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Book Blurb
A quirky hysterically hilarious read that is down and dirty!
The steamy, very descriptive sex in No Lady and Her Tramp puts Harold Robbins’ books to shame. The one thing Mr. Robbins’ books did not have is the humor that illuminates in this work of art.
No Lady is one woman’s accounting of the trials, tribulations, and antics of her life, and all of the other colorful characters (some even use the politically incorrect term of trailer trash to describe them) who live in President Park, a run down trailer park in Grapevine, Kentucky.
You may find the palms of your hands sweat, among other things, from the titillating sex that fill the pages. You will also find yourself laughing aloud, as humor runs consistently throughout the book.
These two authors, Kristie Leigh Maguire and Mark Haeuser, by putting their talents together, have written a very funny book laced with pure, unadulterated steam.
Dedication
To all the romance readers around the globe who wanted a romance book that was just a little different - this book is for you!
And to all the people in the world who are just going about their daily lives the best way they know how - anything is possible if you dare to dream!
Don’t get mad! Get even!
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Prologue
Beth Ann flung her black nylon jacket, complete with the Kut-N-Kurl insignia from the beauty shop where she worked, onto the chair. She flipped first one high heel into the air, then the other one. She had no idea why she insisted on wearing them, except it was part of her “image.” Not that she had any image to protect. People gossiped about her on a daily basis. You know how it is in a small town; everybody knows everybody else’s business. Only what they didn’t know about her wouldn’t hurt them. But you can be sure it would shock them. Oh, yeah, Beth Ann with the big boobs, as the men down at the local bar and grill where her husband hung out every Wednesday night was always good for speculation. If only they knew!
Beth Ann grinned, then ran a hand through her hair. She glanced into the big gold-framed mirror, deciding that her hair was about due for a new dye job. Her natural color was sort of a washed-out dishwater color, so she colored it once a week, and it had been two weeks now.
“Billy Ray?” she called out. “You home yet?”
The only reply she got was dead silence.
“Billy Ray?” she yelled again, cursing as she stubbed her toe on his pile of empty beer cans. Either he was working late, which he often did down at Rusty’s Automotive Service and Sales, or he had already left for the Amtrak Bar and Grill. His ritual for Wednesday nights was as regular as hers. He would go to the Amtrak, intending to “just drink a few beers with the guys,” and come home after two o’clock-when they locked the place up-so soused he could hardly stand up. It always tickled her that the Amtrak had never come anywhere near them, but they had spent a pretty penny on trying to get it there, so the Amtrak Bar & Grill was built as a reminder of just how futile life can be.
Beth Ann was much more righteous with her Wednesday night activities. She would get cleaned up after a long day at the Kut-N-Kurl, then head off to the Second Baptist Church. The Second Baptist Church was just about as well named as the Amtrak Bar & Grill. There was no First Baptist Church. Never had been, and never would be. If a new one ever came in, it would be the Third Baptist Church. She would faithfully ask for prayer for Billy Ray, that he would “mend his wicked ways” and leave his drink alone. She had become suspicious that lately he was doing a whole lot more than just beer, but she didn’t have any proof of it yet, so at least she didn’t openly accuse him of peddling drugs in the public arena of the prayer meeting.
As soon as the last “Amen” was uttered, Beth Ann would head out the door, straight to Richmond and the St. John’s Catholic Church. No, she wasn’t a hypocrite. Not to her way of thinking, anyway. She went there not to worship. No, they did that far too differently for her. She was happy in her Baptist ways. All she needed from them was the Wednesday night Bingo game. They had the biggest payoffs in town. And she really needed that big one tonight. Things had been spinning in her head at an uncontrollable speed and all she needed to get started was a computer. If she had that, she could finally get them moved out of that damned trailer park. Life there wasn’t fit for a beast, much less a man, and certainly not a woman. The things that happened there were so far beyond belief that if she wrote them into her book, everybody would be sure they were pure fiction. Everybody, that is, except the people who lived the life. The ones who walked the walk. Oh, they would be sure to recognize themselves inside the steamy pages of her novel.
She grinned like the cat that had just swallowed the canary. This was her little secret. She patted her purse, which was sitting on the car seat beside her, as she sped around the corner so she wouldn’t be late for prayer meeting. People always whispered about the “why’s” and “how comes” if someone showed up late.
***
Billy Ray came home and stumbled into the trailer house, knocking the pile of empty beer cans helter skelter. “Why the hell can’t you pick this dump up, woman?” he bellowed. When there was no response, he glanced up at the big round kitchen clock. Damn! 7:15! Hell with the shower. I’ll miss all the fun. He ran outside, jumped into his pickup and headed for the Amtrak. He probably would have gotten a ticket for speeding but the local sheriff was probably already home, reared back in his Lazy Boy Recliner, beer in hand, watching TV. He wasn’t known for his dedication to duty.
“Start the party!” the bartender yelled. “Billy Ray’s here.”
A round of drinks was poured for everybody. For Billy Ray, like always, it was a beer. Only difference in his drinking habits was that on Wednesday night, his beers came from the tap instead of from the can.
Billy Ray was the life of the party. All it took was about three drinks under his belt and he was loose as a lizard. It didn’t matter who bought the first round of drinks after he came in, but it was a guaranteed thing that somebody always did.
***
“I can’t believe it!” Beth Ann repeated over and over again on her way home, her purse tucked between her legs, hoisting her already too-short skirt even higher. “Gotta keep you safe, baby,” she said, patting her purse with one hand and steering with the other.
She glanced up at The Computer Discount Outlet Store. The manager, who she knew intimately well-if you get my meaning-was just locking the front door for the night.
“Yes!” she shouted, veering into the parking lot and laying on the horn like she was on her way to a fire. “George!” she yelled out the window as she kept rolling it down. “George! Wait just a minute!”
George turned to look at the oncoming car and smiled, rubbing his belly like he was starving for something-and it sure wasn’t a hamburger! “Whatcha need, little lady?” he asked. He chuckled to himself; now that ain’t no lady!
“Can you open up for me? I need you to help me. I’ve gotta have it tonight,” she said, her voice coming out in a high pitched squeal at the mere thought of what she was about to do.
“I asked you, whatcha need?”
“I’ve got to get me a computer. I need it right away.”
“You sure you know how to run one of them things now?” George asked her.
“Sure. After that computer course you gave me, I know I can operate it. Simple as 1-2-3. I can do anything I need to do on it.”
“What’s your hurry?”
“I’ve got me a project,” she explained, not wanting to reveal her plan.
“And you want me to be part of that project?”
Beth Ann looked him up and down. “Oh, yeah, you’ll fit into my plan just dandy.”
“So let’s get it on,” he said, trying to imitate that judge who used to be a boxer that had his own TV show.
“Not tonight,” Beth Ann said, grinning at him.
“Geez!” George mumbled. “How’d I let that one slip by?” He really hadn’t meant to say that. It just sort of slipped out. Like a lot of things that happened when Beth Ann was around; they just sort of slipped out.
***
Beth Ann was working away at her computer, sitting at the kitchen table, when she heard Billy Ray drive in. She looked at the clock: two-fifteen. As regular as clock work. Yeah, you couldn’t count on Bill Ray for many things, but you could set your clock by what time he got home on Wednesday night.
“What you got there, little darlin’?” he asked, his words running together like melted butter.
“I got me a computer,” she said, beaming proudly.
“Wha’d you do? Rob a store?”
“I don’t steal nothin’!” she yelled back at him. “You know me better than that!”
“So where’d you get it?”
“I won it, fair and square.”
“You won a computer? How’d you do that?” he asked, not really caring, but asking anyway.
“I won the jackpot at Bingo tonight. A thousand bucks! So I went right over to The Computer Discount Outlet Store’s and bought me one.”
“What are you gonna do with a damn computer?”
“I’m gonna write a book,” she said. “It’s gonna be a best seller.”
“Sure it is, baby,” he said as he crawled into the living room and fell onto the couch. In less than two minutes he was sound asleep.
“You’re gonna be my ticket out of this world,” she said, rubbing her new possession affectionately. She glanced up and down the street in the trailer court. She could see the lights on in several of the windows. She knew, just from observation, exactly what was happening behind every one of those closed doors. “Oh, yeah, baby,” she said, still rubbing the computer. “We’re gonna go places together. Just you and me.”
She watched as the lights in the kitchen went out at Melody’s place. They were followed by the lights flipping on in the bedroom. “Amos is out with his eighteen wheeler,” she said softly to herself. She began whistling the tune from ‘Eighteen Wheels and a Dozen Roses’. She knew what was going on there, and it didn’t have anything to do with either eighteen wheels or a dozen roses.
She clicked off the lights and crawled into her own bed. She’d been in her baby doll pj’s for hours so all she had to do was climb into the bed-alone. Some things never change, she thought, and then realized that if she had her way, her whole world was about to change.
“Goodbye, President Park!” she said as she fluffed her pillow and rolled over.
Chapter One
Thursday, March 2, 2000
“I HEARD IT THROUGH THE GRAPEVINE”
Who was that seen coming in again late last night from the big city of Richmond? Who has been seen making regular runs into Richmond, always on a Wednesday night after prayer meeting lets out down at the Second Baptist Church? What has she been doing? What is she hiding from us? What was that mysterious big box she had in the back seat of her car as she was seen driving through town on the way home after her ‘Richmond run’ last night? What color will her hair be next week? Inquiring minds want to know!
The sheriff was called out last night to another incident down at President Park. Seems that Troy Finkmyer got just a teeny weenie bit plastered down at the Amtrak Bar and Grill last night and decided to give his wife a few more bruises after he staggered home. When the sheriff arrived, Mary Jo was sitting on the front steps of her trailer, holding an ice pack to her bruised face. She refused to press charges, said she ran into the door - again!
Shirley Snodgrass
Gossip Columnist
GRAPEVINE GAZETTE - Grapevine, Kentucky
***
Beth Ann threw the Grapevine Gazette down in disgust. That damn Shirley Snodgrass! That Shirley thought she was Grapevine’s answer to Hollywood’s Hedda Hopper! You might know you couldn’t get away with nothing in this damn little hick town with that Shirley watching everybody like a hawk. Inquiring minds want to know, indeed! Huh! You just wait till next week when that old Shirley comes into the Kut-N-Kurl for her regular monthly dye job! Wonder how old Shirley will like it when she looks in the mirror after I get through with her and sees the purple hair she’s gonna get. Beth Ann laughed as she fluffed up her freshly dyed Champaign Ice colored hair. That ought to teach her to make fun of my hair color! That Shirley wouldn’t know style if it came up and bit her on her big fat ass!
