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Chapter 1

 


If I described my wife, I would have
to use words such as loving, loveable, kind, generous, friendly,
adventurous, intelligent, and decisive. I would have to include
descriptive terms such as sexy, hot blooded, passionate, leggy,
built like a brick shit-house (even though I do not understand that
term), wild, wicked, and wonderful. Of course she is
beautiful.

I would have to mention she graduated
from a very nice college with honors. I would have to mention that
she always has been a perfect wife and partner. She is involved in
civic affairs. She has never failed to vote in national, state, or
local elections. She keeps abreast of what’s going on in the
world.

I am, I suppose, like a lot of
husbands because I see my wife as near perfection. The difference
in me and other men is my wife, Amy Grant, is nearly perfect. She
is the best part of me, period.

Obviously that is not the end of this
story. It’s just a beginning because my wife doesn’t see herself as
I do. She sees flaws in herself where there are no
flaws.

My name is Rex Grant and since I’m not
stupid I realize that Amy has some minor flaws. They are little
tiny inconspicuous things that do not even need to be mentioned; a
few little things and one larger detail. It’s that larger thing
that brings me to the story. My wife is hot! Very, very hot. So
sexual she sizzles.

Some may not see that as a flaw and
mostly it’s not a defect. Amy and I have been married for three
years and a few months. I haven’t actually figured it out on paper,
but in the one thousand and some days since we tied the knot we
have engaged in some type of sex at least once a day. Some days
when she is feeling particularity frisky, more than
once.

I’m not complaining because most of
the time I can keep up with her demands and perhaps even exceed
them. We both have a high libido and our sex drive is usually in
sync.

Now I suppose I should attempt to
describe me. I could use words such as Adonis, Greek god-like,
intelligent, handsome, and hung. I could use all those words but
that would be a barefaced lie. I am in fair physical condition
because I engage in sports and workout. I am not bad looking. Some
of the fairer sex has described me as rugged looking. Now, as far
as being hung, I’m about average. At least in my mind I am. I
suppose my best attribute is that Amy loves me. I don’t need
anything else to make me complete. I had no clue that major changes
were on the horizon. It started when we agreed to hire a
professional painter to come and paint our new apartment before we
moved in.

My small publishing business had
finally started make us enough money to move up. I inherited the
business from my uncle after he died and none of his children
wanted it. I inherited by default I guess. It was basically a one
man show. One man and Amy taking care of the secretarial and
receptionist duties. My uncle published a couple titles a year.
Since taking over I managed to get that up to ten titles last year
and luckily, they all did well. Hence the new apartment.

Amy had taken the say off to supervise
the painting so when I could get away I went to the new place to
see how it was going. I let myself in the unfurnished place and
sniffed the paint fumes that filled the air. I followed the sound
of voices to the dining room. I found Amy and two men
there.

Amy was wearing a pair of baggy shorts
with very loose legs and a sweatshirt that had been modified. By
modified I mean she had whacked it with a pair of scissors. The
sleeves were missing to the shoulders and the bottom two-thirds
also was missing. Amy was two steps up a ladder pointing to the
light fixture. I don’t know what she was point at, but the two
men’s attention was centered on the bottom half of her breasts and
her completely exposed pussy.

“How’s it going?” I
asked.

“Hi honey,” Amy said not
coming down from her exposed position. “It’s going great. I want to
replace this light fixture and Clarence said he could do it for us.
Is that okay with you?” I said it was fine with me. When Amy turned
to talk to me I could see that it was more than just the bottom
half of her boobs that were visible.

It was obvious that Amy was enjoying
herself because she was flushed and her eyes were sparkling. She
knew the two men could see her charms and she didn’t
care!

“That is Clarence, the
owner, and that is Juan his helper,” Amy said jumping down from the
ladder. Clarence was a white man and Juan was obviously a Hispanic.
I shook hands with both of them. “Come on and let me show you the
bedrooms,” Amy said grabbing my hand and pulling me with
her.

“Nice,” I said looking at
the newly painted walls and ceiling. I even managed to look
interested which I wasn’t.

“Do you like this color?
It’s ivory. I thought about going a shade darker. What do you
think, Rex?”

“I think you have on no
bra or panties,” I said. “Got a little severe with the scissors,
didn’t you?” I asked flipping the shirt up and grasping her hard
nipple. “Your painters seemed to enjoy the view.”

“You think so?” she said
giggling. “It always pays dividends to keep the galley slaves
happy.” I could tell Amy was aroused. She was getting off showing
off for the paint crew. I had no idea that Amy was an
exhibitionist. In all the time we had been together, she had never
shown any tendency toward it so you can imagine my
surprise.

“I also think it’s a good
thing I arrived when I did,” I said running my hand up the leg of
her shorts. Her pussy was wet.

“Nothing was going to
happen,” she said with a catch in her voice when my finger found
her extended clitoris. “I was just giving the boys a little show.”
I wasn’t sure that was the case, but I didn’t say
anything.

