about it because of the way you accepted Louie, but I was still gambling and I was scared that while you accepted the first one you might not go for a second.
 
    
 
   “Once I decided to tell you that I was pregnant again I remembered what had happened to Marvin so I went into my protect Boyd mode, broke up with him and let Bobby hook up with me.  When he was assaulted I knew for sure that it was you.  You accepted my second pregnancy and I waited two months and then got back together with Boyd.  When I decided that it was time for number three was when Boyd figured it out.  When I first let him seduce me we made it damned near every day until I knew I was pregnant and then I tapered off to two or three times a month.  When I was ready for number two I wanted it every day until it took and then I tapered off.  The same thing with number three.  Frenzied fucking until I was pregnant and when I started tapering off Boyd asked:
 
    
 
   “Is your husband really so dumb that he really believes all my kids are his?”
 
    
 
   “I tried to convince him that he was wrong, but he wasn’t buying it.  Finally he said he could have DNA tests done.  I asked him why he would bother since he didn’t even like kids and he told me that he didn’t want the kids, but he hated being played for a fool.  So I told him the whole story and how it all came about.  Then he wanted to know why I kept breaking up with him after I got pregnant and then getting back with him after two or three months so I told him how I went about protecting him.  He got a big laugh out of it and life went on.  
 
    
 
   “And then I got number four.  That’s when I got stupid.  I told you what I had guessed about Marvin, Bob and Warren and got you to promise me that you wouldn’t go after the father of number four.  Not that I was desperate to protect him since I had my four and wasn’t going to have any more, but because I was afraid that the odds would catch up with you and you would get caught.  You said you wouldn’t bother him so I didn’t bother to find a substitute like I did with the first three.
 
    
 
   “Before you even bring it up I was tapering off with Boyd.  He has been trying to talk me into leaving you and I am not going to do that, but since I don’t need Boyd anymore I needed to force a big fight so I could break things off with him in a way that he won’t expect me to come back to him and he wouldn’t bother coming around.  I thought that the more I saw him the more he would push me to leave you and finally he would push me just enough and I’d blow up on him, walk away and not look back.  It probably would have happened tomorrow or next Monday at the latest.”
 
    
 
   “That’s one hell of a story Tracy.  Just way out enough to be believable, but I still have my doubts.  I’m still thinking that all I am to you is a support system for you and your kids.  Your story is one of those “Tell him anything to keep him here and paying the bills” kinds of thing.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t need to tell you a story to keep you here paying the bills or at least just paying the bills Walt.  If that was all that I wanted I would just tell you that you had better keep paying the bills if you knew what was good for you.  Pay the bills or I’d go to the police and tell them what I knew about Marvin, Bob and Warren.  They would reopen those cases and be after you in a heartbeat.  No Walt, I want to keep you around because I want you and no one else but you.  But I guess I will understand if after hearing what I’ve just said you don’t want me.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know Tracy.  I’ve loved you since the day I met you and I’ve spent all of our married life being afraid that I’d lose you because I couldn’t father your babies, but I’ve got to tell you that it set a whole lot better with me thinking that each of your kids had a different father than finding out that they all have the same father.  To my mind on the one hand there were three guys who moved into your life and then were gone after three months or so, but now I find that on the other hand you’ve had a fourteen year affair with just one man.  A man who didn’t just fuck you when you needed to get pregnant, but who fucked you on a steady basis week after week, month after month and year after year.  I don’t know that I can get by that Tracy.  I just don’t know if I can accept that.”
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t an affair Walt.  I was only doing what I had to do to keep him available.  Look at it another way.  I was doing what you were doing.  You were putting up with me and my ways to keep me around.  I did what I did to keep Boyd around.  Basically doing the same thing.  Doing what we thought we had to do.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Tracy, but I just don’t see it that way.  Fourteen years you were seeing a man behind my back and having sex with him as much or even more than you were having it with me.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not true Walt.  Yes he was getting it two or three times a month, but you were getting it three and four times a week.  Anyway, it is over Walt.  When I see him tomorrow I’ll tell him that you know it all and that he and I are through.”
 
    
 
   “He already knows that I know and if you see him tomorrow it will be at the hospital and not the motel.”
 
    
 
   “What did you do Walt?  You promised!”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t promise anything Tracy.  What I said was that I would rein in my violent streak and all I meant by that was that I wouldn’t destroy his cock and balls like I did the other three.  I’d leave him his manhood, but he still had to pay for fucking my wife.  That was until I heard the tape.  After that all bets were off.  It is a good thing that four was your limit because when I finished with him there wasn’t a chance in hell that he could give you number five.”
 
    
 
   “Then I guess I don’t need to tell him it’s over, but that’s not what’s important to me.  You are what is important to me.  I can’t lose you Walt; I just can’t lose you.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know Tracy.  I’ve got a lot of hard thinking to do and I’ll tell you up front that things aren’t looking to good for you.”
 
    
 
   “What about the kids Walt?  Your leaving would devastate them.  And how would you be able to be apart from them?  They mean as much to you as they do to me.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t get it do you?  They are your kids and not mine.  I am with them the way I am to please you and to keep you happy.  You’re staying happy enough with me to stay with me was my goal in taking care of the children.  Only now I’m not so sure that I want you staying with me.  Your long term relationship with the father of your children has changed everything.  And given that relationship I’m hard put to believe that I’m anything other than support for you and your kids.”
 
    
 
   “Damn it Walter Walton I love you!  What do I have to do to prove it to you?”
 
    
 
   “I have no idea Tracy.  All I know right now is that what you have done up till now has gone a long way toward making me doubt it.”
 
    
 
   “Where are you going?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know Tracy.  All I know is that right now I need to get away from here.  I’ve got some thinking to do and being around you won’t help the thought process.  There is also the fact that Boyd knows who fucked him up and he also knows about the other three so he might point the cops at me.”
 
    
 
   “The other three?”
 
    
 
   “Have you forgotten your story already?  You told me that you told him how you had protected him and he laughed remember?  So in addition to fucking him behind my back for fourteen years you also gave him the ammunition to get the cops to reopen the cases on Marvin, Bob and Warren.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t give him names.  He doesn’t know who or when so he can’t give them anything.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to bet on it.  I’m just not going to be here if the cops show up.”
 