Beth Ann teetered over to the kitchen table in her red high heels and smiled as she patted her newly purchased computer, her pride and joy. “Me and you are going places, baby,” she whispered. “Those nasty old busybodies here in Grapevine will find out that I’m not just a dyed blonde bimbo. That fat assed old Shirley will really have something to put in her gossip column when my book is published!” She glanced at her watch. Better get her ass in gear. Melody would be at the shop for her perm in less than half an hour.
Beth Ann grabbed her Kut-N-Kurl jacket off the hook by the front door and hurried out to her 1969 black Mustang setting in front of the trailer. She got in and twisted the rearview mirror down and applied a fresh coat of Crimson Coy lipstick as she turned the key in the ignition. The engine sputtered, coughed and died. “God damn you, Billy Ray! Some fucking auto mechanic you are! Why the hell can’t you at least keep my car running?” she banged on the steering wheel in frustration. “All you ever do is drink beer and hang out with your buddies!” she yelled. “I might as well be single for all the hell good you are to me! Now I’m gonna be late for work!” She got out and slammed the door and kicked it with a well-aimed red high heel shoe. “Damn stupid mother effing car! Damn piece of junk!”
Weren’t no use even trying to go back in the trailer to wake up that damn sorry Billy Ray. He hadn’t moved a muscle since he passed out on the couch last night after stumbling in from the Amtrak drunk as a skunk. If he thinks I’m gonna wake him up this morning so he won’t be late for work, he’s got another think coming! I don’t give a shit any more. She opened the back door and picked up the wrench she kept on the floorboard. She yanked up the hood and banged the battery cable. Wish that was Billy Ray’s damn head! She got back in the car and cranked it again. This time the engine sputtered to life. She threw the wrench back into the back seat and squealed rubber as she backed out of the driveway. Gravel flew as she tore off down the road towards the Kut-N-Curl, tape deck blaring out ‘I Heard it Through the Grapevine’.
She lit a cigarette and took a deep drag. Gotta get me one of them fancy shmancy pen names, she thought as she rolled the window down a crack. What can I call myself? Beth Ann Dixon just don’t have the right ring to it. How about J’Lyne Jones? That has a nice ring. No, I don’t like that. Jones is too plain to go along with a fancy name like J’Lyne. I like J’Lyne though. Sound classy like my novel is gonna be. Maybe I’ll just go by the one name like Madonna does. Naw, that’ll never work. Gotta have a fancy last name if I’m gonna use J’Lyne. Ain’t nobody here in Grapevine got a fancy last name.
Beth Ann was in the middle of giving Melody Jackson a perm when it hit her like a bolt of lightning out of the clear blue sky. She jumped up and down, squealing, boobs flopping around inside her black nylon uniform like two pigs in a poke, as she danced around the shop. Melody jumped up out of the chair like she had been shot, perm rods flying every which way.
“Bethany Dickerson!” Beth Ann screamed in a high-pitched squeak. The customers in the shop gawked at her like she had lost her mind. “I got it! That’s it!” She smiled at them mysteriously. Ain’t gonna tell them nothing about what I’m doing right now. She stooped down and starting picking up the perm rods off the floor. Nope, what they don’t know won’t hurt them. Plain old Beth Ann Dixon just don’t cut it but Bethany Dickerson had a real nice ring to it, she grinned. When she started signing all them autographs after her book was published, Bethany Dickerson was close enough to Beth Ann Dixon to remember and not sign the wrong name in the book. Yep, that was it! She was gonna be Bethany Dickerson, famous author!
Chapter Two
“….. and that is the weather for this Thursday…”
Billy Ray fell off the couch, hitting his head on the coffee table, as he fumbled for the snooze button on the clock radio. What the hell?
“Fuck!” he swore, peeking through one eye. That damn Beth Ann had left him passed out on the couch last night. The pounding in his head did not mix well with the light drifting in through the open shades.
“Damn it, Beth Ann!” He knew she had opened the blinds on purpose. Slowly he opened his other eye and peered up at the clock on the wall above the TV.
“Damn!” he swore again. It was close to 8:00 am and he was already late. He had three oil changes and a brake job to do today before noon. He needed a little lift.
He stood, staggering across the living room, aiming for the bedroom door. He was almost there when his foot became entangled in one of Beth Ann’s black satin bras.
“God damn!” he screamed out as he went flying towards the wall off balance. He raised his arm just in time to catch most of the blow across his forearm, but his face still hit the metal duck Beth Ann had hung on the wall. It had sharp edges and he felt it slice across his cheek. Blood ran from the wound as he reached down, tearing the bra from around his ankles.
“If she would just clean up this place,” he mumbled, tossing the bra into the pile of dirty clothes in the corner of the bedroom. Wiping more blood from his face, he staggered down the hallway and headed for the bathroom. Why in the hell did he stay so late at the Amtrak last night? There had not been the usual crowd to keep him. Stepping into the bathroom, he reached up and pushed aside the ceiling tile. With his fingers, he found the plastic baggy and pulled it down.
“Just a little snort to clear the head,” he whispered.
He poured a small pile of the white powder onto Beth Ann’s makeup mirror, examined it and poured on some more. With quick movements, he used his razor blade to cut out a few lines. His head pounding, he placed the straw in his nose and snorted deeply. The cocaine sped up into his nose and through his system. He took three snorts per side and then put the baggy away.
“Better hit the shower,” he mumbled, feeling better already. He knew from watching The Discovery Channel that the drug was now entering his mucus membranes and entering his system. He should be good as new by the time he got out of the shower.
Fifteen minutes later he was dressed and jumped into his old Ford pickup. On the seat, he found his Colt .45 and three empty magazines. Oh shit! He rubbed his eyes. They had been shooting at that possum last night off of the back deck of the Amtrak.
“Lucky bastard,” he said firing up the Ford. “Not one of us even touched him.”
It had all started after Nub Meeker went outside to take a leak. The bar was crowded, so it was far quicker to simply hang it from the deck. Soon he was back in, yelling that there was a possum out there in the weeds and he had seen it clearly. Of course Thelma Williams had called out that she would cook it up for them if someone went out and shot it. Everyone, of course, looked at him. It was well known that he had more guns than a K-Mart sporting goods section and he always carried one close by. He had stepped out into the lot and retrieved his Colt from the glove box of his truck and loaded it.
What happened next was probably the most embarrassing moment of his life. The bar crowd poured out onto the deck to watch the timely demise of the feeding possum. Trent Barker, the owner of the Amtrak, turned on the high intensity floodlight he reserved for poaching deer. With the crowd at his back, Billy Ray took his place and put his sites onto the soon-to-be dead animal. As they chanted his name, he took a careful bead and fired!
The flying dirt did little to hurry the demise of the possum that continued to eat whatever it was dining on. After the first full magazine, Billy Ray was angry and the crowd was rolling about laughing. Hell, Trent even offered to buy another round of beer as Billy Ray reloaded.
The second magazine did little more than cause the rodent to scurry away a bit into the open field. Now the crowd roared! There was no way Billy Ray would miss the possum in the open. By the time the weapon was empty, there was no sign of the possum who had run away uninjured, and Billy Ray stood alone on the deck. He had missed every shot.
“Come on,” Barker offered out of the bar door. “I’ll buy you a beer.”
Dejected, Billy Ray placed the empty gun in his coat pocket and went inside.
Now, as he drove to work, he realized he had two major problems. One - the possum had ruined his image as a dead shot and killer of small animals. This was really bad. Two - he was out of bullets and driving about town with an empty gun. This was a complete catastrophe! What if some crazed druggie tried to car jack him like they did in the big city?
Aw, hell! Ain’t never happened here anyhow. Shaking his head, he drove the last two blocks to work.
***
“I’ll be heading home, Billy Ray. Lock up, okay?”
Billy Ray glanced up from under the Buick and waved to old Rusty, the owner of Rusty’s Automotive Sales and Service.
He glanced at his watch. It was time for The Crew to arrive. The Crew, as they were called, was a group of hard-drinking construction workers who stopped by nightly to polish off a few cold ones before heading home or to the Amtrak.
At 4:15, Gordy was the first to arrive with a case of Pabst under his arm. He walked past the Buick just as Billy Ray finished the muffler job. He was stuffing beer into the old refrigerator as Jack and Pinto walked in, each with a case of Budweiser.
“Howdy, Billy Ray,” Jack greeted as he handed him a cold can of Bud.
“Good to get this day over,” Billy Ray replied, popping the top and taking a drink.
“Heard you lost your better judgment last night,” Pinto said as he lit up Marlboro. “Out back of the Amtrak.”
Lighting his own cigarette and smiling, Gordy chuckled. “Yup. I heard that possum not so much as shivered.”
“Over in Orange County, bragging to his relatives they say,” Jack chimed in with a mocking smile.
Billy Ray just shook his head; this was going to be a long night!
“And I also heard that Beth Ann got herself a computer,” Jack announced. “What in the hell she gonna do with that?”
Billy Ray shrugged. “I don’t know fer sure,” he replied.
“Porno.” Pinto began to chuckle loudly as he blew smoke into the air.
“Yeah,” Gordy piped in. “My brother had a good marriage until his old lady got one. Next thing he knew she was talking on it to some slick dude from Texas and zap!” he snapped his fingers. “She left him and headed there like that.”
The group shared a nod. They had all heard the story.
“Oh shit!” Billy Ray moaned. Reaching into his pocket, he removed a couple of Percocets and popped them into his mouth.
“Yup, the old lady gets a computer and you put on that dazzling shooting display. Hell, this town ain’t had this much news for months!” Jack was laughing loudly and the rest joined in.
But Billy Ray could not see one funny thing in any of this!