“We’re leaving now, Mrs.
Grant,” Clarence said. “We’ll be back bright and early tomorrow
morning to finish the job.”

“That’s fine, Clarence,”
Amy said quickly backing away from my probing fingers. “I’ll go in
the morning and get a light for you to install.”

***

“You should be careful
teasing men like that,” I told Amy that night. We were in bed and
about to get down to some serious lovemaking. “That’s a good way to
get fucked.”

“Oh? I’ll keep that in
mind,” she said taking my cock in her hand. “Would it bother you if
I did?”

That was a good question. A very good
question. Would it bother me? The answer came as a surprise to me
that it wouldn’t bother me very much. I suddenly found myself
thinking about Amy being hosed by Clarence or Juan.

“Yes, it would kill me,” I
answered giving her the answer I though she wanted to hear. I
stopped the conversation and bit down on one of her nipples; harder
then I normally did causing her to gasp and moan.

Nothing more was said about it for
several days. Clarence and company finished their jobs and left.
The movers came, got our furniture, and moved it to the new
apartment. Amy stayed busy arranging and rearranging the furniture
for another couple of days. Things finally settled down to our old
routine, but I did think about it. I could easily visualize Amy in
the arms of another man. I could see her with her legs open and
ready to take his cock.

***

It was early May when Jonas Mills came
to the office. Amy was off running some errands. Jonas Mills was a
photographer and he wanted us to publish a book of his photographs.
He brought his portfolio with him and his photos were sizzling hot.
Mostly nudes and some I would judge to be pornographic.

“I don’t know, Mister
Mills,” I said looking at the collection of beautiful women. “We’ve
done coffee table books before, but nothing like this. Mostly
scenic photographs and travel books. I will have to say they are
all beautiful and beautifully done.”

“Thank you,” Mills said.
“I have the prettiest models in town, but here’s the best part. I
have a distributor already lined up. They will initially buy five
thousand copies so you can’t lose. You will make money from the
get-go, but they’ll want an exclusive contract.”

That did make a big difference indeed.
Getting any work out to the public was hardest part of publishing a
book. I wasn’t sure I wanted our name associated with porn or near
porn, but I was getting around that in my mind. Mills left me to
ponder the deal and I called Amy to come in and look at the
pictures.

“Nice,” Amy said looking
at the portfolio. “Can we sell something like this?”

“Mister Mills claims he
had a buyer for five thousand copies,” I said. I showed her the
letter of intent Mills left with me. “It would be relatively simple
to get these photos in book form and make the books. My only
objection is having our publishing hoses name on a book like this.
Grant Publishers had a good reputation and I’d hate to fuck that
up.”

“Why don’t we publish them
under another name?” Amy suggested. “Form a new company and call
it…I don’t know…Pussy Willow Publishing or something.” I was
thinking along the same lines, and Pussy Willow sounded like a good
name to me. There would certainly be a lot of pussies in the
book.

The next morning I called the
distributor and verified the letter of intent. They assured me that
it was real. I hadn’t done business with them, but I was familiar
with them. I called Jonas Mills and told him I though we could do
business. He came later that day.

“It isn’t often that
somebody comes along and lays a sure fire money maker on your desk
is it, Mister Grant?” he said. “I guess you’re wondering why I did
it. I’ll tell you. I used a competitor of yours for the last two
books I did. They got scared of adverse publicity when I went to
open spreads. They were willing to do what they called tasteful
nudes, but not what I wanted to show. They called my photos
sleazy.”

They were pretty sleazy, but I didn’t
voice my opinion. I wanted the money I would make so we signed the
agreement to publish. Mills was satisfied with the standard
publishing contract.

“Okay, now that we got
that out of the way, who is the fox out front?” Mills asked me.
“She’s a real beauty. Does she model?” I was aware that Amy had
done some catalog modeling as a child and early teen because she
told me about it.

“Not lately,” I told
Mills. “She is my wife.”

“Congratulations,” he
said. “She’s still a fox and I’d love to shoot her. I’d pay her
scale and that ain’t bad.”

I almost told him she wouldn’t be
interested, but I remembered her showing off for the painters. I
told him he would have to discuss it with Amy.

“Can you believe he wants
to photograph me?” Amy said that evening at dinner. I told her I
had no trouble believing any photographer would want to take her
picture. “He said he wanted to do nudes of me.”

“I would imagine he
would,” I said. “Are you going to do it?”

“No!” she said with a
laugh. “I couldn’t do that.” She paused and then said, “Could I,
Rex?” I smiled at her naivety. Amy had no idea how good she looked.
“Why are you smiling?” she asked. “I couldn’t bare it all. Posing
naked would be…I don’t know. Weird I guess. Would you do it,
Rex?’

“If I had your fabulous
body I would be sorely tempted,” I said. “How much does it
pay?”