    
 
   “Please don’t go Walt.  I’ll do anything you want, but please don’t leave me.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll be in touch” I said as I walked out the door.  I wasn’t even out of the driveway when my cell phone started ringing.  I shut it off and continued on my way.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Thinking that Tracy would figure that I’d find a motel close to work and that she would try to find me I drove over to the other side of town to find a motel.  The Castle Inn had an attached restaurant so that is where I settled in.
 
    
 
   As I unpacked I thought about the story that Tracy had told me.  It was just way out enough to be true, but even if it was true I didn’t think that it would make a difference in how I was feeling.  A fourteen year relationship with one man was a bit more than I could handle.  Most men wouldn’t have put up with two or three month affairs that she supposedly had with Marvin, Bob and Warren, but I had been hopelessly in love with Tracy and I put up with what she did to stay with her.  But fourteen years with one man?  
 
    
 
   Then there was the side of Tracy that I had never known existed.  She had cold bloodedly set up Marvin, Bob and Warren to take the heat off of Boyd.  I’d never known that cold, hard side of her which brought up the question “What else don’t I know about her?  What other cold and hard things had she done?
 
    
 
   I went over to the restaurant to get a bite to eat.  The waitress was a very sexy looking lady and as I watched her move around the room I pondered the differences in attitudes between Tracy and me.  She had casually fucked four other men – at least that I knew of – during our marriage and I had never even thought of playing with another woman.  I’d even had some ladies come on to me and I had never given playing with them a moment’s thought.
 
    
 
   As I sat there and watched the waitress, Judy was her name according to her name tag, I had the thought that even if I did somehow manage to stay with Tracy she owed me four ‘get out of jail free’ cards and the mood I was in just then I’d damned sure use every one of them.
 
    
 
   I’d finished my meal and was wondering what to do next when Judy came up and asked me if I wanted desert.  I wanted to say, “Yes please.  I’d like a double order of you” but I said:
 
    
 
   “No thanks.  Got to watch the waist.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit Walt.  You look just as fit as you did in high school.”
 
    
 
   “Do I know you?”
 
    
 
   “No.  You were two years ahead of me and seniors didn’t pay any attention to us mere sophomores.”
 
    
 
   “I was that bad?”
 
    
 
   “You all were.  No biggie; that’s just the way things were back then.  You still married to that tramp Tracy?”
 
    
 
   That one caught me flat footed and I just stared at her.
 
    
 
   “You didn’t know did you?”
 
    
 
   I finally got my wits about me and said, “No I didn’t, but yes, I’m still married to her although I probably won’t be for much longer.  Can I ask you for a favor?”
 
    
 
   “You can ask, but no guarantees.”
 
    
 
   “When do you get off?”
 
    
 
   “In an hour.  Why?”
 
    
 
   “Would you have coffee or a drink with me?  I’d like to hear more about this ‘tramp’ stuff.”
 
    
 
   “I could do that.  O’Malley’s Tavern is just up the street.  How about I meet you there in an hour.”
 
    
 
   I was sitting in a booth when she came in.  She spotted me and came over and sat down.  She was no sooner seated when the waitress set a drink down in front of her.
 
    
 
   “I take it you come here often.”
 
    
 
   “My brother owns the place.  I drink for free.  So what do you want to know about Tracy?”
 
    
 
   “I’m going through a very hard time with Tracy right now and your ‘tramp’ remark set off a few warning bells.  I’d like to know why you called her a tramp because it might just have some bearing on my current situation.”
 
    
 
   “It is simple enough.  While the two of you were dating she was seeing other guys on the side.  She had a reputation as an easy piece if you could get a date with her.”
 
    
 
   “This just hearsay or do you know for sure?”
 
    
 
   “I know for sure.  Once at a birthday party at Jimmy Swenson’s she took on Jimmy, Boyd Mattingly and Darnell Parsons at the same time and didn’t seem to care that she was being watched.  I think you were working that night.  Anyway, I stood in the doorway and watched as she took Darnell in the back door, Jimmy in her vagina and Boyd in her mouth.  Another time at another party I saw her pull a train.  Nine guys and she did them two and three at a time.”
 
    
 
   “I know Jimmy and Darnell, but not this Boyd guy.”
 
    
 
   “No reason you would.  He is Darnell’s cousin and he didn’t go to our school.”
 
    
 
   “Darnell’s cousin?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah.  I was surprised when she married you instead of Darnell.  I thought for sure that she would marry him.  He was the one she spent most of her time with when you weren’t around.  From the look on your face right now I’d say that your troubles with her are because of other men.”
 
    
 
   “You would be right.” 
 
    
 
   “For what it’s worth I had a major crush on you back then and I’m single so if you dump Tracy give me a call.  Maybe we can find out what we missed by not connecting in high school.”
 
    
 
   I looked at her for a few moments and then I smiled and asked her for her phone number.  If what Judy had just told me was true my love for Tracy had just died a quick death.  Darnell?  My super-duper A-One ‘got your back’ buddy banging my girl while we were going steady?  His cousin Boyd the father of all of Tracy’s kids?  He turned his cousin over to me knowing what I was going to do?  Something was really, really rotten in Denmark.  
 
    
 
   Then I remembered that it was Darnell’s idea to put a tap on the phone.  Did he and Tracy set up Boyd for some reason?  Had Darnell been porking Tracy all along?  I didn’t know that I would ever find out, but I was damned sure going to try.  One thing for sure, at least to my mind, was that Tracy knew about the phone tap.  If she and Darnell hadn’t set it up then she would know because of the tape I’d played her.  I had some serious thinking to do.
 
    
 
   The next day at work I arranged a shift change with Bennie Kotlarz.  He would work my day shift for a week and I would work his mid-night shift.  At lunch I hit Radio Shack and bought four more voice activated tape recorders.  I had dinner that night at the motel restaurant, but Judy wasn’t there.  I asked and found out that she was on her days off.
 