Chapter Three
Thursday, March 9, 2000
“I HEARD IT THROUGH THE GRAPEVINE”
Seems that a certain lady (we won’t name any names!) didn’t make her regular Wednesday night run to Richmond last night after church let out down at the Second Baptist Church. She was seen hurrying towards home soon as the last Amen was said. Didn’t even stick around to shake the preacher’s hand. What is she up to anyway? She’s sporting a new hair color this week, flaming red. What color will it be next week?
The volunteer fire department was called out last night to President Park. Wasn’t much of a response as most of the volunteers were down at the Amtrak getting snookered. Seems Troy Finkmyer had a fire in the shed out back of his trailer. The boys managed to hook up the garden hose to the faucet out back and save the shed. The shed suffered smoke damage and Troy suffered minor burns on his hands. What’s Troy doing out in that shed anyway? Inquiring minds want to know!
Shirley Snodgrass
Gossip Columnist
GRAPEVINE GAZETTE - Grapevine, Kentucky
***
“God damn that Shirley!” Beth Ann slammed her coffee cup down so hard on the kitchen table that coffee splattered everywhere, drowning out Shirley’s words in the Grapevine Gazette. “Why the hell can’t she let me alone in that piddly ass little gossip column of hers!”
Billy Ray came stumbling into the kitchen. “What the hell you yelling about, woman? Can’t you see I got a headache here?”
“If you’d lay off some of that frigging beer, you wouldn’t have a headache all the time, Billy Ray. Just look at you, ain’t you just a sight for sore eyes this morning! Hell, your eyes look like a roadmap. When you ever gonna learn?”
“Get off my back, Beth Ann! You don’t look much better sitting there with coffee all over your lap. Why the hell ain’t you dressed for work already?”
“I ain’t going to work today, Billy Ray. Where the hell is your mind these days? Don’t you remember this is my Thursday off?”
“Whatcha going to do today, Beth Ann? Play with that fancy shmancy computer some more?”
“I ain’t playing with it!” she screamed. “I’m writing a novel!”
“You can’t write no novel, Beth Ann,” Billy Ray laughed. “I don’t know how come you ever got the notion in your head that you could write a novel. Who the hell do you think you are, Danielle Steel? Whatcha writing about anyway?”
“It ain’t none of your frigging business what I’m writing about, Billy Ray! I ain’t gonna tell you. All you do is make fun of me and I’m just plain getting sick of it. If you don’t watch out, I’m gonna trade you in on another model. Your beer belly ain’t the most attractive thing to look at in bed. I’m wanting a real man around here. When’s the last time you gave me a little nooky, anyhow? There’s plenty of other men out in this world that wouldn’t mind satisfying me!”
“Yeah, they’re lined up down the street waiting till I leave and then they’re gonna come in her and fuck your brains out, ain’t they, Beth Ann? Ha! Don’t make me laugh. You ain’t no prize catch yourself, sweetheart! You’re getting just a bit on the plump side here lately.”
Beth Ann threw the paper at Billy Ray. “Get your ass on outa here and get to work before I smack you one, you lousy excuse of a husband! You think nobody wants me, huh? You’d be surprised how many people wants a piece of my ass!”
Billy Ray grinned as he walked over behind Beth Ann and grabbed her ass with both hands. He nuzzled her neck, whiskers scraping her, as he whispered in her ear, “You just better not give anybody but me a piece of that ass, Beth Ann. That ass is mine and don’t you forget it.”
Beth Ann twisted around in his arms and glared at him. “Don’t think you can get off that easy, Billy Ray. I’m mad at you, now you just let me alone!”
“Aw, sweetheart, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make fun of you. You just go ahead and play around with writing that novel if that makes you happy. Hell, I might even give you a surprise tonight when I get home from work.” He winked at her suggestively and laughed.
Beth Ann slapped at his arm and laughed. “Oh hell, Billy Ray, get on outa here and go to work. You know I can’t stay mad at you. I just might have a surprise for you when you get home from work tonight. Never can tell,” she grinned.
***
Beth Ann lit the candles and turned out the lights as she heard Billy Ray’s truck roaring up the driveway. Hope he ain’t too damn drunk for his surprise. I read about this on one of them romance forum boards today and it’s damn sure worth a try. Gotta do something to spice things up around here. Me and Billy Ray been sadly lacking in the romance department for a long time. I’m horny as hell and I’m gonna get me some tonight if it kills me!
She heard him open the door and she jumped out from behind it and yelled, “Surprise!”
“God damn, Beth Ann, you scared the shit outa me! Damn it’s dark in here. What’s going on? Did you forget to pay the electric bill again?”
“Naw, Billy Ray, I didn’t forget to pay the electric bill. I told you I just might surprise you tonight and here I am!”
“Damn, Beth Ann! Where’d you get that black skimpy thing you got on? Jesus Christ, look at you! Wow! Hot dog, we gonna get laid tonight, ain’t we, sweetheart?”
“If you ain’t too drunk to get it up, we will!”
“Just let me go get a shower and wash this god damn grease off me and I’ll show you I can get it up!”
“Well you better hurry, Billy Ray, or I’m gonna start without you!”
“Whatcha mean, you’ll start without me? How you gonna start without this?” he laughed as he cupped himself in his hands and held it up to her.
“Oh you’d be surprised what a gal can do without one of them things, Billy Ray. I been reading all about it on my computer. A gal can do a lot all by herself!”
“You gonna show me whatcha can do without Old Pete here, Beth Ann?”
“I just might!” she laughed. “I’m learning a lot here lately!”
***
Beth Ann was lying in the bed when Billy Ray came in out of the shower. She smelled that imitation Polo she had bought him at Wal-Mart in Richmond before he got near the bed. Damn, he don’t have to drown himself in that stuff! Hell, he won’t even be able to smell my imitation Escape that I bought myself he’s got so much of that crap on.
The light from the candles flickered off the white blinds on the windows throwing mysterious shadows into the bedroom, as Billy Ray walked up to the bed, buck-naked. Beth Ann sat up and propped the pillows behind her head and grinned. Old Pete was poking out in front of Billy Ray like a bird dog that had just caught scent of a nice juicy quail.
He stood there in front of her, grinning like a Cheshire cat. “Now whatcha going to do with this, baby?”
Beth Ann pulled that little black lace nighty off over her head and her boobs glistened in the candlelight. She cupped them in her hands and laughed. “Whatcha gonna do with these, Billy Ray?”
Billy Ray crawled into bed. “Hell, Beth Ann, maybe we can figure out something to do with’em.” He straddled her with Old Pete staring at them boobs with his little single eye. Tears were beginning to form in Old Pete’s eye.
Beth Ann leaned down and licked the tears off Old Pete with her tongue. Old Pete jumped. Beth Ann laughed. “Why don’t you put Old Pete right here in between these boobs, Billy Ray, and let’s see what we can do.”
Billy Ray took Old Pete in his hands and slid him in between Beth Ann’s boobs. Beth Ann cupped her boobs in her hands and held them around Old Pete as Billy Ray worked Old Pete back and forth between them boobs. Beth Ann leaned her head down and took Old Pete’s tip in her mouth and helped him out. Billy Ray groaned. “God damn, Beth Ann, that feels good!”
“Yeah, Billy Ray, I can see it’s feeling too damn good. You get off me right now. I ain’t about to let you cum without me tonight! I want some too!”
“Aw hell, Beth Ann, I ain’t gonna forget about you. I just wanted to have a little fun!”
“Well, you’re having too much fun, Billy Ray. Now turn your ass around and lets do something else.”
“Whatcha want to do now, Beth Ann?”
“You just turn your ass around and I’ll show you what I want to do!”
Billy Ray turned around in the bed with his ass end up by Beth Ann’s face. Beth Ann took Old Pete in her mouth and sucked on him, up and down, and licked her tongue in little swirls. Billy Ray’s hips bucked as he grabbed Beth Ann’s head and pulled her closer. Beth Ann spit out Old Pete. Billy Ray groaned, “Now why the hell did you stop this time, baby?”
“You think you just gonna lay there and get all the enjoyment, Billy Ray? Now you get busy down there or I’m gonna get up and leave you here all by yourself!”
“Oh hell no you ain’t, Beth Ann! You’re ain’t gonna leave me hanging now!” He nuzzled her with his mouth and his tongue found her.
She squirmed and wiggled closer to him. “Now that’s more like it, Billy Ray!” She took Old Pete back into her mouth as Billy Ray went to work with his tongue. She was hot and panting and her insides felt like they were on fire. Been a hell of a long time since I felt this good! She could feel she was fixing to explode. She locked her legs around Billy Ray’s head as her insides started quivering. She almost swallowed Old Pete as she felt as her climax starting. Billy Ray grabbed her ass and held on as she bucked and jumped under his tongue. Old Pete slipped out of Beth Ann’s mouth as she screamed out in joy and she reached down and grabbed Billy Ray’s head to her and damn near pulled him bald headed as she hung on for dear life.
“Ouch, Beth Ann, god damn! Let go of my hair!”
Beth Ann laughed. “Shit, you know how to spoil a wet dream, Billy Ray. Get your ass up here on top of me and fuck my brains out. You just now got me warmed up!”
Billy Ray crawled on and poked Old Pete in. Beth Ann was so wet that he went in easy as pie. Beth Ann locked her legs around Billy Ray’s and they began moving together, slipping and sliding, round and round, up and down. Beth Ann grabbed Billy Ray’s ass and held on as she moved with him. Damn, sex with him was still good! She clawed at him with her Crimson Coy fingernails and he yelled, half in pain and half in delight.
“Damn this feels good, Beth Ann!”
“Damn tooting, Billy Ray! We still got it, baby!”
“Hold on, Beth Ann, Old Pete’s about ready to cum!”
“Any time, baby, any time! I’m ready too!”
“Here we go then! Hang on, honey, here we go!” Billy Ray cried out.
Beth Ann hung on and they rode the roller coaster ride together and came out on the other side, limp as a dishrag. Billy Ray collapsed on Beth Ann.
“Get your heavy ass off me, Billy Ray!”
They rolled over in bed and snuggled up as outside the music blared from the trailer next door.
Chapter Four
Beth Ann was up and out of the house before Billy Ray even raised an eyebrow. He rolled over in bed and suddenly realized she was gone. “Damn, I wanted another round of that,” he mumbled before he checked the time. “Shit! It is already 9 am.”