“One hundred fifty an hour
with a guaranteed three hour minimum,” Amy said.

“Damn, that’s almost as
much as your painters charged us,” I teased. “Do it if you want to,
Amy. Maybe you can make enough to offset the painting and light
fixtures.”

“You would be all right
with it?’ she asked. “Seriously?” I assured her it was fine with
me. I had used my little cheap digital camera to take pictures of
her and I knew she would do well.

“I don’t know,” she said.
“I’ll have to think long and hard about it.” Our conversation
drifted on to other things.


Chapter 2

 


The book came along quickly and I sent
the finished product to the printer a week later. I thought Amy had
decided not to model for Mills since we hadn’t talked about it
since that night at dinner. I was wrong.

“I’m going to do it,” Amy
announced one day. The first of Mill’s books had arrived and she
was looking at one. “I think this is artistic, don’t
you?”

I looked over her shoulder at the page
she had open. It was an attractive young woman with her legs spread
open and she was fingering her pussy with one hand and tugging at
her nipple with the other hand. The woman had a slight smile on her
face.

“Artistic wouldn’t be my
choice of words,” I said. “Hot maybe, erotic for sure. A hundred
fifty an hour, huh?”

“No I held out and got the
rate up to two hundred per hour,” Amy said. “I’ll have the painting
paid for in no time.”

“When do you do
it?”

“Friday evening,” Amy
answered. “I’m both worried and excited. I won’t be like I’m naked
with a complete stranger. I mean I’ve met with Jonas several times
and he seems nice.”Three days away so I thought she would change
her mind. Part of me, a very small part, hoped she
would.

On Thursday after work Amy told me she
was going shopping. I glanced at her then took a longer look. She
had on jeans and a tee shirt and no bra. Her nipples were pushing
against the shirt and were clearly visible. I made mention of that
obvious fact.

“Yeah, my boobs and my
choice to wear a bra or not. If someone wants to look, that’s their
choice. I’ll be back in a couple of hours and I’ll bring deli home
for dinner.”

On Friday evening she got ready to go
and asked me if I wanted to go with her. I did, but I asked her if
she wanted me to go.

“I do,” she answered. “And
I don’t. I think I might be more nervous with you there.” I told
her I would be there when she got home. I planned on working at the
office late.

I got home about ten o’clock that
night just a few minutes before Amy arrived.

“How did it go?” I asked
her. The question and the answer were unnecessary. I could see by
her expression she was high on excitement.

“I had a ball!” she
declared. “I loved it and Jonas was great.” I encouraged her to
tell all. “Kay, but give me a moment to wash the cum off of me. I
feel icky and sticky.”

“What?” I bellowed
following her to the bathroom. “Cum?”

“It’s fake cum,” she said
laughing at me. “I had it on my face and everywhere. Hold on until
we get into bed and I’ll tell you everything.”

Amy tells the story of her first photo
shoot:

***

I arrived at the studio on time and
Jonas met me at the door. I was his last shoot of the day and he
locked up behind me.

I don’t know what a real photo studio
is suppose to look like, but his studio was impressive. The last
time I was in a studio I was thirteen and it was rather
shabby.

The first thing was a makeover. Jonas
had a woman there to do my hair and makeup. I discovered I like
being fussed with. She told me she was a licensed cosmetologist and
she did a lot of Jonas’ models. Her name was Grace and she was
nice.

“I have a selection of
clothing laid out for you in the dressing room,” Jonas said when
Grace was finished with me and left. “Go change and put anything
on.” He had asked for my sizes and so the clothing fit me. I
selected a bright red dress with a plunging neckline. It was clear
that a bra wasn’t intended to be worn with it.

Jonas was patient with me and took it
slow at first. He didn’t try to pose me. He allowed be to do my
thing. He shot about a dozen pictures and told me to change. I
returned wearing a yellow sundress that was so thin you could see
through it. I wore a pair of white panties and bra under
it.

Jonas took several pictures and told
me to go remove the panties and bra. I did as instructed and he
took several more shots. Jonas did a lot of deep cleavage shots and
from there we progressed to some topless shots. Oh, he’s a cleaver
man. He led me along slowly until what came later was a natural
progression of things.

“I knew it!” Jonas said
when I took my top off for the first time. “I knew you had great
looking breasts.” He continued complimenting my boobs and I ate it
up. I know I have nice knockers but no woman ever gets tired of
hearing it.

I thought it would feel strange being
completely naked in front of another man, but I didn’t. Not the
least bit. Jonas put me at ease and kept me there the whole
time.

“Are you comfortable
playing with yourself?” Jonas ask me. We had been doing total nudes
for about an hour. I wasn’t at all comfortable with it, but I
determined to be a professional. Actually, after the first few
minutes I became relaxed with it. After a lot of shots of me laying
naked and fingering my pussy he handed me a pink dildo and I used
it while he snapped.

