200 Ladies
*

Upon wiping out my hard drive, (in order to reload “Windows”) did not unplug external hard drive.  All files lost, expect for the ones that put on a disk.  Little man in computer or woman put my files on line.  (I can do something several times; however, once in a while something in it will change).  Don’t know how or why.  Somehow, because of my web site, I guess.  Therefore able to retrieve some files.  Unable to control what goes online!  (Proves, among other things, Big Mommy is in control).
To start anew, I will start whith the first few that in which I never, (too scarred, reason never got married-“almost”) touched or told, (that I loved them).
No. 1:  The first one was the cute little girl across the road, (Sunny), the same age as I, about 8 I figure, Jackie, (same as my we site).  Next; Diana then Linda, Sheila and last but not least, (controlled the first have of my life), the witch from high school.  (Explain later)
(Sometimes I have “flash-backs”, however I don’t like to dwell on the past.  Most of my thoughts are different experiences that I in counted on my many travels.  You know, I wonder if anybody else can see the past as if they were looking down at the actual event).
Okay, now I will start whith the few that were my girl friends, (in the beginning), to which I had “relations”.  The first one was Jan, from West Seattle.

While visiting my grand mother, I was invited to a party. Met this girl that acted just like Carol Burnett.  So everyone called her “CB”.  CB stands for Coos Bay, Christen Brothers and Carroll Burnett.  (First girl to love me)  More later-

Mary was the big one, I went whith her for about four years, should have married her, maybe, who knows.  This story could be a long “short story”.  More on that-also-, oh, I just remembered, Linda, a beautiful blond that felt guilty for making love.  Which reminds me of Daisy!  N0-no, nothing to do whit sex, just that she was blond.  (Before I write about Daisy, it is just not blond but redheads also).Every-time that I think of her, I could kick myself in the behind.  I think that one of the most dumb/ stupid things that I have done is to let her go.  This one deservers my first story, later.  (Every time that I think of her, I am so angry that I cannot remember her last name, “a king’s ransom” to see her again,+ xx.  Then there was the, blond, (same as Daisy), girl that I brought over from Sweden, (for a few months).  (Another story).
There is many more to come before I get to the “one nighters”.  (Okay, I will jump ahead a little bit.  I found a gold mine of ladies in “Mikes”.
You see, all the “Dance” places would close early and the girls would come to Mikes for another couple of drinks.  They were already “primed” up and were easy Pickens).  That was when I was in my prime, sometimes two or three a week.

Before I continue whith many, many “nice girls”, I have a story to tell, (one of several), when I was the whore.  I met this lady at a cocktail lounge, went home to her place, made mad love for two days, but here is the catch.  She had sons that were whith her ex for awhile and her boyfriend was out of town. I asked her why did she not make love to her boyfriend, she replied, “I want him to think that I’m a good girl”, Okay!  (Talk about redheads, there was a young lady performing last night at a music concert that looked like the lady that I love, why can’t I hate her). 

My heart stopped for a moment, what heart.

Daisy was working at a small “hamburger stand” along whith the wife, (Judy?) of a friend of mine, “Paul”.  Such a beautiful girl.  I asked Judy to ask her if she would go out whith me.  She said yes!  I was in-between cars at the time and had an old international “pickup”, she did not mind.  I think that we had something to eat and then went back to my new apartment and made out.  She said, I will not make love to you, which was okay whith me as it was pure joy just to hold her and kiss her, she was so nice and beautiful, I think that I could not except the fact that she liked me, (at that time in my life).  I guess that I wanted her to much; I did not call her because she was not quite 18 and I was afraid, (of what?).  Later I called her and she said, “You have not called me in months, so you mustn’t want me”, (or something to that effect).  I should have explained my feelings!  Perhaps if she sees this, she will at least say hi.  (When I went to Greece to check out the farmland and to send a letter, I met this young lady in a restaurant on the Greek island of Santorin.  We talked and I told her the whole story, (About the farmland & the “letter”). She was a beautiful Eastern European redhead.  I told my self, “don’t fall in love”, however, sometime I think that I should have had spent, (spend), some of my money and go back there, however, the chances that she would even be there is slim, never mind the fact that she probably would not want me.  (Actually, I am a little older than her, no kidding).  Maybe I should have, and taken the chance! 