He swung his legs to the floor and tried to clear his mind. What in the hell had she tried to do to him last night? Smiling, he realized that it had been pretty damn good and it was better not to ask too many questions. Staggering, he managed to pull on an old pair of sweat pants - the ones with the hole between the legs, his favorite pair that was just now getting broke in good. He made it into the hallway and to the kitchen with little problem. Strange as it was, his head was real clear today. He didn’t even stop for a dose of coke or percs. Shows what a good woman can do. The right one can make you and the wrong one can break you.
He was running this through his mind when he heard the sound of the lawnmower.
“Son’ bitch!” he exclaimed, snatching his pack of cigarettes from the counter. “This is Friday, it ain’t supposed to be happening on a Friday!”
He vaulted from the front door of the trailer and hit the ground running. His nuts popped from the hole in his raggedy sweat pants and he had to stop and poke them back inside his pants.
“Damn! I ain’t got time for this!” he swore.
Glancing down the street, he saw Nub Meeker coming his way as if his ass was on fire. He had a case of Bud strapped to the back of his Honda 400 motorcycle and a look of dismay plastered across his face. From the back yard he heard the sound of the grossly overweight Theodore ‘Teddy Bear” Swiggums as he raced around to where Billy Ray stood.
“What in the hell is going on?” Teddy Bear demanded as he huffed and puffed, trying to get air. Across the driveway Nub had slid into the lawn and tore up half of the grass before hitting that old pile of tires and almost wiping out.
“Ya,” Nub screamed. “I was almost headed for work. Who changed the goddamn schedule?”
Billy Ray shrugged. “I don’t know, boys. She ain’t supposed to be out here today. Tomorrow was the regular grass cutting day.”
In unison they turned as the sound of the lawnmower grew louder. Down the street she came, like a princess in white. Patty Louise Coleman, the daughter of the caretaker for President Park.
“Oh my Gawd!” Nub was shaking. “She is wearing that white mini dress and halter top!”
“No shit!” Teddy Bear grabbed a beer and sat down in Billy Ray’s lawn chair.
Billy Ray watched her as she wiggled that tight ass down the street and for some strange reason it just did not interest him this morning. Whoa! He shook himself hard and added a slap to the side of his head. Patty Louise in a halter and mini and I’m not interested? Was Beth Ann that damn good last night?
“Better have a beer and settle down,” he told himself. “A man should not rush into such things.” And that was when the thought hit him. Was Beth Ann on that damn computer talking porno to some slickster and getting all horny, expecting him to be her love slave?
“Shit no!” he muttered, shaking his head as he scratched his belly. “Beth Ann could never find some guy like me. Sheeit, last night proved that.” Popping the top on his Bud, he sat down and joined the fellas as they watched Patty approach his lawn.
Turning off the machine, she smiled a she approached the table. “Morning, fellas,” she greeted.
“My Gawd!” Nub muttered under his breath. “I swear there is sweat between them two ripe breasts of hers!”
“I seen it too!” Bear added. “Damn! For a young innocent type, she sure does know how to put it on display.”
As they talked, Patty walked straight up to Billy Ray and leaned over. “So can I mow your lawn, Billy Ray?”
Billy looked from her eyes to her chest. He could just see the point of a hard nipple under her halter. Usually this would have caused him quite a stir, but today it just was not working.
“Uh, sure go ahead,” he answered.
“For five dollars?”
“Ya, sure,” he answered.
She hopped away smiling and Nub took a serious look at Billy Ray. “What in the hell is wrong with you?”
Billy Ray shrugged. “I ain’t rightly sure. Last night Beth Ann had a surprise for me.”
“She clobber you again with that old baseball bat?” Bear asked.
“Naw,” he answered. “I came home and she had candles and what not. Next thing I know she was seducing me, like one of them dudes on the Soap Operas.”
“Hell, that ain’t nothing fancy,” Nub interjected. “Heard she does it for all of the boys downtown at the Kut-n-Kurl.”
“Does what?” Billy Ray asked, as if snapping awake.
“Seduce them.”
Billy Ray was on his feet in a split second. The lawn chair fell backward and hit the concrete just as his fist slammed across Nub Meeker’s jaw.
“Don’t be talking like that about Beth Ann!” he warned picking up his chair and sitting back down.
Nub rubbed his cheek. The blow had hurt and he had seen stars. “Well damn it, Billy Ray, what was that for?” He had run down Beth Ann for years to Billy Ray. What was different now?
“I just don’t want to hear it,” Billy Ray said. “She told me last night I am the only man in this town who makes her crank turn,” he crunched his beer can, “and I think it is about time you boys see me for what I am.”
“What is that?” Bear asked raising an eyebrow.
Billy Ray stood and puffed out his chest as he leaned back slightly and half closed one eye. “I am a goddamn super stallion!” he announced. He twisted slightly to do one of them bodybuilder poses and his nuts dropped from his sweat pants.
“Gawd! I want to puke!” Nub exclaimed, swallowing hard.
Bear nodded, agreeing. “This is about all of the macho bullshit I can take for one day.”
Stuffing his balls back inside, Billy Ray sat down. “Serious, boys. I don’t want to hear no more shit about Beth Ann. After last night, I think we may be onto a new and different path to happiness.”
“What?” Nub asked blinking.
“Heard it on The Discovery Channel,” Billy Ray admitted. “When couples find that they are really more interested in each other than what is on the other side of the fence.”
“Huh?” Bear turned, reaching for another beer. “What in the hell are you getting at?”
“Like the old bull and the young bull,” Billy Ray explained. “Run down and screw one or walk down and screw them all. Except I can stay home and screw the best one in town.”
As he was talking, Troy from trailer 24 drove by, his sinister-looking ferret face peering at them from his car.
“Well, old bull, better watch that one right there,” Bear warned. “I hear he’s been making all of the rounds in town.”
Billy Ray’s fist slammed the table. “He better not be at my gate,” he warned.
“What you gonna do? Shoot him?” Nub asked with a mocking grin.
“Maybe,” Billy Ray nodded.
“Better practice,” Bear said. “Nub told me about the other night.”
“Hey, shut up!” Nub said. “Patty is done in the back and coming around the front now.”
They sat in silence as she mowed the front lawn and gave them a real good show. Nub and Bear were overjoyed. Billy Ray, however, just sat there.
“Troy Finkmyer, huh?” He began planning right away. “I will take care of that little commie pinko, mommy’s boy,” he swore. “Nobody is going to get Beth Ann while we are rediscovering the blossom of our love.” He stood as Patty made her way down the street to another victim.
“What you going to do today?” Nub asked.
“Got me a transmission job today at noon,” Billy Ray answered. “Rusty knows I ain’t worth a shit on Fridays anyway.” He shrugged as his eyes glanced down the lane to where trailer 24 sat.
“Damn son of a bitch!” he whispered under his breath.
Chapter Five
Thursday, April 20, 2000
“I HEARD IT THROUGH THE GRAPEVINE”
The members of the Second Baptist Church had quite a scare this past Easter Sunday. A certain someone who hasn’t been seen at church in a coons age walked in, holding on to the arm of his lady, who was sporting a brand new purple mini dress with a matching wide-brimmed straw hat sitting on top of her freshly dyed mahogany-colored hair. The Members held their collective breaths in anticipation of the roof caving in as the couple sashayed down the aisle and sat down on the second pew, pretty as you please.
The sheriff was called out to President Park again last night. Seems there was a horrific fight between two of the male residents of the park. Seems the one ‘gentleman’ accused the other ‘gentleman’ of ‘sniffing round his back door after his ole lady’. We won’t name any names here, but the lady in question is sporting a brand new short pixie hair-do of a certain mahogany color.
What is going on in President Park? Inquiring minds want to know!
Shirley Snodgrass
Gossip Columnist
GRAPEVINE GAZETTE - Grapevine, Kentucky
***
“God damn you, Shirley! You old cow! When in the hell you gonna let me alone?” Beth Ann screamed as she threw the Gazette down in disgust. “And God damn you, Billy Ray,” she yelled as she jumped up out of her chair, tipping it over backwards to the floor as she marched around to where Billy Ray was sitting, nursing his black eye. “What did you have to go and get into a fight with Troy for? It’s a wonder the sheriff didn’t haul you both off to jail. Would have served your ass right if he had!”
“Now, Beth Ann, calm down,” Billy Ray mumbled from behind the ice-filled washcloth he was holding up to his swollen eye. I got too bad a headache this morning to put up with you yelling at me.”
“You ain’t heard yelling yet, Billy Ray! I’m just getting started good!” Beth Ann screamed. “You know that damned sneaky Troy is dangerous. You could have been killed! It wouldn’t have surprised me one little bit if he had of pulled a knife on you!”
“Well, I ain’t no slouch when it comes to fighting either, sweetie! I would have showed ole Troy a thing or three if that damn sheriff hadn’t showed up when he did!”
“You better be glad the sheriff showed up when he did, Billy Ray. What the hell good you gonna be to me if Troy cuts you up? Just when I thought we might be getting on the right track with our marriage, you go and pull some fool stunt like this. What the hell was you and Troy fighting about?”
Billy Ray threw the washcloth down and jumped up. “We was fighting about you, Beth Ann! You! That damn Troy has been telling everybody here in town that you are sweet on him! I ain’t gonna stand for it! You are my ole lady and I ain’t sharing your favors with nobody!” Billy Ray yelled. “Oh, God, look what you made me do now, Beth Ann!” he groaned as he held his head in his hands. “I told you I got too bad a headache for this yelling this morning. I’m gonna take my ass back to bed. Now you just get off my back! I was defending your honor!”
“My honor! You were defending my honor! Since when did you care about my honor?” Beth Ann yelled. “You think I don’t know how you talk about me to your buddies? Always running me down and gawking at any woman that walks by. What the hell you care if I sleep with half the guys in Grapevine?”
“Yeah, I admit I’ve done that in the past, sweetie. But me and you are turning over a new leaf, ain’t we? I’m your stud muffin now, ain’t I, baby? We been getting it on pretty good here lately. You been seducing me and driving me wild with them little new ideas you been coming up with. Where’d you learn them things anyway, Beth Ann?” Billy Ray asked suspiciously.