After a while he said, “That’s it for
tonight, Amy. You can get dressed now.” I dressed, got paid and
came home.

***

“Whoa!” I said. “What
about the fake cum?”

“Oh yeah,” Amy said
laughing. “That was the last thing we did. Jonas gave me a few
squirts from a plastic jar. He put some on my stomach and then some
on my tits and last some on my face. It dawned on me that no man
has ever cum on my face before. How come you haven’t given me a
facial, Rex?”

“A facial? Is that what
it’s called?” I said. “Because you are a cum eating bitch and you
won’t turn loose of my cock so I can cream your face,” I
said.

“Tonight I won’t swallow
and you can cum on my face,” Amy said. That was what we did. Amy
sucked me until I came and I squirted on her beautiful face. I
would have preferred to cum in her mouth or her pussy but I try to
please whenever I can. After a short time to recharge I filled her
pussy with my cum.

We usually don’t drive our cars to
work because it’s easier and cheaper to take a cab and we don’t
have to worry about parking. However the next day I drove us to the
office because I wanted to go to the printing plant which was a
thirty minute drive outside the city. I wanted to pick up some
advanced copies of the nudie book we titled “Glory”.

Glory 2 was in the works and Jonas
told Amy that Glory 3 would feature her. I couldn’t wait to see her
photos, but Jonas would even talk about showing them to me until he
had finished the editing and whatever went into it. Later that day
I delivered twenty copies of his book to Jonas.

“How far along are you
with Glory 2?” he asked after helping me carry in the large
books.

“I’m about half way
finished getting it ready,” I answered.

“Drag your feet for a few
days,” Jonas said. “I have some photos I want to substitute.” He
grinned at me. “I want Amy in the next book. She was great and
she’ll sell the book.”

I don’t know why that pleased me so
much, but it did. I hurried back to the office to tell Amy the good
news.

“Oh, I hope he won’t be
disappointed,” Amy said looking worried. “I don’t think I looked
that good.”

Jonas brought her photos three days
later and man alive were they great! Great and sizzling hot. I knew
she was drop-dead gorgeous, but there was the proof in front of
me.

“Holy shit,” I said
looking at Amy’s pictures. “These are super good. What’s with the
fake tattoo?” I knew it was fake because only a few hours earlier
I’d had my face in that area and it wasn’t there.

“Yes, she did great,”
Jonas said. “Her professional name is going to be Cherry and we put
a little cherry just about her puss. Is it going to be too hard to
get these into the new book?”

“I’m going to start all
over again,” I told him. “I want to get some of these toward the
front.”

I started reformatting the layout just
as soon as he left me. I worked until nearly midnight to get back
to where I had been. I did not count the time wasted. I didn’t show
the pictures to Amy until I had them all arranged in the
book.

I’ve always enjoyed putting data
together to make a book, but Glory 2 was a labor of love. Love
because I loved one of the beautiful models and I loved seeing her
in all her glory. Glory 2 went to the printer in record
time.

Mean while Glory the original was
selling very well and the printers were working on a second
edition. The retail price of the book was high compared to a novel,
but the book was larger and thicker than most novels. There were
over six hundred color and a few black and white prints. Pussy
Willow Publishing ordered the second printing to be fifteen
thousand copies.

Amy went for her photo sessions at
least every other week. I went with her a few times after she got
over her shyness. Watching Amy pose was a real treat. She
approached the task with enthusiasm and didn’t deny Jonas anything
he wanted to try.

By Christmas, Glory had peaked and
Glory 2 hit the market. Sales took off like a skyrocket. And the
distributor called for a second printing within a few weeks. The
popularity of Glory 2 caused a surge in sales of the original
Glory. Both editions were introduced to international sales and did
well in most of the world.

In Glory 2, Amy had about thirty
percent of her photos. When Jonas sent the bundle for Glory 3, he
wanted her in at least fifty percent. I was fine with that. He sent
me about five hundred shots from which to choose. Since everyone
agreed that it was Amy’s photographs that cause the big sales with
Glory 2, I elected to put her on the cover of Glory 3.

While compiling the photos for Glory
3, I couldn’t help but notice one shot of her was a little
different. It was one of her lying back on a sofa with her legs
open. She was almost wearing a leopard skin bikini bottom. The
crotch was pulled to one side displaying her pretty pussy. I was
using a lope to make sure there were no blemishes on the photo and
when I looked closely at her cunt I noticed there appeared to be
something in it.

I got a higher-powered glass and
checked. I could plainly see that there was what appeared to be cum
in her pussy. My first thought was they had used fake cum as they
had in some of the earlier shots. I casually asked Amy about it
that night in bed.

“No, we haven’t used fake
semen in a long time,” Amy answered. “Why do you ask?” I told her I
could see some cum in one of the sets. She looked startled for a
moment then said it might be one of the earlier sets. I told her
that was probably it, but I knew better. Some man had put cum in
her pussy and I was sure of it.