    
 
   The next day would be the day I’d start working the grave shift so I slept in late, had breakfast at the restaurant and at ten I drove over to the house.  Tracy should be at work and the kids would be in school.  Tracy’s car was gone so I went into the house and headed for the basement.  The recorder was gone so either Dar or Tracy had taken it off the line.  I went up to the bedroom and hid one of the recorders I’d just bought and then I hid one in the kitchen.  I placed the third in the living room and then I went outside the house to place the fourth one.  I went to where the phone line went into the house and tapped the line.  Even if Dar and Tracy thought I might tap the line they would be looking inside the house or at least I was gambling that they would.  Being outside I didn’t expect that it would hold up well if the weather turned bad, but I hoped that it would at least last a week.  If I couldn’t find out anything by then it wouldn’t matter.  I checked to make sure that I’d left nothing that would show I’d been there and then I took off.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When I got off work the next morning I called Darnell and asked him to meet me at the Strip around eight.  It was a Wednesday night again, but this time it was a different wanna be comic.  This one was a foxy looking lady so I paid attention more to treat my eyes than to enjoy a laugh or two.
 
    
 
   “When my husband arrived at the dealership to pick up our car we were told that somehow the keys had gotten locked in it.  We went to the service area and saw a mechanic working feverishly to unlock the driver side door.  As I watched from the passenger’s side I instinctively tried the door handle and the door opened.
 
   “Hey” I hollered at the mechanic, “This is open.”  His reply?  “I know.  I already got that side.” 
 
    
 
   It got her a decent laugh and she went on:
 
    
 
    “I just got off the phone with a friend of mine who lives in northern Wisconsin.  She said that since early this morning the snow is waist high and still falling.  The temperature is dropping to below zero and the wind is out of the north and near gale force.  She said her husband has done nothing, but look through the window and stare.  She says if things get much worse she may have to unlock the door and let him in.”
 
    
 
   She was just finishing when Darnell came in.  Maggie saw him and had his PBR at the table when he got there.  As he sat down he said:
 
    
 
   “What is it this time?  She can’t get pregnant again until she has the one that’s in the oven now.”
 
    
 
   “Nothing like that.  Just down in the dumps and wanted the company of a friend.  I took your advice.  The solution to the problem was to get rid of the cause.  I’ve left Tracy.  This last one was just too much for me to take.”  
 
    
 
   I told him the story that Tracy had told me and then said:
 
    
 
   “I was able to handle it when I thought that she was just hooking up to get pregnant with a different guy each time, but to find out that all along it was only one guy and that it had been ongoing was more than I could take.  I’ll probably end up paying alimony, but at least they won’t be able to hook me for child support.  Thank God they discovered a way to check DNA.  I’ll have to sell the house and split the money with her, but I don’t want the place anyway.  Too many memories of the cheating bitch in the place.”
 
    
 
   We talked and drank beer for the next hour and then I said that I needed to get back to my rooming house and get some sleep before going to work in the morning.  As I left the Strip I wondered if he would tell Tracy I was staying at a rooming house instead of a motel.  I smiled at the thought of her trying to find rooming houses so she could find me.  Then I realized if she really wanted to find me all she would have to do was put Darnell on the case.  He was a cop and he had the resources.  Oh well, I thought, nothing I can do about it but hope that she didn’t try.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I worked my shift and then, because Thursday was one of Tracy’s days off I went back to my room and slept until three.  When I got up I took the car in for an oil change and tire rotation. 
 
    
 
    I had dinner at the restaurant and made a date with Judy to meet at O’Malley’s when she got off work.  We had a few drinks and talked.  I found out that she had been married, but had lost her husband in Iraq.  She had been pregnant at the time and the shock at hearing that he had been killed had caused a miscarriage.  There were no men currently in her life:
 
    
 
   “So you have a clear field” she said.
 
    
 
   “Only one small problem with that.  I’m still married.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve heard that there is a cure for that.  It’s called divorce.”
 
    
 
   “It is looking more and more like things are headed in that direction.”
 
    
 
   “If you would like to take me out on my next night off I can promise not to try and take advantage of you.  I will respect your status as long as you want me to.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds like it might be fun, but I need to wait and see how things go for the next couple of days.”
 
    
 
   “You know where to find me.”
 
    
 
   The next morning when I got off shift I had breakfast and read the morning paper while I waited for Tracy to head off to work.  At ten I swung by the house and checked the recorders.  The one on the phone line had a bunch of calls and conversations that meant nothing, but there were three of interest.  The first one was Darnell calling Tracy and telling her that he had talked to me and that I’d told him I was divorcing her.  She broke down and started crying and said:
 
    
 
   “He can’t.  I love him.  He can’t divorce me.  I have to talk to him Dar.  Find him for me.  Please find him for me.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll try babe, but I’m not making any promises.”
 
    
 
   The second call was from someone named Mel and wanted to know if things were still on for that afternoon and Tracy said that they were.
 
    
 
   The third was from Darnell asking if he could stop by that evening and Tracy said yes.  This normally wouldn’t have raised an eyebrow because “Uncle Dar” was always coming over.  What made this one different was that to my knowledge Uncle Dar had never come over when I wasn’t at home.  But then I was finding out that there seemed to be a hell of a lot I didn’t know.
 
    
 
   There was nothing on the kitchen recorder except cooking and cleaning noises and Tracy talking to the kids over dinner.  They kept asking where I was and she told them I was on a business trip and would be away for a while.
 
    
 
   The living room recorder was pretty much the same.  Normal home life noises for the most part, but there was one interesting section.  The doorbell rang and a moment latter I heard Louie holler out that Uncle Dar was here.  Then there was ‘Uncle Dar” talking and playing with the kids until Tracy told them it was time to go to bed.  There was the sound of the TV while Darnell waited for Tracy to put the kids down and come back to the room.
 
    
 
   “They are in bed.  We will give them a few minutes and then we can go into the bedroom.  Have you seen him?  Talked to him?”
 
    
 
   “Not since the night at the bar.  I’m having trouble locating rooming houses.  Most are not businesses, just homes that have rooms for rent and there must be a thousand of them here in the city.”
 
    
 
   “You have to find him Dar.  I have to convince him that I love him and don’t want to live without him.”
 
    
 
   “I’m trying babe.  That’s all I can do is try.”
 
