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Chapter 1


I was standing by the corner
drugstore looking in the window.  A woman cook was turning hamburgers inside
and they looked good.  I glanced in my billfold and found only some small
change.  Then I remembered that I had spent my last money on some shotgun
shells.


Suddenly I noticed a young woman
standing there looking at me.  She was carrying a tennis racket and was dressed
in a white polo shirt with red strips and red shorts.  She had on black tennis
shoes.  She was just as pretty as I remembered.


“Hi, Franklin,” Mary Lou said
sweetly. “Can I talk you into buying me a hamburger for lunch?”


“I might if I had any money,” I
said.  “I spent all of my money on coon hunting supplies so am completely
broke.  I did some work for a man the other day, but he hasn't paid me yet.”


“Well, I am hungry,” she said
“and I don't want to wait for you to get paid.  I hate to eat alone so will
treat you.”


We went into the drug store and
got a couple of stools at the counter.  There was a time when drugstores all
had eating places, but there weren't too many of those left, except in little
towns like this. I ordered a hamburgers with fries and a coke.  She ordered
the same thing that I did.


I felt a little funny having a
woman buying me lunch, but I figured since she was the banker's wife she was
rolling in dough.  We had gone together in high school.  She had been my first
real girlfriend and I had been crazy in love with her.  Then I lost interest in
school in my junior year and dropped out.  We dated for a little while after
that, but we had a fight about something and we split up.  She went on,
finished high school and went to college.  This was the first time that I had
seen her since I had gotten back.


“I guess you did well for
yourself,” I said.  “You married a banker and live in a big house.  I went by
there one time and it looked really nice.”


Mary Lou looked thoughtful and
said “I guess I did all right.  I should really be happy, but I am not.  I
spend a lot of my time playing tennis at the Club and it is really boring. My
husband spends most of his time at the bank so doesn't pay a lot of attention to
me.”


“If you are bored, why don't you
get a job?” I asked.


She looked thoughtful before
replying “I used to sell real estate before I got married.  Maybe I should
start doing that again?”


“I bet you would be good at it
since you are intelligent and beautiful,” I said.  


“So what have you been doing?”
she asked.


“Oh, just running up and down the
river mainly hunting coons.  I also do a little fishing.  I pick up small
carpenter jobs for spare money.  I own my own house and get by fine.  I live
the simple life unencumbered by a lot of money or possessions.”


I thought for a moment.  I never
did amount to much or really wanted to. I worked at a filing station for a
while after quitting high school.  I never got over her so after suffering
every time I saw her, I gave up and joined the Navy.  After my tour of duty, I
came back here to live.  I dated some girls while I was in the Navy, but never
found anyone that I cared that much about.”


Suddenly she got a evil glint in
her eye and reached over and took my hand and asked “Do you remember that time
in your Dad's barn when we were in high school?  We fooled around and had a
good time.”


“I faintly remember it, but are
you sure that you were the girl that I was in the barn with?”


“Of course silly,” she said
grinning at me.


I was hoping she had forgotten
about that, but I sure hadn't.  We had been necking real heavy in the hayloft
of my Dad's barn.  I had managed to get her bra unfastened and the front of her
dress unbuttoned.  She even let me suck on each of her nipples a couple of
times.  Those hormones were really racing through me and I was ready for the
real action. 


At that time, I was still
inexperience in the mysterious art of sex, but was primed to try it.  She had a
wicked little grin on her face and to top everything off, she brought her knees
up to her chin.  Then she pulled her dress up, allowing me to see her panties. 



She gave me another wicked smile,
and put her fingers down there and pulled her panties aside to give me a full
view of her private area.  I had never seen a girl's personal things before. 
The closest that I had come was when my friend Jake and I had gotten hold of a
playboy magazine.  Sometimes they showed a little of that stuff, although the
pictures were not that clear.


I had to touch it so I put my
hand down there and felt of it.  She told me to put my  finger into it.  I
complied with her wish and after feeling around a little bit, found the opening
and pushed my finger in all the way. 


She told me to move it in and
out.  I complied and after a few minutes suddenly she shuttered and clutched my
hand between her legs tightly.


That experience had gotten me
extremely excited so I tried to get her to lie down so I could enter her.


She backed off now and said she
was saving that for when we got married.  She reached over and opened the
zipper on my jeans and told me that she would give me something that would
relieve my tensions.  She pulled out my little buddy and starting moving it up
and down.


I have jacked my own little buddy
off before so that wasn't anything new.  But this was a whole new experience
and a lot better than solo sex.  Her hand felt so warm and soft as it moved
slowly up and down.