I spent the next few days working up a
good mad at Amy. I also spent a lot of time being pissed at Jonas
Mills. Then I got mad at myself. I not only allowed her to model, I
encouraged her to do so. Then one day I suddenly got over being
angry at anyone. I came to grips with the knowledge that Amy had
engaged in sex with some other man.

My first inclination was to confront
her. To make her tell me who it was even though I had a good idea.
As suddenly as that inclination came, it left. I did want to know,
but I wanted Amy to volunteer the information and I could
wait.

I didn’t have to wait very long. I
couldn’t help but notice a change in Amy’s demeanor. She had become
withdrawn and moody. Then one day it happened. She came into my
cubbyhole one afternoon and sat beside my worktable.

“We have to talk,” she
said in a flat tone. “I have to talk and you should just listen.” I
put down the work and sat back indicating my full attention. “I
fucked up, Rex,” she said looking at the wall behind me. “I fucked
up big-time.”

“Okay, while that’s never
happened to me I’ll try to understand so go on,” I said smiling so
she would know I was kidding. The smile was wasted because she
still hadn’t even looked at me.

“I have been unfaithful,”
she said in a dull tone of voice. “I let a man have sex with me.
I’m sorry and I don’t know how else to say it.”

“Jonas?” I inquired
softly. She nodded. “More than once?” she nodded again. “Do you
want a divorce?”

“Oh God no!” she said
finally looking at me. “I don’t love Jonas. I got caught up in the
moment…moments. I didn’t want to tell you, but I couldn’t go on
living a lie. I had to confess to you. I had to get it off of my
chest. I am so sorry, Rex.”

I had the confession but I didn’t know
what to do with it. Knowing was better than suspecting, but not
much.

“Okay, Thanks for telling
me, Amy,” I said calmly. I got up and left the building. I walked
down the street to a neighborhood bar I frequented from time to
time. I told John, the bartender I wanted a shot and a
beer.

“You look like a man with
woman or women problems,” John said sitting the drinks on the
bar.

“My wife has been fucking
another man,” I said after tossing back the shot of
whiskey.

“Ah,” John said wisely.
“Damned good thing you can’t wear a pussy out, ain’t it?” I don’t
know why that struck me as funny but it did. I laughed for the
first time since I began to suspect. I finally stopped laughing and
agreed it was indeed a good thing.

“My first wife was a real
slut,” John said after coming back from serving the only other
customer. “She would fuck anything with a dick.”

“How did you handle that,
John?”

“I stopped fighting it and
enjoyed it,” he answered. “It got to be a real kick to fuck her
knowing she had already been fucked at least once before I got
there. After a while, I thought there was some way I could profit
from her being a slut. I decided to see if I could make a few
dollars out of it so I started setting her up with a few good
customers. I turned her out to be a professional fucker and stop
her from giving it away. Even after a few years I noticed her pussy
was still as good as it always had been. Can’t wear the damned
thing out, Rex. You ready for another round?” I was and he got it
for me.

I took my time with the second drink.
I recognized that John was rather crude, but he made sense. In
fact, I had turned Amy out. Not to whore, but I was making a lot of
money off of her. Glory 2 was selling like hotcakes all over the
world and Glory 3 would most likely be an even bigger
publication.

John was also right about wearing a
pussy out. Amy hadn’t said, but I figured Jonas had been hitting
her pussy for a year. Maybe longer and I couldn’t detect any change
in her hot pussy. If anything she had become even more energetic
and inventive in bed.

I paid the bar bill, left John a nice
tip for his advice and counsel, and went back to my office. The
front door was locked so I knew Amy had left. I unlocked and went
in, stopping to get the mail. There were three checks from the
distributor. Two large checks and one huge check. I stared at the
amount for a long moment before I started laughing. It was an
unbelievable amount of money.

After depositing all three checks in
the bank, I went home to have a heart-to-heart with my wife. I
found Amy in the living room watching the TV.

“Do you hate me, Rex?” she
asked. I told her I did not hate her. “You asked me if I wanted a
divorce. Do you?”

“No, honey,” I said
sitting beside her and putting the TV on mute. “This is nothing we
can’t work through. Just a slight bump on life’s road. Will you
tell me about it?”

Amy started telling me the
story:


Chapter 3

 


For the first four or five photo
sessions, there wasn’t even any contact between me and Jonas. It
was almost like I was nothing more that some object to be arranged
and photographed. I had almost made up my mind that Jonas was gay.
It wasn’t long before I found out that he wasn’t gay by any stretch
of the imagination.

We were in the latter stages of a
session one day and Jonas had me leaning back on a couple of big
pillows with my legs spread open.