    
 
   “Come on.  Let’s go to the bedroom.”
 
    
 
   The recorder in the bedroom was a mine of information.
 
    
 
   The sound of the bedroom door opening and then closing and then Tracy saying:
 
    
 
   “Hurry up; I need it.” 
 
    
 
    “I’m hurrying as fast as I can.”
 
    
 
   Then there was the sound of the two of them having sex with Tracy making all of the noises that I knew so well.  Finally it was over and Darnell said:
 
    
 
   “Things aren’t looking too good babe.  I guess we read him wrong.  We thought that he loved you enough that he would take it and roll with it like he did with the first three.  We shouldn’t have tried to get cute.  We shouldn’t have done the Boyd thing.  We should have stayed with the plan that worked so well the first three times.  We should have just set up some other turkey for Walt to take it out on.”
 
    
 
   “How is Boyd?”
 
    
 
   “He lost both testicles, but other than a missing tooth and a few loose ones he’s okay.”
 
    
 
   “I’m so sorry for him.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be.  He knew what was likely to happen when he agreed to the plan.  Besides, the cancer is going to take him down in the next couple of months anyway.”
 
    
 
   “Still, it shouldn’t have happened.  All you had to do was tell Walt that I was being good and not seeing anyone after I told him about the pregnancy.”
 
    
 
   “We needed to put his mind at rest.  As long as he was thinking about you and other guys he would always have wondered if you were going out and playing behind his back and he might have started checking up on you and we couldn’t have that.  Setting Boyd up as the father of all the kids should have taken care of that angle.  We just miscalculated.  We had no way of knowing how he would take one man being the father of all four.  And it is all my fault.  I was behaving like a best friend was supposed to behave and telling him stuff like he should get rid of you because of what you had done and how could he ever trust you.  I only did it because I knew he loved you and wouldn’t do it.  I should have just kept my mouth shut.”
 
    
 
   “Now he is gone and it all just seems so stupid.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe, but what if he decided to get a private detective?  How long would it have taken a detective to find out all about what we have been up to?”
 
    
 
   “Not long I suppose.”
 
    
 
   “I always said that he should have been brought into it back in the beginning.”
 
    
 
   “Get serious Dar.  You know him as well as I do.  Can you really see him watching me do gangbangs and taking part?  No way Dar and you know it.  I love him and the only way I could keep him was to hide that part of me from him.”
 
    
 
   “That brings up something else.  Do you want me to find a replacement for Boyd or will the five of us be enough?”
 
    
 
   “No, we need six.  I need three to be resting up and recovering.  I can make do with five for a while, but I really do want six.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve got a guy who would be interested.  He saw us having lunch one day and he told me that he thought you were hot!”
 
    
 
   “Can he be trusted to keep quiet about it?”
 
    
 
   “He’s a cop and I know I can trust him.  The only thing is that he is black.  Are you okay with that?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve never had a black man.  If you are vouching for him I guess it will be okay.”
 
    
 
   There was a pause and then Tracy giggled and said, “Is it going to turn you on seeing black meat driving into my white pussy?  Oh look!  The thought does to turn you on.  That or something has gotten you hard.”
 
    
 
   More sounds of sex and when it was over and resting Tracy said:
 
    
 
   “What am I going to do Dar?  I love Walt and if I lose him I’ll die.”
 
    
 
   “No you won’t and you know it.  You have our four kids to take care of.  You will miss Walt, but you will still have your babies.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t want to miss him Dar.  He belongs with me.  What can I do?”
 
    
 
   “Wait and see love.  I know he loves you and if we give him some time he will realize it and come home.”  
 
    
 
   “But what if he doesn’t?  What if he does divorce me?”
 
    
 
   “Then I’ll marry you like I’ve always wanted to.  Then we will be a family.  You and me and our four kids.  I can finally be the daddy to them that I’ve always wanted to be.”
 
    
 
   “I love you Dar, but nowhere as near as much as I love Walt.  I was meant to grow old in Walt’s arms and that’s what I want.”
 
    
 
   “All I can say love is that if doesn’t happen I’m going to be around and I’ll step in and help you pick up the pieces.”
 
    
 
   “I need to talk to him Dar.  Find him for me.  If he won’t come home I’ll go to him.  I have to show him how much I love him.  I’ve got to get him to come home.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll try lover.  But for right now I’m about ready to go again.  Your magic mouth would hurry things up.”
 
    
 
   There were more sounds of sex, but I turned the recorder off.  I had what I needed.  I rewound all of them and then left the house.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I didn’t want Tracy to know where I was staying so I decided to finish things.  I called Darnell and asked him to meet me at the house at six and then I called Tracy and told her I would be home to talk with her at six.  I hit the bank and took half of the money out of checking, took all the savings, closed the savings account and then I drove back to my room and set the alarm for five.
 
    
 
   I got up at five and showered and went to the restaurant to get a bite to eat.  I asked Judy if she would meet me at O’Malley’s when she got off work and she said she would be there.
 
    
 
   I got to the house at five to six and Darnell was already there and he and Tracy were sitting at the kitchen table when I walked in.  Tracy broke out in a smile and started to get up and I told her to stay seated.
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to be here long.  I have a short piece to say and then I’m out of here.  Darnell, I’ve known you most of my life and I had always considered you the brother that I never had.  I would have taken a bullet for you and in fact I did when I took the hit so you could go to the academy.
 
    
 
   “Tracy, I loved since the since the seventh grade.  I loved you more than life itself and up until a day or so ago I would have willingly died for you.  I loved you so much that I let you stick me with another man’s babies just so I could make sure that you would stay with me.  Both of you meant the world to me and then I find out that I wasted years on a faithless whore and even more years on a back stabbing son of a bitch.”
 
    
 
   I pulled a recorder out of my pocket, set it down on the table in front of them.
 