One more, for now:  This will be a short story of the girl in which I was supposed to marry.  She was the granddaughter of the owner of the Motel in which I stayed when I was in between jobs and housing.  She was here for a visit as, at the time, she was a beautiful, slim, dark hair, big breasted beautiful model, (could not touch-hormones to make like pregnant), in N.Y City.  For the life of me I can’t remember her name, however, it was one of the major turning points of my life.  I must have been in my thirties and had saved up a little money.  I flew to Manhattan in order to drive her back.  At the time, “leisure suits” were in style, I had a green one.  When she met me at the airport, she was really pissed off at my attire.  Looking back, I guess it was pretty gaudy.  That was the beginning of the harassment.  I could not act like a tourist, therefore I could not see any of the sights in N.Y.  She dragged me all over the place to all the fancy shops and restaurants.  For ensample, in the “Palm room”, lobby of the Plaza Hotel, I had a “Beef on a bun”, (hamburger), six bucks.  Remember this was before the “Twin Towers”.  I was a “sex” slave for one week.  I had a round trip ticket, (same price), so when the week was up I returned home.  She wanted me back and said that she was sorry for being so “bossy”, however, I knew that women don’t change that much, so fast.  However, I learned all about the “Jolly Energy Worshipers” in New York, N. Y.  Before I went to get her, I bought my first house.  That was one of my major moves in becoming wealthy.  (I told her that “I will buy a house”, to which I did).  Oh yes, her “ex”  was a Jew and we passed him once, however, I was not dressed appropriately, she told me later, as we had not stopped or been introduced!
I might as well add “Pris” here, there is a long story on her, but for now, I will make it short.  She needed a place to stay and since I live by myself, I had an extra room that by chance, was not full of “stuff” at the time.  I think that she stayed here for about a year.  I forgot why she left.  We use to go places together.  She had a job, so she helped out a little bit.  Even though she had her own room, sometimes I would “visit” her.  Later I will write about her in my “dumb broad” section.

As long as I am at it, I might just as well add “Bram” the lady who shot me.  Now this is really a long story.  (Sorry Bram, but it is about time that the truth comes out-later).

There are three more very good ones.  Let’s see. The nurse, (story), the post office girl and the lady butcher, (meat).  All very beautiful!

(I’ve ah been theeken, I guess that the reason that I was so successful, accept for the few that I loved), was that I made love to them, not necessarily just sex).  I say that women are dumb, however most men are STUPID.  Yes, try helping them with the house hold chores!
Many more to come, however, I have other stories in which to write.

Speaking about children, (who was?), when I ran for city council, a few years ago, on the candidates’ forum, when asked about schools, I retorted that I did not have any children, “at lest none that I know”, everybody thought that it was funny, however I was serious.  I keep wondering if indeed I do have any.  I have suspected that there may be a couple of daughters out there.  One I will mention could be whith Maria, to whom would spend a few days whith me, once in a while.  Then she had a child and let me handle her like a father.  When telling this to a friend, they remarked, “oh, well, you know that you could be the father”!  I always wondered if I ever did become famous, that they would pop out of the woodwork.  (I planed on not fertilizing any one, thinking about the child).   

 Special notice: I am still alive.  I say this because great men are dying young.  Since yesterday was my birthday, (I am now officially a “senior citizen”), it is time to tell the story of “Phram”,

This was the only time in my life in which I was married, (Just for a few months).  It ended whith a “Bang”, she shot me, right in the gut!

Now that I am going down the other side of my life, I think less and less about sex.  Which is good, good and better, as now I do not have to put up whith all their dumb x.  This would be a good time to say that all the girls and ladies that I love and have loved, not once have I ever thought about sex.  Just being close to them is like getting a shot of morphine, the ultimate high! (Natural high, that is)!
Like a bolt of lightning, a spark, a spark to ignite a flame of emotion whith the possibility to explode in an all consuming combustion of passion, a minute meeting of an angel, a beautiful tall and smartt princess.  Since I have outgrown the mad desire for sex, I keep having “crushes” of beautiful ladies, however, I cannot not use my charm as I used to do,  because of the thought of being rejected.  I will not put a number on this one.  I am going to attempt to keep arresting the flame of love until, perhaps a miracle happens and I can live the rest of my life in ecstasy!  (I hope)!
Hugs:  I never was “hugged” as a child.  I do not like to be hugged; however, I like to hold.  I think  that some, (most) hugs are phony, like when the congress lady got elected, she went around hugging people, ibdestrictly.  So when she hugged me, the princess, it caught me unprepared.  Driving home I wondered why I did not relish the hug.  I think that if I was to hug, (hold) her, it would be forever.  But then, however, I could not stop thinking about her!