“You look a little bit
dry,” Jonas said. I assured him that I was fine. There was a water
bottle nearby. “No, I mean your pussy looks dry. It needs some
moisture.” I couldn’t begin to imagine what he was talking about. I
was hot as hell and soaking wet as usual. I noticed that he was
staring at me and his focus seem to be between my legs. “I think we
need to do something about that, don’t you?” I nodded and he
approached me. I had no idea what he planned, but I quickly found
out. Next thing I knew his head was between my legs and his tongue
in my snatch. I may have made some attempt to dislodge him, but
frankly I doubt it. His lips and tongue felt so good. Jonas ate me
to a gut wrenching climax. Jonas Mills has the reputation as a
great photographer, but he should be given some sort of award as a
pussy eater. It was obvious that he was a man who enjoyed giving
oral sex. Jonas Mills was a master at it and he loved his
work.

When he finished me off for the second
time, he went back to snapping photos while I lay as limp as an old
dishcloth. That was the first time Jonas touched me, but not the
last. During the next photo session he fucked me. Boy, did he fuck
me!

He had me on a mat with my butt high
in the air. He had me reach through my legs and spread my pussy
lips for him. I hadn’t realized that he had even approached me
until I felt his hand on my ass. I didn’t have time to analyze that
before I felt his cock slip into me. Jonas Mills’s dick was about
as long as yours, but a little thicker and I’d be lying if I said I
didn’t like it. I loved it. For an older man Jonas has a lot of
stamina. I pushed back as he plunge in and out of me. It briefly
crossed my mind that I was a married woman and I shouldn’t be doing
that. Very briefly, I’ll admit. The guilt came later.

For the next several months Jonas
Mills and I made love every opportunity we got. I say we made love,
but we both were well aware there wasn’t any love involved. It was
just sex in its rawest form. Hot sweaty animal sex.

Jonas did me in every conceivable
position during that time. He was a fancier of anal sex and frankly
I enjoy being butt-fucked now and then. I know you never care much
for anal sex so it was fun to have Jonas pop my ass. Jonas asked me
on the second occasion we had sex if he could video it. I said no
way. He kept asking me and in a moment of weakness, I told him to
go ahead after he promised to never let anyone see the
tape.

There was something extremely naughty
about fucking when you know it’s being recorded. Some inter drive
to perform for the camera, and boy did I perform. I searched for
ways to make the sex act even nastier than usual. When Jonas asked
me to talk dirty while we fucked, I did so, as nasty as I could. It
was all a big game.

Because I was being screwed regularly
by Jonas, you would think that my sex life at home would diminish,
but it didn’t. It actually intensified. Often I would leave the
studio still wet with Jonas ’s sperm to have sex with you, Rex. I
couldn’t understand how you didn’t catch on or why you couldn’t
smell the reek of sex. I could smell it.

***

“He made videos of you and
him fucking?” I couldn’t believe how naive Amy had been to allow
Jonas to make videos of her being fucked. Actual sex was a lot
different from soft-core photographs. She still didn’t get it until
I pointed out the possibility of blackmail.

“Rex, I really don’t think
Jonas would do something like that,” she said.

“He could sell them,” I
pointed out. “How many tapes does he have?”

“I don’t know. Five or six
I guess. Maybe more. I never tried to keep up with it. He keeps
them in a metal cabinet in his office. I’ve seen him put then
there. I don’t think he’d…”

“Doesn’t matter,” I
interrupted her. “We need to get them back and remove the
possibility.”

It was stupid to alert him, but I
called Jonas and told him we needed to talk and I was on the way to
his studio. I got there before he could escape, but it was close.
He was in the parking garage getting in his car. I blocked him in
and went to his window.

“Come on out, Jonas,” I
said. “I’m not going to kill you even though I should.” I showed
him I didn’t have a weapon and he reluctantly got out.

“I’m sorry, Rex,” Jonas
said shifting from one foot to the other. “It just happened,
man.”

“Yeah, shit happens,
Jonas,” I said. “I want all the videos you made of you and Amy and
I want them now.”

“Sure, no problem,” he
said apparently relieved I wasn’t thumping his head. Actually, I
wasn’t even thinking of doing him any violence. We went to his
studio and he gave me the three video cassettes.

“Are we all right, Rex?”
he asked as I started to leave. “I mean business wise. Will Amy
still model for me?” I told him I would let him know. I went home
to watch the tapes.

***

“I’m going to watch you in
action,” I told Amy when I got home. “Do you want to join
me?

“No…yes…I don’t know,” she
said. “Should I watch?”

“I don’t know if you
should or not,” I answered laughing at her. I put the first tape in
the player and settled back to watch my fornicating wife and her
photographer.

The first tape was mostly Amy sucking
his cock and Jonas fucking her. Doggy style, him on top of her, and
her on top of him. It was hot stuff and frankly, Amy never looked
sexier to me.

The videos of them were sizzling hot,
but because the camera was static some of the time I couldn’t see
them good because of the change in their positions.

I could tell Amy was fidgeting and I
didn’t know if it was because she was aroused or embarrassed. I
looked at her and she smiled at me.