    
 
   “When I leave here I do not – I repeat – I do not want to lay eyes on either one of you again.  I do not want to speak to you ever again.  I don’t want a birthday card or a Christmas card from you.  I don’t want an email or any other kind of communication with either of you.  As far as I am concerned you are both dead to me and there is nothing that you can say or do that will change that.  I pressed the ‘play’ button on the recorder and stood up, turned and headed for the front door.  As I was opening the door I heard:
 
    
 
   “Hurry up.  I need it” and then I was out the door and gone.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Judy was in a booth at O’Malley’s when I got there.  I’d no sooner sat down than a PBR was set in front of me and the waitress said that it was on the house.  I looked at Judy and she said:
 
    
 
   “I told my brother that you were special to me.  Stay on the good side of me and you will drink free in here.  You look like you need it.  Why the glum look chum?”
 
    
 
   “I ended it with Tracy a half hour ago.  I should be glad that I’m rid of her cheating ass, but it isn’t that easy.  I loved that woman to death and I thought that she returned that love and then I found out that she is a cheating slut.”
 
    
 
   I told Judy what I’d found out.
 
    
 
   “It was a shock and it is going to take me a while to get over it.  I know I said we would go out on your next night off, but I don’t think I’m going to be good company for a while.”
 
    
 
   “Nonsense Walt.  Right now is when you need someone to help you get by things.  I’m here to help so let me, okay?”
 
    
 
   I knew she was right so I nodded a yes.
 
    
 
   “What will you do now” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Get a lawyer and look for a place to live.  A motel room is great for a couple of days, but I’m going to need to find something more permanent.”
 
    
 
   “There are some open apartments where I live.  It is a pretty nice place and it has a pool and an exercise room.”
 
    
 
   I found out where it was and decided to check the place out the next day.  We sat and talked until it was time for me to head off to work.
 
    
 
   When I got to work I turned my cell phone back on and saw I had five voice mails and eleven missed messages.  Eight of the missed messages were from Tracy and four were from Darnell and I cleared them off the phone and then listened to the voicemails.  Four were from Tracy professing undying love and begging me to come back home and talk to her and the fifth was from Darnell and simply said that we needed to talk.  Unfortunately for both Tracy and Darnell I’d meant what I’d said.  I did not want to talk to or see either one of them ever again.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next day when I got off work I went over to Judy’s apartment complex.  I liked what I saw so I signed a lease and paid for the first and last month’s rent and the security deposit.  It turned out that Judy’s unit was just above the one I rented.
 
    
 
   I rented a trailer and Judy went with me over to the house and helped me move out what I needed to furnish the apartment.  The absence of what I took would drive home to Tracy that I was gone and that I wasn’t coming back.  The only thing I needed was a bed so we stopped at a furniture store and I bought one.  By one I was moved in and Judy left to go to work.
 
    
 
   I spent the rest of the day unpacking, setting up the computer and making a list of what I was going to have to buy.  I needed pots and pans and some dishes and of course I was going to need some groceries.
 
    
 
   I had dinner at the restaurant and Judy said we should skip O’Malley’s that night and just go home.  We talked and played cribbage until it was time for me to go to work.  I’d had my cell turned off while at home, but I turned it back on when I headed for work.  Six missed messages from Tracy and one from Darnell and there were four voicemails, three from Tracy and one from Darnell, and I listened to the same old shit before I deleted them.
 
    
 
   I had two more days to work grave shift and then I would be going back to days and could consider taking Judy out on a date.  The next day, Judy went with me to Wal-Mart and we bought the items that I had on my list.  
 
    
 
   We were just pulling out of the parking lot when I heard the “whoop whoop” of a police car and I looked in my rear view and saw the flashing lights.  I pulled over and saw a black man in a suit get out of the police car and walk toward me.  The suit was the giveaway and I turned my head and saw Darnell sitting on the passenger side of the cop car.  I opened the glove compartment and got out the cassette recorder that I had there, turned it on, set it on the seat beside me and rolled down my window.  The black guy walked up, bent down and looked into the car and then said:
 
    
 
   “Please step out of the car sir.”
 
    
 
   “Why?  What did I do?  Spend too much money in the store?”
 
    
 
   “Please get out of the car sir.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think so.  I’ve already told Darnell I do not ever intend to speak to him again and a phony traffic stop isn’t going to make it happen.”
 
    
 
   “Just make everything easier on everybody sir and step out of the car.”
 
    
 
   “You must be the cop that Darnell said he was going to recruit to fuck my about to be ex-wife.”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to step out of the car as I have requested?”
 
    
 
   “No, I am not,” I said as I put the car in gear and stepped on the gas.  I hung a right at the corner and then led the following cop car – lights flashing and siren wailing – toward police headquarters.  I was not at all surprised when the cop car shut off their noise maker and attention getting lights about three blocks from the station and then drove on by as I pulled up and parked in front.  
 
    
 
   I told Judy to take the car, find a parking spot and wait for my call.  I ran inside, turned and watched Judy drive away and then headed down the hall.  I’d been there before to visit Darnell so I knew the layout and I headed for the closest men’s room.  I took a whiz, washed my hands and then called Judy and asked Judy if the cop car was still around.  She told me that it had kept on going and so I told her to pick me up out front.
 
    
 
   When Judy and I got back to the apartment I fixed us lunch and then told Judy about why what had happened had come down.
 
    
 
   “Darnell and your wife?  All of these years?”
 
    
 
   “Yep and I’d never have known if you hadn’t made that tramp comment the first night at the restaurant.”
 
    
 
   I went on and explained the entire sorry story to her.
 
    
 
   “Four babies and none of them yours and you accepted it?”
 
    
 
   “I was hopelessly in love with Tracy and I wanted her to be happy and having kids is what made her happy.  That was before I found out about Darnell though.  That killed everything.  Still want to hang around with me now that you know how stupid I am?”
 
    
 
   “Stupid isn’t the way I would look at it.”
 
    
 
   “How would you look at it?”
 
    
 
   “I see a man so devoted to and in love with his mate that he would do anything for her.  Most women would kill to have a man like that and would treat him like he was made out of gold.  The stupid one here is Tracy.  How she could risk losing what she had in you is just plain out and out stupid.”
 
    
 
   She looked at her watch and said that she had to go to work and I asked if she would have breakfast with me in the morning when I got home from work and she said that she would.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   At the end of my shift in the morning the day shift supervisor asked me:
 
    
 
   “You and the wife having problems, Walt?  Not talking to each other?”
 