I asked her how she learned to do
that as I gasped in a short breath.  She just smiled and kept moving it up and
down, obviously enjoying what she was doing.  Suddenly I got a strange feeling
deep down.  She was watching her hand carefully.


I was watching her hand too and
without warning, my little buddy shot off, causing me intense pleasure.  She
smiled, pleased with her handiwork, and reached into her purse and got some
tissue out.  She wiped the stuff off of her hand and then wiped me off too. 
She gave me a quick kiss and then tucked it back in my pants.


"Franklin, have you been
thinking about that experience?" she said, bringing me back from the
past.  "We never did get to do the actual stuff and I have often wondered
what it would have felt like."


“I have wondered too,” I
responded. “It might not feel as good now though since we were young and
inexperienced.”


Now I got serious.  “I think that
it is best we forget about that.  It might encourage us to try it again.  It is
not that I have high morals, but it is just dangerous to fool around with
another man's wife.  A person could get shot that way,” I said taking my hand
back from her.


Mary Lou smiled at me and said “I
wasn't coming on to you, Franklin, at least not very much.  My husband doesn't
even know how to fire a gun so you don't need to worry about that.”


She grinned at me and said “what
do you do for fun, Franklin?”


“Like I said before, I spend a
lot of time running up and down the river at night hunting coons.  There is
nothing prettier than a pack of hounds bawling on the trail of a coon.  If I
manage to get him, the hounds and I eat really good for a while.”


“Are you happy, Franklin?” she
asked.


“I am doing what I like to do and
I guess people call me a redneck since they don't think that I am very ambitious. 
I do some carpentry work for some money when I need to.  I live in a tar paper
shack that I own.  I have an old pickup that is paid for and runs fine.  I live
the simple redneck lifestyle and like it.”


“Did you ever think of me?” she
asked.


“I asked my friends about you a
few times since I got home from the Navy.  Sometimes I feel a little sad and
lonesome when I think about you.  These feelings come on me, especially when I
am sitting in my shack by myself at night and it is real quiet.  I guess you
never forget that first one you were in love with and all those wonderful and
crazy feelings.”


“I know how you feel.  Sometimes
I wonder what you are doing and what my life would have been like if we had
gotten married.  I would probably have been poor, but would have been happy
with you.”


“Mary Lou, if I had married you,
I would have supported you okay.  I am not really lazy, but don't see any
reason to work hard if I don't need to.”


Mary Lou talked none-stop while
we were waiting to be served.  I listened for a while, but she wasn't saying
anything very important so after a while I stopped listening.  While she ran on
with her talking, I looked her over carefully.


She was a nice looking woman and
the years since I had last seen her had done her fine.  She had filled out and
become a really beautiful woman.  Her tennis clothes showed off her legs and
her figure.  I couldn't help but noticing though that she had sadness in her
eyes.


“Franklin, are you happy where
you live?”


“Actually I am,” I replied.  “I
have my own place to live, a shack up on the side of the hill.  I had saved
some money while I was in the Navy and so bought it outright when I got back. 
My shack isn't fancy, but it is plenty nice for me.  It has a tin roof, that
leaks occasionally when it rains, but usually I just put a few pots and pans
down to catch the water.  One of these days, I may get around to fixing the
holes, but heck; it doesn't rain that often here in New Mexico.”


“At least you have running
water,” she laughed.


I frowned at her interrupting me,
and continued. “The former owners put up some black tar paper and chicken wire
on the outside since they were planning to stucco it.  One of these days when I
get a little money ahead, I plan to finish the job.  But then again, maybe not,
since like I said, it is fine for me.


If I had me a woman, she wouldn't
be happy with it looking that way.  I am not real ambitious, but I pick up odd
jobs to make a little money to get by on.  Course, I aren't married so don't
need a lot of money no how.  Why people chase after all those almighty dollars
has always been a mystery to me?” 


“My husband chases money all the
time,” she said. “It is nice to know someone that doesn't consider it that
important.” 


Our cokes and hamburgers came and
we started on them.  I had ordered a chocolate coke and Mary Lou a cherry
coke.  Strangely enough that was what we always ordered when we were in high
school.  She had bought us both hamburgers, but didn't eat much of hers so gave
most of it to me.


She said “I have to watch my
weight since my husband doesn't want me to get fat.”


“I guess fat women aren't as
attractive as ones in shape so that is understandable.”


“It isn't what you think.  He
just thinks that a banker's wife should look a certain way.  He doesn't care
about the way for sexual things. “


I nodded my head and started
thinking about going coon hunting tonight.


Mary Lou suddenly put her hand on
my arm since she thought I wasn't paying her enough attention.  Little sparks
went up my arm when she touched me. 