“Sorry, but it’s making me
hot,” she said caressing her breasts through her shirt.

“Hey, he’s fucking your
ass,” I said when I looked back at the TV screen.

“Jonas likes to do that,”
my wife informed me. “He calls it the Hershey highway.”

“You look like you’re
enjoying having your fudge packed,” I said. I really never
understood why a man would want to ass fuck a woman when there was
some pussy so close. To each his own, I guess.

“Yes, I did like it,” Amy
answered staring at the screen. “He did it nice and easy with a lot
of lubricant. It makes a nice change sometimes.” Amy had put one
leg over the couch arm and started to finger her clit.

We watched her and Mills until my cock
got too tender to even touch. We fucked there on the sofa and
migrated to the bedroom. Later we were back in front of the TV
again. Watching her videos and fucking was about all we got done
that day, night, and the whole weekend.

During the few times Amy and I weren’t
fucking like crazy I thought about the situation. I wasn’t able to
reach many conclusions but I did come to the realization I still
loved my wife. The other and most startling conclusion was the
inescapable fact that watching her getting fucked was a huge
turn-on for me. Actually for both of us.

By late Sunday night, we both were
fucked out. I had no more to offer and I don’t think Amy wanted any
more, but I’m not positive about that. It wasn’t until then that we
talked much.

“You started to tell me
about the checks you got Friday,” Amy said. “You never got around
to it.” I told her the amounts of the three checks. “We’re fucking
rich!” she said. “All that from the sale of Glory?”

“Mostly Glory 2,” I said.
“Still a little bit coming in from the first one. Pussy Willow made
ten times as much as the main publishing house. When I looked at
the photos I put in number two and saw your fresh-fucked
expressions little did I know they were really fresh-fucked
expressions. I should have know you were not that good an
actress.”

“I’m a great actress,” she
said. “I faked all the orgasms in the videos.”

“Bullshit,” I said
laughing. “You faked none of them you deceitful slut.”

“I suppose I am one,
aren’t I?” she said. “A slut I mean.”

“I think so,” I said. “I
just wonder why I didn’t know it before now. Have you always been a
slut?”

“No silly,” she said
laughing. “Just since college. My freshman year I roomed with a
girl named Penny.”

“Penny was a slut and
talked you into it?”

“No Penny didn’t like sex
with a boy very much. Shall I tell you how it began?”

***

Our dorm room had a divider in it but
it was open at the top and I could hear Penny and her boyfriend
over there screwing. I lay on my bed listening to them getting it
on and every five seconds Penny would ask him, “are you through
yet…are you through?” Over and over again she asked the poor guy if
he was finished. I wanted to scream at her to shut up and let the
poor man fuck her.

I arrived at college almost a virgin.
I had one sexual experience before I left home. Billy Crawley and I
screwed in the back seat of his car. Neither of us knew what we
were doing, but I discovered something about myself that night. I
loved sex. That first clumsy attempt was enough to convince me that
it was something good.

I could have very easily become a
first-class slut right then, but I liked it so much it scared me
and until I got to college I didn’t do it again. I wouldn’t have
then if it hadn’t been for Penny.

Penny’s boyfriend was Phil Sekova and
Phil was a nice guy. He deserved a better lover than old cold Penny
and one day I told him so. It was over the Thanksgiving break. I
stayed at school to catch up on some studying. Penny went home for
the holidays.

I went to the pizza place down from
the school to take a break from studying and I ran into Phil there.
We shared a pizza and a pitcher of beer. I asked Phil how it was
going with Penny.

“Great,” he responded
without any enthusiasm. I didn’t say anything and after a while he
said it wasn’t all that great. I asked him what the problem was.
“Penny wants an intimate relationship without being intimate,” Phil
said. “She really doesn’t like for me to touch her let alone have
sex with her. I mean she puts up with it, but she doesn’t really
like it. I’ve never seen her completely naked. I’ve never really
got to play with her boobs. It just frustrating as
hell.”

“Yeah, I can see where it
would be,” I said.

“Penny is the first girl
I’ve ever had sex with and I don’t even know if I’m doing it right
or not. She won’t talk about it. She just says fine.”

“Let’s go, Phil,” I said
reaching a decision. “I’ll be happy to tell you if you are doing it
right or not.” Like I knew.

I took a bewildered man back to the
dorm and we fucked. It was great. So much better than the backseat
of a car. I didn’t have much of a way to gauge his performance, but
Phil did me wonderfully. I made sure he got to see me naked and I
insisted he play with my breasts and he was happy to do so. We
spent several hours in the sack.

After the initial banging, he took a
long time and examined every inch of my body. He spent a lot of
time looking at my pussy. After a while he asked me if he could
lick my pussy. It seemed nasty to me, but I told him to go ahead
and lick if that’s what he wanted to do.

It stopped being nasty after the first
few seconds. I loved the feel of his tongue on my pussy and
especially when he lightly bit my clitoris. I had a big
orgasm.