    
 
   “As a matter of fact we aren’t talking.  Why?”
 
    
 
   “She was outside waiting in the parking lot for you at the end of day shift yesterday and the day before.”
 
    
 
   “I go back to days tomorrow so I guess I’ll need to find a way to avoid her.”
 
    
 
   “Good luck on that.”
 
    
 
   I was in the kitchen making breakfast when the doorbell rang.  I was expecting Judy so I just opened the door with a smile on my face and found Tracy and Darnell standing there.  I was shocked at how quickly they had managed to find me, but I quickly recovered and stepped aside to let them in.  
 
    
 
   They walked into the room and then I stepped outside and pulled the door closed behind me and ran for the stairwell.  I went up to the next floor and rang Judy’s doorbell.  When she opened the door I held a finger up to my lips so she wouldn’t talk and I quickly stepped inside her apartment.
 
    
 
   “I need a place to hide.”
 
    
 
   “Why?  What’s up?”
 
    
 
   I told her and she laughed.  “You do know you are going to have to have it out with them sooner or later.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll settle for later.  Much latter.”
 
    
 
   “I guess you won’t be fixing me breakfast after all.  I guess we will have to see if you can stomach my cooking.”
 
    
 
   While she worked in the kitchen I sat by her front window and watched the parking lot.  I spotted Darnell’s car, but didn’t see Tracy’s so I assumed they came together.  Judy called me to the table and as we ate I asked her what she wanted to do latter on that evening.
 
    
 
   “Tonight?”
 
    
 
   “We did have a date for your next night off right?  And that is tonight isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “I’d forgotten, but yes we do.  I’d like Mexican for dinner and country western dancing after.”
 
    
 
   “You got it.  Come for you around six-thirty?”
 
    
 
   “That will do nicely.”
 
    
 
   Darnell’s car was still there when we finished eating breakfast so I shrugged my shoulders, took a deep breath and said:
 
    
 
   “I guess I’ll take your advice and get it over with.”
 
    
 
   “They still here?”
 
    
 
   “Darnell’s car is still sitting there.  Call 911 if you hear gunshots.”
 
    
 
   “You’re kidding right?”
 
    
 
   “Never know.  Darnell is a cop and he does carry a gun.”
 
    
 
   Judy walked up to me, hugged me and gave me a scorcher of a kiss.  My first one from her. 
 
    
 
    “That’s incentive for you to behave and not do something that will make him pull that gun.”
 
    
 
   I smiled at her said, “Six-thirty” and then headed for my apartment.
 
    
 
   They were sitting at the kitchen table eating what I’d been fixing for me and Judy. 
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you just make yourselves at home” I said sarcastically.”
 
    
 
   “Didn’t know when you would be back and didn’t want it to go to waste” Darnell said.
 
    
 
   “What was it about I don’t ever want to see or speak to you ever again that you didn’t understand?”
 
    
 
   “You were hot under the collar and pissed and we figured that you have had enough time to calm down.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you here?”
 
    
 
   “To talk you into coming home where you belong” Tracy said.
 
    
 
   “You would be wasting your breath.  I meant what I said.  As far as the two of you are concerned you are both dead to me.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t mean that” Tracy said, “You know I love you and I know you love me.  Okay, we do have some talking to do, but we can get by this.”
 
    
 
   “No we can’t Tracy.  Not after me finding out that you are a fucking punch board for a bunch of guys and have been since high school.”
 
    
 
   “I guess I miscalculated and should have brought you in back then, but I loved you and I didn’t want to lose you and I thought that if I tried to get you to join in and you wouldn’t I’d lose you.  I couldn’t take the chance Walt.  I knew even in high school that you and I were meant for each other.  I just couldn’t lose you baby.  I just couldn’t.”
 
    
 
   “You might not have.  I was young and not yet set in my ways and I might have gone along.”
 
    
 
   “The reason we are here” Darnell said, “Is to see if it is too late.  You both love each other and it would be a crying shame to see the two of you split up.”
 
    
 
   “Please Walt” Tracy said.  “I need you.”
 
    
 
   “Not a chance Tracy.  Lying to me and cheating on me with groups of guys the entire time you were supposed to be mine is just more than I can take and you have to admit that I took a lot.  Four kids not mine and I still hung in there, but no more.  Finding out that all four have the same father and that my good buddy, my best friend and the guy I would have gone to hell for is that father killed it for me.  I have an appointment to see an attorney tomorrow and I will be filing for divorce.  I meant what I said.  I don’t want anything to do with either of you.  Take your woman and leave Darnell.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not his woman Walt.  I belong to you and I will always belong to you.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit Tracy.  You have been fucking Darnell since before I even put an engagement ring on your finger and that makes you his woman.  Now please go.”
 
    
 
   “I won’t give you a divorce Walt.  I’ll fight it.”
 
    
 
   “Then I’ll have to get dirty.  I’ll bring up the fact that all of your kids aren’t mine and I’ll sue Darnell for child support starting the day Louie was born and I’ll make such a stink that he will get kicked off the police force.  I’ll take the recordings I have of you talking about gangbangs and how you would rather have six men and not have to settle for five and I’ll see to it that everyone who knows the two of you gets their own personal copy.  I’m sure that your mom and dad will love hearing that.  If that won’t do it I’ll just walk away and not divorce you and save myself the expense of a lawyer, but either way I’m gone and I’m not coming back.  Now please get the fuck out of my apartment.”
 
    
 
   “We can work it out Walt.  We love each other too much not to try.”
 
    
 
   I just shook my head no, said goodbye, left the apartment and went up to Judy’s.  Twenty minutes later Tracy and Darnell left.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I did get an attorney and file for divorce.  We were in a no-fault state so I really didn’t need to give a reason, but I filed under Irreconcilable Differences anyway.  Tracy got an attorney and he told her up front that the best he could do was to try and get a sympathetic judge who might order us into counseling.  When I showed her attorney what I had for evidence he told her she didn’t have a chance.  She said she would chance it, but when we went in front of the judge and her attorney asked for court ordered counseling I gave the judge what I had.  
 