She keep staring at me boldly
with her beautiful blue eyes and tossing her brown hair around.  “Franklin, I
am really lonely since my husband is a workaholic. He is a bank vice-president
and makes a lot of money so thinks that is enough.  He never pays much
attention to my womanly needs.”


“Mary Lou, you are a married
woman and I am not about to fool around with you. Now I might have gotten you
all wrong, but I don't think so.”


She smiled sadly and said “I have
enjoyed eating lunch with you and maybe we can do it again sometime.  Too bad
you have high morals since I wouldn't mind walking down memory lane with you
again.  


I left as soon as I finished my
meal.  I had began to feel uncomfortable since I was starting to feel those old
feeling returning.  I had looked at her moist red lips and got a strange
feeling that I would love to put my arms around her and kiss her.  Those were
wonderful thoughts, but heck, she is married, like I said.  I don't believe in
fooling around with another man's wife.


After a while, I started thinking
that maybe I had just imagined that Mary Lou had been coming on to me.  She had
a hard working respectable husband and I was just a shiftless guy with no
ambition.  Now I am not ashamed of that.  That is just the way I am and I am
not about to change.  No woman in her right mind would be interested in me
since I was just a redneck. 


Well, old Bob and I took the coon
dogs out that night and picked up a couple of fat coons.  There is nothing that
tastes better than a fat coon when it is cooked just right. I must have gotten
home about 3:00 A.M.  I pulled into the dirt road in front of the shack in my
old beat-up Chevy truck and there sat Mary Lou's new blue convertible.


The first thing the hounds did
was jump out of the back of the pickup and start running around. All of them
were covered with mud and cockleburs since they had been wadding the river
bottoms.


I opened the door of my shack and
all six of the hounds charged into the house, almost knocking me down.  I ran
as fast as I could to the bedroom, but those old hounds beat me, and they piled
right on top of Mary Lou.  Dad gum it, was she ever surprised!  She screamed
and came out of that bed, mad as a wet hen.  I guess she had come to get some
special attention from me and hadn't planned on that.


Well, she rushed right for the
door, naked as a Jaybird, with those hounds snapping at her heels all the way. 
Lordly, that woman can travel when she wants to.  Well, she jumped in her car
and sped down the hillside, throwing rocks and gravel every which way.  I hope
she had some more clothes in the car since she left the ones she was wearing in
the bedroom.


Well, I don't know what I would
have done if those fool hounds hadn't ruined my chance at romance.  Sometimes,
though, since it happened, I wonder if I wasn't a real fool.  Mary Lou is sure
good looking.  I still laugh when I think of it though.


If you don't like sad stories,
don't read any further.  Normally I don't tell sad ones, but I guess I need to
confide in someone.  Bob, me, and his no account kid Nick, was coon hunting
last night.  Now Charlie Clark has a nice big cornfield down in the bottom by
the river.  Those dad burn coons had been tearing into that corn and ruining a
lot of it.  They pull the ears off and eat a little bit of it, then get them
another one.


So Charlie was happy that we were
going after his coons.  We unloaded the hounds out of my pickup.  Bob and Nick
unloaded their hounds too and we all took off.  After a while we stopped and
built a fire, since it gets cool late at night.  Now for some of you city folk
that have never gone hunting before, there a'nt nothing in the world that
sounds prettier than pack of hounds on a fresh coon trail.  Those coons are
smart though so aren't as easy to catch as you might think.  You can't hunt
coon during the day either since you need to go out after midnight to get them.



Pretty soon, we knew they had a
coon up a tree because the way the hounds were baying.  We started wading
through the swampy areas along the river and suddenly came on a big cottonwood
tree.  All ten of those hounds were gathered around it barking and carrying on
something furious. We took our flashlights and shined them up in the tree.


There up toward the top was a big
old fat boar coon, just smiling at those hounds and us. Nick had his twenty-two
and took a shot at it, but the no account kid missed it and hit the branch
below it.  The coon fell right in the middle of those hounds and a ruckus like
you never heard before commenced.  Suddenly the coon broke free and headed for
the river, with old Betsy right behind him.


Old Betsy came to my shack a
couple of years back.  She was the best coon hound I have ever seen. My other
hounds are her pups, but they are a couple of years old now.  Now back to the
story. That dad burn coon gave it his best, and he reached the water before she
did.  She didn't stop though, she piled right on top of that coon, pushing him
into the river where they fought like crazy, with growls and splashing.


Suddenly it got quiet and by the
moonlight I spotted the coon swimming downstream.  We all looked for Betsy, but
I guess she must have drowned in the river.  I know she was just a dog, and not
real people, but I will miss her since she was part of my family.