“What does it matter to you where I learned them, you big ox? You been enjoying everything that I’ve done to you, haven’t you? I ain’t heard no complaints from you. I been learning lots of stuff on the internet on my computer. You’d be surprised what I’ve learned. I ain’t even begun to share it all with you.”
“What you writing in that book of yours, Beth Ann? You putting any of that erotic stuff in that book?”
Beth Ann laughed. “You ain’t gonna know what I’m putting in that book till I get through with it. And you don’t worry about what I’m learning off the internet. Hell, I’m just doing a little research for my book, Billy Ray. It ain’t like I’m going out and screwing every Tom, Dick and Harry here in town. I’m giving you the advantage of my newfound learning. You oughta be glad that it’s you I’m sharing it with, Billy Ray.”
“It ain’t every Tom, Dick, and Harry that I’m worried about, sweetie. It’s that damn Troy right here in President Park just four trailers down from my back door that I’m worried about. And he’s been telling everybody that you are sweet on him.”
“Billy Ray, now you are just being plain stupid. I wouldn’t give my little treasures to Troy if he were the last guy on earth! That damn little weasel! I don’t trust him any further than I can throw him. He’s up to something in that damn shed of his out back of his trailer and I just know it! You damn well better not be involved in any of his activities either, or I will kill you.”
“Now, Beth Ann, you know I ain’t involved with nothing Troy is doing in that shed of his out back. I ain’t stupid you know!” Billy Ray whined.
“Well you are involved in something, Billy Ray. I don’t know what it is, but it damn well better not involve drugs. If your ass is hauled off to prison for dealing drugs, you don’t think I’m just gonna be sitting here patiently waiting on you when you get out either! My sexual libido is hotter than ever and I ain’t waiting on you while you’re in prison.”
“Your what is hot? Your sexual libido? Where’d you learn words like that, Beth Ann? Sexual libido. I knew something had been hot around here lately, but I didn’t know you called it sexual libido now,” Billy Ray laughed. “You sure are beginning to think you are hot shit now, Beth Ann, just because you got one of them computers and say you are writing a book.”
“Damn you, Billy Ray! Can’t a person try to improve themselves around this hick town? I’m gonna show everybody in this effing place one day that I ain’t as dumb as everybody thinks I am! You just wait till my book gets published! I’m gonna leave Grapevine and if you ain’t careful, I just may leave your ass here with all the rest of them no good hicks around here.”
Billy Ray sidled up to Beth Ann and tried to pull her into his arms. “Aw, come on, baby. I ain’t making fun of you. Now you know you wouldn’t leave me behind. You been enjoying what I’ve got to give you too much to leave my ass behind.”
Beth Ann slapped him away. “Yeah, I’ve been enjoying what you’ve got to give me, but you ain’t the only guy in the world that’s got one of them things, you know. Plenty of guys in them chat rooms been wanting to take me into a private chat room. Hell, I just make take me an online lover.”
“Now what the hell is an online lover, Beth Ann? How the hell you gonna get screwed through any damn computer?” Billy Ray guffawed.
“You’d be surprised what you can do through that computer, Billy Ray,” Beth Ann smiled mysteriously.
She walked over to the door and opened it. She turned back to Billy Ray. “That computer is fast becoming my very best friend,” she laughed as she went out and slammed the door extra hard behind her.
Rubber squealed and gravel flew as she tore out of the driveway in her Mustang.
Chapter Six
Sunday afternoon at the Amtrak was usually pretty quiet. Oh there would be plenty of customers, but they were generally nursing hangovers and watching the NASCAR race.
Teddy Bear leaned heavily on the bar as Pinto and Jack were playing rap poker for dollars. Just as Jeff Borden passed Dale Garrett in the forty-first lap, Billy Ray walked through the door. He appeared mad and Teddy Bear fished a cold can of Bud from the cooler.
“Here have one on me to feel better.”
“Thanks,” Billy Ray took a healthy pull on his can. “Goddamn rough night and this morning ain’t much better.”
“Heard you got your ass whooped,” Pinto called over from his corner of the bar.
Picking up his beer can, Billy Ray walked their way. He sat down heavily just as Jack rapped out and took another dollar from the stack.
“Again?” he asked. “Might as well make it fifteen even.”
Pinto nodded. “Might as well.” He fished a cigarette from his pocket and lit it. Snapping his Zippo closed, he looked over at Billy Ray. “I wouldn’t show my face if I got whooped by Troy Finkmyer.”
Billy drained his beer and crushed the can. “I did not get whooped,” he defended. “He sucker punched me when the cops showed and I got distracted.” He reached for another can of beer. “Them damn blue and red lights. They kind of blinded me.”
“What you gonna do now?” Teddy Bear asked leaning across the bar top. “You can’t just let this go by.”
Before Billy could answer, Gordy walked through the door. He studied Billy’s face before shaking his head. “Opened your mouth again, didn’t you?”
Billy just shook his head. Bear was right. He had to do something about this.
“I need a plan,” he announced. “I got to catch that son of a bitch Troy Dingleberry in the act of romancing on Beth Ann.”
“Sure, make it legal when you go and shoot him,” Pinto agreed.
“Count me in.” Jack said as he rapped again and took another dollar from Pinto’s pile.
“You were in the army, Gordy. Any ideas on how to go about this?”
Gordy stepped to the bar and took the can of Pabst Bear had placed there. Holding it in his hand, he adjusted his faded Vietnam vet hat and thought a second.
“We need to run a little counter surveillance,” he said. “I got the stuff at home to do it. I’ll have to run back and pick it up.”
“Hey, I was in Vietnam,” Jack said. “How come you didn’t ask me for my advice?”
“You were a truck driver,” Pinto pointed out. “And your only confirmed kill was the hood of your truck!” He chuckled loudly, draining his beer. “Hey, Bear! Bring us a round,” he called out.
Bear brought out fresh beers as they gathered around the table.
“How we gonna do this?” Billy asked.
“Well, we know he drives a cab, right?”
“Yup. For Affordable Cabs.”
“We also know he lives in President Park. What I suggest is that when he goes to work later today we follow him and see what he is up to,” Gordy explained.
“Good idea! We will catch him in the act,” Billy Ray agreed.
“Do we have a contact that can covertly keep an eye on him? Someone who will let us know when he leaves for work?”
Billy nodded. “Nub Meeker lives a couple trailers away. If’n he is still sober by that time, I imagine he could let us know.”
“Good,” Gordy drained his beer. “Then we meet back here in one hour.”
“Hey,” Pinto leaned back in his chair. “Should we synchronize our watches or something?”
“Yeah, that is what they do on television,” Jack agreed.
“Hell, these damn digital watches, we would be all day trying to figure that out. Just be here in one hour.”
***
The plan was set into motion at exactly 3:30 pm. Nub Meeker called the Amtrak and passed the word on to Bear that the pigeon (Pinto insisted on using code words since they didn’t synchronize their watches) had flown the coop. Upon receiving the message, Bear hopped into his truck and drove to the Affordable Cab garage, where he waited for visual confirmation that the pigeon had arrived.
At exactly 3:50 pm, the target pulled into the lot and walked inside. Bear made a note of this in the small notepad Gordy had given each man. He had stressed the importance of documentation while involved in a secret operation like this. Gordy had also stopped at Radio Shack and purchased walkie-talkies. He maintained that they were to be in radio contact at all times. It was imperative, he explained, because a sneaky no-good woman stealer like Troy would be hard to catch.
At 4:00 pm, right on schedule, Troy left the garage with his cab. Bear keyed his radio. “This is the Bear. The pigeon has left the cage.”
“Okay,” Gordy answered. “Now pull off about two blocks and follow him.
“Roger that.” Bear pulled on his mirrored sunglasses and old fishing hat. “Got to disguise myself.” He failed to remember that his truck was plastered with Amtrak stickers and everyone in town knew it. Slowly he pulled out into the street and started after Troy.
“Well, here we go,” Gordy said, putting the radio down. “See anything yet?”
Billy Ray shook his head. He was peering through the spotting scope that Gordy had mounted on an old rifle stock. He could see right into the Kut-N-Kurl but he could not see Beth Ann.
“Sure she went to the shop?” Gordy asked.
“I think so. Of course she sped off in a huff. I guess I can’t be sure.”
“Well, if that wife-stealing little bastard is after her, we’ll catch him.”
“I hope so,” Billy Ray admitted. “With our love just blossoming like it is, I ain’t taking no chances.”
“Don’t worry. We’ll catch him,” Gordy smiled. “And when we do, I’ll fix his wife-stealing ways.”
Pinto stalked into the heavy foliage of the trees along the lake. If that son of a bitch Troy was screwing Beth Ann, he would bring her here. He gave one last look around before putting down his cooler and lawn chair. Just because he was on a stake out did not mean he had to be uncomfortable. He opened the cooler and pulled out a sub sandwich and a can of Budweiser. Propping his legs up on an old tree stump, he sat back and keyed the radio Gordy had given him.
“I’m in place,” he announced.
“Okay,” Gordy answered. “Lay low and wait. The pigeon is on the move.”
“Jack, you there?” he asked.
“Yup, right out side the Kut-N-Kurl.”
“Good.” Gordy could not see Jack’s truck from where he was. “If he shows up and Beth Ann leaves with him, you’re in charge of pursuing them. Billy Ray and I will follow at a distance.”
“Gotcha,” Jack answered.
***
Shirley Snodgrass clicked away at her typewriter as she listened to the police scanner. She had another article due for tonight and little material to work with. Actually this was a pretty quiet town. Thank God for that bitchy Beth Ann and her tramp loser husband Billy Ray. They usually provided her reams of material all by themselves!
“Car 4?”
“This is car 4. Go ahead, Marilou.”
“We have a suspicious person sighting here in town, Dick. Seems Mrs. Lewis was walking her cat and trying to snoop on her neighbors when she noticed that there was a truck running down at the Kut-N-Kurl. She claims there is an equally strange man inside of it smoking and drinking a can of beer.”
“Don’t sound too strange to me,” the officer said.
“Well, Dick, she also claims that there is someone on the roof of the hardware store with a rifle.”
“Now that could be suspicious. I better get over there.”
“Ten-four, car 4.”