    
 
   The judge read what I had and after warning me to watch my language in his court room or suffer contempt of court charges he took my “Not a chance in hell will I ever get back together with that lying bitch” at face value and set alimony at two hundred and fifty dollars a week for three years or until she married again and ordered a fifty/fifty asset split.  That of course meant that the house would have to be sold.
 
    
 
   Through my attorney I made her an offer.  She could keep the house and my share of the equity in it in exchange for the alimony and what I had taken out of the bank accounts and she went for it.
 
    
 
   Six months later the divorce was final and a month after that she and Darnell got married.  They sent me an invitation and I sent it back with a note wishing that all of their gangbang fucking would eventually give them both AIDS and they would die.
 
    
 
   My date with Judy went well and it led to several more.  There was a lot of heavy necking going on, but I wasn’t pushing things because I was one of those weirdo’s who believed in keeping his dick in his pants while you were married.  Judy got tired of that shit and finally told me she wasn’t going to wait on the divorce to be final and that she would tie me to the bed and rape me if I didn’t get with the program.  I wisely gave in.
 
    
 
   Judy and I were married six months after the divorce was final and no, I did not send Tracy and Darnell an invitation.       
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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   It had been a long day.  A ‘brown out’ had slowed things down at work and it couldn’t have happened at a worst time.  The production run was already behind and we were up against a hard deadline.  The contract had penalties for failure to deliver on time and we would have to work overtime on the weekend if we were to have any chance at all of meeting the deadline.
 
    
 
   I was looking forward to a cold beer on the living room couch as I caught the news on CNN.  There was a Harley in the driveway just behind Audrey’s Hondo Civic and I wondered who it might belong to.  I walked into the living room and found Audrey sitting on the couch with some guy who looked just like the typical ‘biker’ that you see portrayed in the movies and on TV.  A vest with all kinds of badges, pins and patches over a shirt with the sleeves torn off.  Jeans, engineer boots completed the costume.  His arms and hands were covered with tattoos and even without seeing them I would bet that he had a “hate” tattoo on his left hand and a “love” tattoo on his right.
 
    
 
   Audrey stood up as I walked into the room and said, “Good.  Now we can get this over with.”
 
    
 
   “Get what over with Aud?”
 
    
 
   “I’m leaving you Rob.”
 
    
 
   That came as a surprise to me as I’d not seen any indication of her dissatisfaction with me or our marriage.  I looked at the guy sitting on the couch and smirking at me while holding a beer that I’d bet came from my stock in the fridge.  I nodded toward him and said:
 
    
 
   “With this piece of shit?”
 
    
 
   He didn’t like that and he started to get up.  I ignored him and said to Audrey:
 
    
 
   “Good luck with your new life.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t waste any time with “Why?” or “What have I done?” or any of that other bullshit.  If she was leaving and had asshole there to hold her hand it meant that she had already stabbed me in the back and cheated on me with him so she was history in my books.  I turned to go to the kitchen and get me a beer and then the biker said:
 
    
 
   “That’s it?  Your bitch tells you she is dumping your ass and all you say is have a nice life?  Oh well, she said you would be a wimp.”
 
    
 
   I turned and looked at Audrey.  “Did you say that?  Did you tell asshole here that I was a wimp?”
 
    
 
   Audrey looked away from me and I had my answer.  I turned to the asshole and hit him.  It caught him by surprise.  Wimps aren’t supposed to get violent, right?  He shook it off and came after me.  He must have been still thinking of me as a wimp because he didn’t use any caution at all.  He just rushed at me.  I kicked the inside of his right knee and drove it outward and he screamed and went down as the knee gave way.  I kicked him twice in the stones, lifted him up and slammed him against the wall and then I beat the living shit out of him.  The entire time Audrey was screaming, “Stop it, stop it” but I ignored her.  When I got tired I let him slump to the floor.  I looked over at Audrey and said:
 
    
 
   “How’s that for being wimpy Aud?”
 
    
 
   I grabbed asshole by his feet and drug him outside and left him lying on the driveway next to his bike and then I went into the garage and got the half inch drive breaker bar and a screwdriver out of my tool box and went back to where the asshole was lying on the ground and moaning.  I used the breaker bar to bust every light on the bike and then I carved “The wimp did this” into the paint on his gas tank.  
 
    
 
   I went back into the house and found Audrey sitting on the couch crying and I said:
 
    
 
   “I hope you know how to ride his bike because I don’t think he is in shape to do it.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t drive a motorcycle.  I’m taking my car.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no you aren’t” I said as I grabbed her purse and dumped it out on the coffee table.  I picked up her keys as I said “That car still has my name on the title and we still owe on it.  I don’t trust you to make the payments and I’ll be damned if I’m going to let you ruin my credit.”
 
    
 
   Then I noticed the white envelope with First National Bank on it and I picked it up and looked inside.  It was stuffed with money.  I took my cell phone off my belt and hit the speed dial number for the bank.  I punched in our account number and the mechanical voice said:
 
    
 
   “Your checking account balance is six dollars and thirteen cents.  Press two for withdrawal information.  Press three for…”
 
    
 
   I disconnected and snarled, “You bitch.  You fucking whore!  A house payment due, a car payment due and you cleaned me out and were going to leave me here holding the bag.”
 
    
 
   I picked up her wallet and took everything out of it except her driver’s license and tossed it to her.
 
    
 
   “Get out.  Get your worthless ass out of here before I lose it and do to you what I did to that asshole you brought into my house.”
 
    
 
   “All my things are in the car.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll clean the car out and dump your shit in the driveway.  Anything still there on trash day will go out on the curb with the rest of the garbage now get the fuck out of here.”
 
    
 
   She walked out the door sniffling and sobbing and I went to the fridge to get another beer.  As I pulled the tab on the can I had a thought so I set the beer down on the kitchen table and went back outside.  Audrey was digging through the car for something and the biker was sitting up, leaning against his bike and retching.  I walked up and looked down at him.
 
    
 
   “I know your type asshole.  I know just what you are going to do.  You are going to round up some buddies and come back here to show me that I can’t fuck with you and get away with it.  I know you are going to do it and so I’ll be watching out for you.  I’m warning you now that if I see your ass again I’ll do more than just beat the fuck out of you.  Remember that asshole.  You have been warned.”
 