Mary Lou showed up last evening
about supper time.  I had just started to eat some beans and cornbread when she
knocked on the door.


“I just came to offer my
condolences for the loss of old Betsy,” Mary Lou said, giving me a much needed
hug.


“Would you like something to
eat?” I asked, since I was feeling bad about losing that hound and was glad for
the company.


“How did you know about old
Betsy?” I asked.


“I ran into Nick in town and he
told me how upset you were about losing her.  I guess people can really get
attached to a dog, but I don't really know since I never had a dog, even as a
kid.”


After eating she washed up the
dishes.  “You don't need to do those dishes,” I said.  “I usually just put them
on the floor for those worthless hounds to clean up.”  She smiled and kept on
washing.


Then we went into the living room
and I listened to her talk.  My gosh that woman could talk.  After a while it
got around to her husband and how lonely she was.  I thought she had gotten
that fool notion out of her head the last time she was here. Mary Lou could see
that I was not buying it so she decided to try something else.


“I might be willing to leave my
husband David if we could get together, Franklin.”


That is just come on since she
has no intention of doing that.  She loves that big fancy house and all the
money her husband makes.  She would never be willing to move into my shack and
live a more modest lifestyle.


She was watching me real careful
to see if I was going to fall for that one, but she guessed I wasn't.  Now she
decided to raise the stakes.  She had been sitting on the couch right across
from me.  I had been sitting in my favorite easy chair, which was covered with
dog hair since I always have to kick the hounds out of it.


She raised one leg up and put her
heel on the couch, and then she raised the other leg and did the same thing
with it.  That pushed her dress up too so I could see her panties. I tried to
look away, but she just smiled with her special come on smile.


“Darn it, Mary Lou, I can't
handle a lot of temptation since I am a healthy young guy.” I jumped right up
and went out and sat on the front porch with the hounds.


Don't get the wrong idea.  I
don't have high morals, at least when it comes to women.  When I was in the
Navy, I had a good time when we came into port.  The problem is her husband.  A
man that fools around with another man's wife tends to get shot around here. 
This town is really small and word would leak out real quickly.  I wouldn't put
it past Mary Lou to brag to her friends about it herself. Pretty soon, she came
out of the house.


I thought she would be really
mad, but she just looked at me in her special way and said, "Until next
time."  She got in her pretty blue convertible and drove back to town.  I
don't want there to be a next time so have thought about leaving town, but I
like it here since the coon hunting is good.  I don't know where I would go or
want to since I have a nice place to live and plenty of odd jobs to pick up
money. 


I was getting sort of bored last
night sitting around the shack so decided to walk on down and see my old friend
Bob.  He lives in a fancy two-bedroom house with his no account son Nick just
apiece down the road.  Old Bob used to be married but he claims his wife ran
off with a preacher.  However, I don't know if it was a preacher or Bob is just
bragging. She might have just run off.


“Franklin, I heard about this
tent revival that was set up in an empty field at the edge of town so would you
like to go with Nick and me?”


Tent revivals aren't too common
any more, but we usually get one every year or two.  They had this big gray
tent set up with stakes all around and ropes holding it up.  They even had
folding chairs set up for people to sit on.  The tent was open all around the
sides to let in the night air since it's still hot this time of the year down
in southern New Mexico.


They had some real good singing
and I don't think there is anything much prettier than gospel music.  This
stuff was the good ones too, like they sing at holly roller churches. When they
passed the plate for people to give what they want to the Lord, Bob put in a
couple of dollars.  I was short of funds so I just passed it on to Nick.  Heck,
I didn't feel bad about not putting anything in.  God doesn't need anything
anyway.  If he did, he could just make it.  Isn't He the Guy that created
everything to start with?  I am pretty smart and figured out long time ago that
preachers just stuck that money in their own pockets.


Well, that preacher started a
preaching in a loud voice, loud enough to wake the dead.  He was a talking
about sin and how you had better repent or the fiery gates of Hell would
swallow you up.  That got me to thinking about when had I sinned last?  It must
have been a while since I couldn't remember.


I done some good sinning when I
was in the Navy, but that was a while back so maybe that didn't count.  Of
course, I didn't sin while out to sea, but I got caught up when we came back to
port.


I happen to look down the row of
folding chairs and there on the end was Mary Lou with her husband.  She gave me
the sweetest smile that said that she would be back to tempt me some more, so I
turned my head back to the front to watch that preacher.  I wished I had taken
her up on her preposition and done a little sinning with her.  At least then I
would have had a reason to be
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