“Better call the Sheriff’s Department and have them start a car this way too.”
“Ten-four, car 4.”
Shirley could not believe her ears. Hard real-life news! Snatching her purse and her hand-held tape recorder, she was headed towards the door!
***
Bear was hot on the cab’s tail as Troy pulled up to the front of the Kut-N-Kurl. He honked and then drove to the rear.
“Shit, I can’t see back there!” Billy swore as he lowered the rifle-mounted spotting scope.
“Hold on,” Gordy cautioned. “This is the only way in and out of the alley. We’ll see him when he leaves.” He keyed the radio. “Jack, get ready to take over the pursuit. Teddy Bear, back off but hang near us when we leave. If they make it to the lake, we will converge on them at Pinto’s signal.”
“Sounds good,” Jack answered.
“Okay, here we go.”
Less than five minutes later, the cab reappeared. It exited from the alley and turned west, the direction of the lake!
“Bastard!” Billy Ray snarled. “If he thinks he’s gonna take Beth Ann to the lake…. Hell! I took her there on our honeymoon!”
“Time to move.” Gordy headed down the ladder to his truck, Billy Ray at his heels.
***
“Car 4.”
“Go ahead car 4.”
“Cancel that second car, Marilou. There is nothing going on here. I found a spot where there were some cigarette butts and empty beer cans, but no man or truck.”
“Ten-four, car 4.”
“Clear me off of this call. I am heading home for supper.”
“Ten-four, car 4.”
“Damn!” Shirley clutched her portable scanner. “What does it take to get some real news in this town?” She turned onto Fifth Street and was about to head for home when it happened. Troy Finkmyer drove by with a female passenger. A mysterious female passenger wearing sunglasses and a flowery headscarf.
“What is this?” she asked, feeling her reporter’s curiosity kick in. “Maybe that slutty tramp Beth Ann and Troy are having an affair?” As she considered this, she saw Jack drive by in his truck and wave. He was that good-looking construction worker she liked. Plus it was rumored he had some money. She forgot about Beth Ann for a second until Gordy sped by with Billy Ray beside him. It was when Teddy Bear followed that she knew something was up!
“Inquiring minds want to know!” she screamed as she cranked the wheel and followed them!
***
“What do you see?” Gordy asked. They were assembled around his truck, waiting to hear what Pinto would report.
“Well, he parked and got out and climbed into the back seat. It definitely is that runt Finkmyer. I can’t see a lot because the windows are steaming up. Wait a minute,” there was a pause. “ I can see an ankle and I can hear a woman moaning!”
Gordy looked up at the men around him, crushing his Pabst can and tossing down his cigarette. “That is all we need boys. Time to go down there and settle this!”
With the men in the back, Gordy floored it and they squealed down to the water’s edge. As he slid to a stop, Billy Ray and Jack jumped from the back of the pickup, followed by Teddy Bear.
“Get him!” Gordy ordered as he opened the hood of his truck. Billy Ray threw open the rear door of the cab and grabbed a booted ankle. Before he could pull on it, a second boot flew from inside and crashed into his teeth. He flew backward and landed hard, tasting blood in his mouth.
“I got him!” Jack yelled out as he pulled Troy from the cab.
“What the hell?” the pigeon demanded as he was dragged, pants half down, across the gravel of the lot.
Getting back to his feet, Billy Ray noticed that Bear had one arm and Jack had the other as they half dragged, half lifted Troy to his feet.
“Hold the little bastard!” Billy Ray ordered as he stepped forward. He wanted to punch the little shit in the mouth. He was aiming up a good punch when Troy’s boot crashed into his groin.
“Oh shit!” he screamed as he fell to the ground, holding his jewels. “I think he castrated me!”
“Bring him here,” Gordy directed.
Rolling on the ground and trying not to puke, Billy Ray looked up. Gordy stood there with the hood of his truck open and a set of jumper cables in his hands. Meeting Troy’s eyes, he touched the two ends. Sparks flew and jumped into the air.
“Tie him to the grill,” Gordy ordered, tossing Pinto the roll of duct tape.
***
Shirley slammed to a stop and jumped from her car. “Goddamn, Beth Ann with her panties down to her knees. I need to get a picture!” She rushed past the men with her box camera in hand. “Sorry, Beth Ann, but inquiring minds want to know!” Stepping to the car door she snapped the picture.
In triumph she smiled, but the face that looked back did not share her delight!
***
“Car 4!”
Dick was just getting out of his car at home.
“Yes, Marilou?”
“We have a report of several men fighting and screaming at the lake. The caller says there are several cars involved.”
“Okay, Marilou. I am on the way.” Waving to his wife, he headed back out of the driveway.
***
“You can’t do this!” Troy screamed as Gordy touched the jumper cables again. A stream of bright sparks followed the loud crackling of the raw voltage.
“Yes he can.” Billy Ray struggled to his feet. “For trying to romance and screw my wife!”
“Beth Ann?” Troy’s eyes shot wide open. “I ain’t touched her.”
“Bullshit! She would prove it right now but she is still in the car. Probably hiding her face in shame.” He pointed to Gordy. “Light him up!”
Gordy stepped forward with the cables in his hand.
“Just a second!” Shirley Snodgrass stepped forward. “He is telling the truth. He was not with Beth Ann.”
“What? Who then?”
“Step over here fellas.” As a unit they followed her to the car.
“What the hell?” Gordy asked.
“What now?” Pinto asked scratching his head. “It ain’t Beth Ann.”
“I know,” Jack said, a plan forming in his mind. “Follow me.”
Dick pulled into the lake parking lot. He took a second to absorb what he was seeing before he keyed his radio.
“Marilou, you ain’t gonna believe this!”
Next to the open doors of the cab was Troy Finkmyer. He was taped with duct tape to a park sign. His pants were at his knees and his mouth was taped. The most disturbing part of it all though was the life sized rubber doll. Redhead, it looked like, with a flowered headscarf and sunglasses. She was taped to him in a lewd rendition of a sex act.
“Didn’t know he liked it doggy style.” Dick waited a second and chuckled, wiping his eyes. “Just when I think I have seen it all!”
Chapter Seven
Beth Ann quickly hit the disconnect button on her computer screen as she heard Billy Ray’s truck coming up the driveway. She jumped up and scurried over to the stove, lifted the lid on the pot of turnip greens she was cooking and gave them a stir. She turned as Billy Ray walked in the door.
“What in the hell has happened to you, Billy Ray? Whatcha been up to now?” she asked as she observed his beat up appearance.
Billy Ray hung his head. “Aw, me and the boys got into a little scuffle down a the late, Beth Ann,” he mumbled.
“You and the boys got into a fight? What was ya’ll fighting about? I thought ya’ll were all best buddies?”
“Naw, Beth Ann, me and the boys wasn’t fighting each other. I said we got into a little scuffle but it wasn’t between me and the boys. It was that damn no good Troy Finkmyer. It was him, that little weasel-faced, no good, wife-stealing bastard!”
“Whose wife did Troy steal?” Beth Ann asked in amazement. “Who would have that no good Troy Finkmyer? Hell, even his own wife don’t want him! Mary Jo was telling me the other day she was thinking of leaving his no good ass.”
Billy Ray mumbled something behind his hand. Beth Ann couldn’t understand a word he was saying. “Say that again, Billy Ray. Quite your mumbling and speak up.”
“I said I thought it was you. I thought it was you with Troy,” Billy Ray answered sheepishly.
“Me?” Beth Ann screeched. “You thought I was with Troy? Damn, Billy Ray, I knew you didn’t have a very high opinion of me but I didn’t know you thought that bad of me. Haven’t I told you I wouldn’t sleep with Troy Finkmyer if a nuclear bomb was dropped and he was the last man left standing on earth? Damn, Billy Ray! How could you think that about me?”
“Aw, Beth Ann, don’t be pissed at me. I don’t feel so good. My nuts hurt where Troy kicked’em.”
“If you don’t straighten up around here, Billy Ray, you ain’t gonna have no nuts. I’ll cut’em off. I’m tired of all your drinking and fighting and running after other women. I ain’t gonna put up with it much longer either!”
“Aw, baby, you know you can’t live without me. Haven’t we been getting along good here lately?” Billy Ray asked as he came up and tried to put his arms around Beth Ann.
“Get away from me, Billy Ray! I can’t stand the sight of you right now! I’m pissed and royally! Yeah, we been getting along better here lately but no thanks to you! It’s been me putting all the effort into improving our relationship. All you been doing is enjoying the fruits of my labor!”
Billy Ray laughed. “Now, Beth Ann, don’t tell me you ain’t been enjoying it too! We ain’t had sex this good in years. Besides, I ain’t been looking at no other women since we started turning over a new leaf in our marriage.”
“Oh yeah? You ain’t been looking at no other women, have you? Well what about Miss Angelface Patty Louise Coleman? You gonna stand there and tell me you have stopped eyeing Miss Ass Wiggling Lawn Mowing Patty?”
“Well hell, Beth Ann, give a man a break. You can’t expect me to become a new man overnight, now can you? Whatcha expect me to do when she comes flaunting it in my face?” Billy Ray asked. “Shit, baby, I said I was turning over a new leaf. I didn’t say I was dead!”
Beth Ann glared at him with a look that would have killed a possum at a hundred paces. “Get out of my kitchen, Billy Ray. Go get in the shower and wash your nasty ass. You stink!”
“Aw come on, Beth Ann, just give me a little kiss to let me know you still love me,” Billy Ray pleaded.
Beth Ann picked up the cooking spoon and swung it at him. It smacked him on the arm and he howled in pain. “Get outa here, Billy Ray, before I smack this spoon upside your head!” she screamed.
Billy Ray decided it was time to beat a retreat. As he walked into the bedroom, he looked back at Beth Ann. She had sat back down at her computer. He heard the sound of it being connected to the internet before he shut the bedroom door behind him.
***
Beth Ann typed, ‘Are you still there?’
The answer came back. ‘Still here and waiting on you to come back online.’
‘Do you still want to take me into one of those private chat rooms?’ she typed back.
‘I sure do!’ came the answer.
‘I’ve made up my mind. I’ll do it then. Meet me there tonight in two hours,’ she replied.
‘All right! I’ll see you in two hours, baby.’