    
 
   I went back into the house and about a half hour later I heard the Harley start up and drive off.
 
    
 
   I was in the living room getting asshole’s empty beer can off of the coffee table when I noticed a leather jacket lying on the floor next to the couch.  I picked it up and on the back was painted a skull and the words “Diablo Riders.”  I looked at it for a few seconds and then I called my cousin Lou who was a sergeant on the local police force and asked him if he knew anything about the Diablo Riders.
 
    
 
   “Only that they are a bunch of bad mother fuckers.  They are into dope dealing and prostitution, but we haven’t been able to hang anything on them.  Why do you want to know about them?
 
    
 
   I told him and he laughed.  “I guess I know what Audrey will be doing this time next week.  They’ll have her hooked on something and she will be out on the streets making money for them. But you have a problem cuz.  They can’t allow what you did to go unavenged.  It might give other people ideas.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was watching the pregame show on Monday night football when the call came.  I turned off the TV and went out and sat down on the front porch swing.  Just a little over an hour later a car and two pickup trucks pulled up in front of the house and seven guys got out.  One of them was asshole and I was pleased to see that he was walking with a cane.  They came up the walk and I went down off the porch to meet them.  One of them, a big ugly bearded dude said:
 
    
 
   “You fucked up man.  You don’t mess with one of our guys and get away with it.”
 
    
 
   “I would suggest that you get off my property and do it now.”
 
    
 
   “Oh we will be going shit face, but not until after we teach you a lesson.”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for When Rob Met Kari.
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is another sample you may also like:
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   If Belinda weren’t staring right at it, she never would have believed that it could be true. As Belinda peered down at the computer screen, the woman in the photo seemed to stare right back. The woman’s casual grin made Belinda feel mocked; made her feel as though the woman flaunted what she possessed.
 
    
 
   Belinda covered her mouth with both hands to contain the scream that built in her throat.  The young, sexy blond was her husband's mistress; the pictures on his computer finally answered the question that she had been too afraid to ask.  No, it wasn't her imagination; their marriage of fifteen years had finally passed the point of no return.
 
    
 
   She knew she had to finish getting ready for work. Sitting here at her husband’s desk, wearing only a bra and skirt, she felt open, exposed, and raw. 
 
    
 
   Belinda searched the contents of her husband’s hard drive, finding album after album of photos. There were hundreds of pictures of the mistress, in every state of dress and undress.  Skipping back to the earliest album, she checked the upload date. Her stomach lurched when she realized that the first pictures were dated over a year ago. Almost to the day that her husband had moved out of their bedroom and taken up permanent residence in the den.  
 
    
 
   Belinda wound her long black hair up into the bun that she wore for work. She applied make-up; she puckered and blew a kiss to her reflection, a silly habit. She flinched, realizing that many of the photos her husband kept were pictures of the blond woman making just that face, the wink and kiss. 
 
    
 
   Tears threatened to fall.  She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. He had already ruined their marriage; she would not let him ruin her meeting with the board.
 
    
 
   Belinda turned her mind to work, making sure she arrived in the conference room before anyone else. She set about preparing the screen. When Mr. Whiting entered the room, she was standing at the podium, reviewing the presentation in her mind. His presence had always unnerved her; she had forgotten that he'd be there this morning until this moment. He nodded at her as he made his way to the back of the room.
 
    
 
   “Belinda, are you ready?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “As ready as I'll ever be,” she said. 
 
    
 
   She regretted how it had sounded, so unsure of herself; it wasn't fair that the blond got her husband and her self-confidence all in one fell swoop.
 
    
 
   “You'll be great,” he assured her.
 
    
 
   Mr. Whiting always undressed her with his eyes. Today was no different; she could feel his gaze peeling away the layers of her clothes. 
 
    
 
   Tall, broad-shouldered, with blond hair and piercing blue eyes, Robert Whiting was considered quite a catch.  Belinda had entertained dirty thoughts about him a time or two, turned more than once to catch a glimpse of his backside as he passed. She always shook her head and reproached herself. She was a married woman; she didn't drool over men. 
 
    
 
   Today, though… she could drool all she wanted, over anyone that caught her eye. Mr. Whiting just happened to be foremost in her mind when it came to hot, single men.
 
    
 
   Belinda ran her hands down her waist and her round hips, feeling nervous. She checked her watch. Everyone else would be arriving shortly and she couldn't help but wonder if Mr. Whiting hadn’t gotten here early just to get her alone.  
 
    
 
   In her mind's eye, she imagined sauntering towards him, returning that lustful gaze. Sliding down into his lap, feeling her skirt rise on her thighs. Exposing her garters and stockings, pressing herself against what she imagined was an impressive erection.  She would lick her lips as she ran her hand slowly down the front of his pants, longing to unzip them so badly and wrap her dainty fingers around his manhood.
 
    
 
   A loud sigh escaped her lips. She flushed, embarrassed. Perspiration teased the back of her neck; her blouse was damp. 
 
    
 
   This was ridiculous, but she couldn’t help it. She added this moment of embarrassment to her husband’s lengthy list of crimes. Cut off from sex for a year, Belinda was so needy that she was ready to risk it all to bump and grind in the boardroom. More than that, Mr. Whiting was her boss, and far too young for her. She gave herself a sharp reprimand for her unacceptable behavior, pulling herself together.
 
    
 
    
 
   If you like this sample, look for BBW Lost and Found - The Cruise Series, Book 1 by Jessica Johannsen.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Also by this Author:
 
    
 
   The Prodigal Family: The Abbotts
 
   Watching My Shared Wife
 
   The Waitress and the Runaway Husband
 
   Baiting Mr. Little
 
   Too Hot for Henry
 
   Chuck's Fantasy
 
   Wife Sharing and Other Adventures
 
   Hazardous Wives
 
   Wives Who Stray
 
   Fulfilling Her Needs
 
   Rachel
 
   Sarah
 
   The Redhead's Desires
 
   Rescued at Riley's
 
   His Every Fantasy
 
   Open Mike Night
 
   Pursuit for Revenge
 
   Why Does He Do That?
 
   Halloween & Drugs
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   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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