Beth Ann disconnected and turned the computer off.
She went over to the stove. She took the cornbread out of the oven and dished up the turnip greens. She smiled to herself as she set the table. After a day like today, she knew it wouldn’t be long after supper before Billy Ray hit the sack.
She could hardly wait.
Chapter Eight
Beth Ann jumped three feet off of the bed as a terrible crash rang through the trailer.
“Oh my Gawd!” She flung aside the covers looking for Billy Ray. “Billy Ray, something is going on!” she screamed in alarm. Reaching across the bed, she knew immediately he was not there. “What the hell!”
She slipped from bed, pulling her old bathrobe around herself. One large round breast slipped free but she stuffed it back inside. Damn! Maybe there is a burglar outside and Billy Ray went to see already. Damn! What if the bastard got my baby? She reached for the baseball bat that was propped up against the wall. Clutching it in two hands, she crept down the hall as another loud clanging caused her to jump.
Good Lord! Swallowing hard, she made her way down the narrow hall of the trailer and into the kitchen. There was more loud banging and then she was sure she heard a man moaning!
Damn! It sounds like Billy Ray. She stepped to the door. I bet the burglar has him in some kind of chokehold karate thing! Bracing herself, she gripped the door handle firmly. I got to save him. From outside, the moans grew louder.
I got to protect my man. With a firm grip on the bat, she tossed open the door. What she saw caused her to freeze. Her breath stopped as she took in the sight before her! On his old weight bench lay Billy Ray. He was bench pressing and groaning with every repetition. Besides that he was wearing his old faded sleeveless bowling shirt and a pair of stained cut off shorts.
“Billy Ray!” she exclaimed.
He glanced her way, racking the barbell. “Damn it, Beth Ann! You ruined my surprise.”
“What surprise?” she asked, suspicious.
“I started working out again,” he explained. “I want to be ripped and muscular for the reawakening of our love.” He sat up, swallowing hard and shaking his head. “Now you found me out.”
“But baby,” she shook her head. “You have two more hours of sleep before you have to go to work.”
“I know,” he admitted. “But I have been watching that body building on TV and I think it is time ol’ Billy Ray got back in shape.”
Beth Ann shook her head. “Damn! I never would have guessed that you would do this for me, baby.” She tossed the bat back into the trailer. “I guess I had better get a hot shower going then.”
“Hot shower?” he asked confused.
“Well hell yes, baby. Every athlete needs a good shower and rub down after a workout.”
He smiled as her round firm rear disappeared back into the trailer.
“Maybe there are some good things about this working out stuff.” He stood, feeling pretty damn good right suddenly. With a sly smile, he followed his beautiful and voluptuous wife into the trailer.
“You know I am sorry about the other night,” he said as he lathered up under the hot water. He could hear her through the shower curtain rummaging through her beauty kit. Stashed among her hair coloring kits and hair maintenance products were her hot massage oils.
“It is okay, baby,” she replied. “I kind of lost my head at first, but I cooled down later.” Of course she didn’t add that her cooling down was that spicy talk on the computer. She paused. That young fella said he was eighteen. Hell, that was an old man in this town if’n he was still single and all. “I decided that it was pretty cool having you and your friends out defending my honor.” Now where was that damn oil?
“Well, sweet baby,” he said as he soaped up around the purple bruise at his groin, “I really didn’t believe it anyway. Hell! Even when old Shirley Snodgrass showed up yelling your name, I didn’t believe it.”
“Who?”
Billy Ray froze! He had heard the change in her voice.
“That no good bitch was there too?”
Billy Ray winced. How could I have said that?
“Well, yes, baby. You see, she showed up yelling that she had finally caught that slut Beth Ann and that inquiring minds want to know! Hell, she was almost embarrassing as she pushed Pinto aside trying to get her stupid box camera into that car.”
On the other side of the curtain, the rustling of the beauty box had stopped. It was the warning sign Billy Ray missed as he tried to save what was left of his possible early morning jump.
“Damn, baby! Just because I told her you was writing this book and she said you was nuttin’ but a damn hillbilly slut that rode the short bus to school. Of course then she asked what I had ever seen in ya.”
It was the last word he got out. Something crashed through the shower curtain and into his already split lip. He saw stars as the pain of the old wound reawakened. Flinching, he tried to back up but he slipped in the tub. He crashed back into the large rack of shampoos, conditioners, and moisturizers Beth Ann kept in the corner of the tub. Before he knew it, he was on his ass, which burned since he had scraped it bad last night at the lake after Troy kicked him.
With soap and shampoo running into his eyes, he glanced up as Beth Ann flung aside the shower curtain.
“If I ever hear you talking to that bitch again, Billy Ray, I swear I will make what that woman on Jerry Springer did look like a weenie roast!”
He swallowed hard. “But baby, I didn’t talk to her or nothing! Hell, I wouldn’t have even known she was there except she offered to help me ice down the family jewels.”
Like Mark Maguire swinging for the fence, Beth Ann’s eyes grew wide and she gripped the weapon she was holding. At the last moment, Billy Ray identified that it was the toilet plunger. It did little good knowing what it was as it slapped down across his forehead and snapped in half.
“If that bitch comes near you,” she warned through clenched teeth as she motioned with the remaining handle, “I will first use this on you and then shove it right through her nosy ass!”
Billy Ray tried to clear his eyes of the burning soap. “Goddamn, Beth Ann! Why did you hit me with that?”
“You no good bastard,” she snarled. “Worrying about you with them other bitches is one thing, but Shirley God-damn Snodgrass?”
From where he lay in the downpour of water, he swore she was trembling and shaking. “Baby, I never had no other bitches or Shirley.”
The end of the toilet plunger just missed his head as it crashed against the side of the shower. “I’ll take thirty pounds off of her fat ass for this!” Beth Ann swore as she stormed from the bathroom.
“Thank God!” Billy Ray tried to stand up, but slipped again.
“And here is your goddamn oil!”
The bottle shattered over him and he felt the rain of water and oil mixed with glass.
“Son of a bitch,” he swore quietly, praying she had left the trailer. “If’n I had not slipped again she would have given me a second black eye!”
***
He headed off for work and stopped at the Stop & Go for gas and one of them tough breakfast sandwiches. There was no goddamn way he was going to eat anything that Beth Ann cooked. The last time she was in this mood, she fixed everything with Ex-Lax or Pepto Bismol. He didn’t know if he was constipated or had diarrhea, for Christ sakes!
“What happened, honey?”
He flinched. It was just little Zoie May behind the register. He flirted with her every day. What in the hell was wrong with him?
“Nuttin’,” he answered, heading for the door.
It was just the beginning of his day. He had conflicting images in his head. One was of Beth Ann blowing through the doors with a shotgun. Oww! The second was the thought of that stinky little Troy Finkmyer telling about kicking him in the nuts. And third was the thought of Shirley Snodgrass naked! That almost made him puke up the breakfast sandwich, which had sucked anyway.
After three brake jobs, it happened. Mrs. Desiree Pauline Deveraugh pulled in with her Lincoln.
Oh shit! Billy Ray rubbed his throbbing head. She was about the worst woman for him to see right now. It was well known that besides being the richest thirty-year-old married to an eighty year old in town, she was also fricking hot!
“Oh Billy Ray?” she cooed, gliding into the garage in her white blouse and skirt. She was also carrying that little mutt dog she always had with her.
“Yes, Desiree?” he asked, wiping the oil from his hands.
“I need my oil changed,” she announced, gliding her tongue along her lips.
Is she teasing me?
“I will be down getting a cut and style at Beth Ann’s, so hurry.” she said before slipping out the door of the garage.
“Damn!” he cursed. “That bitch is a teaser.”
He could not tear his eyes from her ass as she strolled away. He noticed that she paused at the end of the block before turning towards the Kut-N-Kurl. Looking back, she met his stare and winked.
“She wants me,” he admitted with a groan. “What am I going to do? Beth Ann wants to kill me and all of these women want me! Hell, what a torment!”
It was the end of the day and with a sigh of relief Billy Ray, walked into the Amtrak.
“Beer,” he said pulling up a barstool.
“Shit!” Teddy Bear shook his head. “I better buy one for ya. I swear you look like someone busted your ass again!”
“Shut up!” Billy Ray warned. He reached for the beer, wanting to get that first cold taste to his lips. It was all he had wanted since noon.
“Hey, Billy Ray! Where is the slut?”
He froze. It was Shirley Snodgrass and she had her damn tape recorder!
“Come on good-looking, big boy,” she said in a soft seductive manner. “Inquiring minds want to know.”
Billy Ray turned slowly and stared at her. “Get away from me, devil woman!” Without even sipping his beer, he bolted, heading for the door.
As he slammed outside, he hit Jack and Gordy on their way in.
“Come on. We’re buying,” Gordy invited.
“No damn way!” he replied, hopping into his pickup and peeling gravel towards home.
They made their way to the bar, shaking their heads. “That was weird,” Jack said.
Teddy Bear agreed. “Didn’t even sip from his beer.”
Shirley Snodgrass saw Jack and made her move. “Hey good-looking,” she said quietly. “I have an inquiring mind and I want to know.”
“Know what?” Jack asked, draining half of his beer.
“If it is really as big as they say.” Her eyes strayed to his crotch.
“Well, baby, hang around,” he said. “After a few more, you may get better looking and besides, I like small-breasted women.”
“Small-breasted!” she screamed. “You bastard!” With a jerk of her wrist, she tossed her tap beer into his face and ran for the door.
As it slammed, Teddy Bear handed Jack a rag and shook his head. “Getting weird around here,” he said.
The door opened and Pinto staggered in. “Hey! What’s wrong with old Shirley? She got into her car and flipped me off before squealing away.”
“Don’t ask,” Teddy Bear warned. “Inquiring minds don’t want to know!”
Chapter Nine
The early morning light came filtering in through the partially open blinds into the bedroom. Beth Ann opened one eye and peeked over at the alarm clock on the nightstand. Shit, it was only 5 o’clock in the morning. She could still get a little shuteye. Her first appointment wasn’t till 10 o’clock. She had booked that fat assed Shirley to get her monthly dye job and then Mary Jo was coming in for a trim. She didn’t have any more appointments after that, so she was free after she finished with them.
She rolled over and snuggled up to Billy Ray’s back. He shifted in his sleep as he felt her weight against him and then settled back down to sleep. Beth Ann listened to him as he started to snore again. She chuckled as she thought about him doing his work out yesterday morning. Boy, was he a sight trying to lift those weights. He was so out of shape it was pathetic.
She had been noticing a change in Billy Ray here lately. He didn’t seem quite as frisky around other women as he usually was. He seemed to be more interested in their marriage than he had been for several years. Maybe it was paying off, all that stuff she had been learning on the internet about how to improve a stale marriage. God knows their marriage could use all the help it could get. Their interest in each other had been getting less and less the longer they stayed married. Not like when they first met.
Boy, when they first met they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Did it in the back seat of Billy Ray’s old jalopy all the time and every other place they could sneak off to. Hell one time after everybody had left after cheerleading and football practice, they did it under bleachers standing up. They had been hot to trot all right back in high school.
Beth Ann remembered how Billy Ray had looked back then, all those muscles and hard body from all that football practice and all. She had just loved to feel those muscles in his arms when he made a fist and showed them off. All the other gals had been after him too but she had been the one who was wearing his high school ring.
She hadn’t been no slouch back in high school either. She had been head cheerleader and had a body that was built like a brick shithouse. Pinto and Gordy had been panting after her, and even that damn Troy tried to get her to go out with him, but she hadn’t been interested in any of them. She had eyes only for her baby, her Billy Ray.
She reached down and scratched her stomach. She felt her stomach and hips with her hand. God damn but she was getting fat and flabby. How in the hell had she and Billy Ray let themselves go like that? Well it was damn time to do something about it. Billy Ray had already started trying. She couldn’t let him get fit and leave her fat, flabby ass for one of them other women!
She rolled over again and squinted at the alarm clock again - 5:30. Hell, she had time. She scooted out of bed quiet as a mouse and pulled the covers back up over Billy Ray. She opened the closet and pulled out her old jogging suit, slipped it on and tiptoed into the kitchen. She turned the coffee pot on and went and peeked out the kitchen window.
The street was quiet. Hell, wouldn’t nobody else be up this time of morning anyway. Most everybody in President Park was off on Saturday. It was a good thing too because most of them had a rip roaring good old time on Friday nights and wasn’t fit for man or beast on a Saturday morning anyway. It had been after midnight last night before she could get to sleep what with all that music blaring out from the trailer across the street. Damn young couple that lived over there must have invited people from all the surrounding counties to that damn party of theirs.
She looked over at her pride and joy setting there on the kitchen table. She was going to have to get it off that table and put it somewhere else. Billy Ray was bitching that he was tired of eating around it. Said it was like they had somebody else at the table with them all the time. She laughed. If he only knew! Maybe she could get an old desk down at the flea market and set it up in the bedroom. Hell, she didn’t want it in the bedroom though. She had to have her own little space if she was going to ever get anywhere with that stupid book she had told Billy Ray she was writing. Things hadn’t been going so good on it here lately. Maybe Billy Ray was right when he told me I couldn’t write no book. But that wasn’t what Stefan said. He said he liked what I was practicing with him in that chat room! He said I wrote real good. Hell, I’d bet the farm his name ain’t Stefan no more than mine’s J’Lyne like I told him. Who ever heard of anybody named Stefan except on that stupid butter commercial anyway?
The coffee pot gave its last gurgle. She poured herself a cup and stirred in the Coffee Mate. She grabbed her pack of Capri’s and her lighter and headed out on the back deck. The sun looked real pretty coming up over the trees. It had been a long time since she had been able to just sit and watch the morning arrive. Hell, life wasn’t so bad after all. She had her Billy Ray and he wasn’t half bad when he tried. And besides that she was going to write that damn novel if it killed her. She was going to be a famous author and go to all them book signings and all. Heck, maybe even Stefan would be at one of them. He said he was an author too. Wonder if I would know him if I was standing beside him? Bet he don’t look nothing like he told me! He’s probably got a beer gut just like my Billy Ray!
She took the last sip of her coffee and went back inside. She tiptoed into the bedroom and Billy Ray was still sawing logs. She crept back out of the bedroom and closed the door. She quietly let herself out the front door and was off down the street in the early morning light. She kicked at the beer cans laying in the street. Damn punks! Can’t they at least keep them in their own yard!
***
Beth Ann staggered up the front porch and let herself in the front door. She was winded and gasping for air.
Billy Ray jumped up. “Where the hell you been, Beth Ann?”
Just then she heard a roaring sound out in the yard. She looked out the door and saw Nub cutting across the grass on his motorcycle, tearing up the yard as he roared up to the porch. She saw Teddy Bear running down the street towards their trailer fast as his fat little legs could carry him. Gordy and the whole damn Crew was right behind him.
She looked at Billy Ray. “What the hell is going on around here?” she yelled. “What the fuck you up to now?”
“What the fuck am I up too? What the fuck you been up to?” he screamed back at her.
Before she could answer, the boys all came running in the front door.
“We’ll help you find her,” Gordy yelled.
“Where you think she went this early in the morning, Billy Ray?” Teddy Bear gasped.
“Billy Ray, come on!” Nub said. “You get on the back of my motorcycle and we’ll go hunt her down!”
“Hunt who down?” Beth Ann yelled over the racket. “Who’s missing? What’s happened?”
They all turned and looked at her standing there in her old jogging suit, sweating like a pig, her hair tucked up under Billy Ray’s old Budweiser baseball cap.
“Beth Ann! Where you been?” Jack asked. “Hell, Billy Ray called me up in the wee hours of a Saturday morning telling me you done gone and left him! We was all going to track you down for him.”
“Billy Ray, how could you do this to me?” Beth Ann screeched at him. “I ain’t been no where. How come you think I went off and left you anyway?”
“Well, Beth Ann, just what the hell was I supposed to think anyway? I got up and was going to surprise you and make the coffee this morning. I come into the kitchen and it’s already on. I couldn’t find hide nor hair of you anywhere in this damn trailer. Then I went out onto the back deck and saw your cigarettes and your empty coffee cup out there. But no you! What was I supposed to think? You either left me or you got kidnapped one or the other and I damn sure don’t know anybody that would want to kidnap you.”
“Well I wasn’t kidnapped for sure, Billy Ray. And I didn’t leave your sorry ass either. I was out jogging!” Beth Ann answered.
“You! Jogging? Yeah right, Beth Ann. Tell me another one. You ain’t been jogging in years!” Billy Ray yelled.
“Well hell, Billy Ray. You was lifting weights the other morning and you ain’t lifted weights in years either! You don’t think I’m gonna let you get all slim and trim and muscled again like you used to be back in high school and I’m gonna stay fat and flabby do you? I don’t want one of them other women getting you. You are mine! You are my baby!”
Billy Ray grinned. “You damn right I’m your baby, Beth Ann, and don’t you forget it either. You just come with me and I’ll show you how much I’m yours.”
Billy Ray looked over at the Crew as they stood gawking and shuffling from one foot to the other. “Uh, boys, I think ya’ll can run on home now. My Beth Ann has been found!”
Chapter Ten
Sunday mornings had to be the best part of the week as far as Billy Ray was concerned. He hit the weights quickly today, pumping the shit out of his shoulders. With Beth Ann jogging and him pumping iron, the whole trailer court thought they were nuts. He didn’t care though. He was loving this new interaction in their relationship. Just last night on one of them talk shows, they were discussing that very topic.
Slipping into the bathroom, he stripped out of his sweats and checked his upper body in the mirror. “Soon,” he muttered. He just wanted to get back some of that old muscle he had always carried. It did feel good, though, and after just a few days he was feeling more of the pump from the exercises.
Sliding back the shower curtain, he turned the water on, waiting for it to get hot. When he felt it was right, he slipped into the shower and reached for the soap. As he lathered up, his mind drifted off to the picture he had of Beth Ann back in school. Damn! If she wasn’t the hottest thang! He smiled suddenly, feeling himself becoming aroused. She had skills too. Suck a beach ball through a garden hose and never run out of breath. With a chuckle, he remembered the first time she wore a pair of them thong underwear things. He was sure he could have flossed his teeth with them.
He had shampoo in his hair and his eyes closed when he felt the rustling of the shower curtain.
“Morning, baby.”
It was Beth Ann, running her hands over his soapy body.
“Morning.” he answered, swallowing hard. He had been daydreaming about that thong and was fully erect.
“You been waiting for me?” she cooed softly, her hand moving between his legs and gripping him hard.
“Oh, baby!” He heard the soft moan escape from his own lips. His legs grew weak and he leaned against the side of the shower. Shampoo ran into his eyes as he tried to peek through it. Beth Ann was on her knees before him and stroking him gently but with a damn firm grip.
“I ain’t gonna waste this,” she said as her mouth was suddenly on and over him.
He clutched the curtain rod and almost tore it from the tub. Her practiced lips were driving him into a cloudy world of passion.
“Beth Ann! Oh, baby, you are the best!”
She smiled as she picked up speed, her mouth gliding up and down like a piston on a five hundred horse V-8 engine!
Feeling like he was about to explode, he tensed. Beth Ann stopped and rose to her feet.
“Do it like you used to, baby,” she said, turning away from him and leaning into the shower wall. He could see her large round boobs as they flattened against the tub side. Her round rear was up in the air waiting for his attention. Desire burned through him. She could still get him wilder than a punch-drunk sailor.
His hands on her hips, he guided her backwards until he entered her. “I want you so bad!” he moaned over her shoulder.
She stood a bit straighter and he could feel an increase in the pleasure he was feeling.
“Yes, baby! Harder!” she urged over her shoulder. “You wild stallion, Billy Ray! Give it to me!”
He was trying to. As a matter of fact, he was giving all he had. They rocked together like rutting animals, until Beth Ann screamed his name and clutched the tub. He also felt his own orgasm as it ripped through his body.
He collapsed back against the wet side of the shower stall as she stood, her eyes twinkling.
“You are still the best,” she panted before sliding from the shower.
Billy Ray felt like his heart was about to explode. They hadn’t done it in the shower for a damn long time.
“I love Sunday mornings,” he whispered, reaching for the soap again.
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