Penny was gone four days and Phil and
I spent most of that time in bed. The first night Penny was back
she came over to my side of the room and said she wanted to talk to
me. I put my book down and told her to go ahead.

“I think I’m gay,” she
announced. “I’m not really attracted to boys.”

“I see,” I said not
surprised much. “What’s the problem, Penny?”

“I don’t know how to tell
Phil,” she said looking miserable. “It will break his heart and I
don’t want to do that. He deserves better.”

“Maybe so,” I said with
the sage wisdom of a twenty year old. “But you have to tell him.
Make a clean break and be gentle with him. Phil will understand,
Penny.”

“Will you tell him?” she
asked. I told her I would not, but that I would be there with
her.

When Phil came by that evening Penny
told him as kindly as she could that she was breaking it off and
that she was gay.

“Yeah,” Phil said. “I knew
you weren’t into it very much.”

“I am really sorry,” penny
said crying. “I didn’t know I was gay. Maybe on some deep level I
did, but it wasn’t until I realized I was more attracted to Amy
than I was to you. Are you going to be all right?”

“I will be,” Phil said.
“Have you and Amy ever…”

“No!” both Penny and I
said simultaneously.

“So how do you know that
if you are attracted to her or not if you haven’t done anything?”
Phil said. “I mean, I know I’m attracted to Amy because she is a
beautiful girl.”

“I know for the same
reason,” Penny said. “I’ve watched her dress and undress for months
and sometimes I would use my fingers thinking about her. I suppose
I have an advantage over you, Phil.”

I wasn’t sure I liked the way the
conversation was going. Like most girls and women, I thought about
sex with another female, but didn’t dwell on it. A high school
friend and I fooled around some during a sleepover, but we didn’t
take it very far. We practiced kissing with each other is about
all.

“No advantage, Penny,”
Phil said. “I also have seen her dress and undress and I’ve had sex
with Amy so I guess the advantage is mine.”

“When?” Penny demanded.
“When did you two fuck?”

“While you were gone,”
Phil said. “Amy showed me how a real woman enjoyed sex.” I could
see that Penny was getting very angry and I tried to calm her down.
That didn’t work so well. She stormed out leaving us alone. The
door hadn’t closed when Phil came on to me.

“No fucking way!” I said.
“That was mean and I’m not going to fuck a mean man. Get out, Phil
and stay out.”

I knew I learned a valuable lesion and
I hoped Phil had. I learned not to mess around with a friend’s
partner. Penny was cold to me for several weeks. I thought she
would move out, but she didn’t.

“Amy,” Penny said from her
side of the partition. “Are you busy?” I told her I was just
studying. “Can we talk?” I told her to come on over and
talk.

“I was very mad at you for
doing Phil while I was away,” she said sitting on my bed. “I’m over
it now.”

“I am so sorry, Penny,” I
told her. “I just didn’t think about my actions. I just felt sorry
for Phil and it got out of control. I didn’t intend to hurt you and
I hope you believe that.”

“I do believe it,” Penny
said. “Are you willing to make it up to me?”

“Anything,” I said. “How
can I make it up to you? Just tell me and I’ll…” I stopped talking
because Penny was removing her pajama top. Penny exposed her pretty
little boobs to me while looking directly into my eyes. “Maybe I
misspoke when I said anything, Penny,” I said. “I like
boys.”

“I know, but tonight you
will make love to me. and I will make love to you, Amy. I don’t
want Phil to have that advantage.”

I made an attempt to stop her, but
Penny put her hand on the back of my head and pushed my mouth on
her breast. Okay I didn’t fight her or anything and I finally
opened my mouth and suckled her.

To be truthful, I didn’t hate what we
did. It was kind of sweet and I did get off a few times. Penny ate
my pussy, but for some reason I didn’t do her that night, but I did
later. Anyway, we spent most of that night in my bed and as I said,
I didn’t hate it. Most of the time while Penny was making love to
me I thought about Phil and his nice cock.

About Phil. Neither Penny nor I wanted
anything to do with him after me was so mean. Phil had served me
well and I knew what I wanted and I went out to get it. I dated a
wide variety of boys and I let most of the have some pussy,
blowjobs or at the very least a hand-job. I did not want any of
them to ever feel like Phil had.

Then one day I met this wonderful man
and we really hit it off. We liked the same things and one day he
asked me to marry him.

***

“So I did and we lived
happily ever after,” Amy said with a big smile.

“Phil Sekova?” I said.
“Isn’t that the name of our insurance agent?”

“It is and it’s the very
same Phil Sekova,” Amy said. “I finally forgave him for being nasty
to Penny. He was young and inexperienced. He didn’t mean to be mean
to her.”

“Ain’t it a small world?”
I mused.

“It is sometimes a tiny
world. If you are finished with my pussy, turn out the light and
let’s get some sleep, lover. I’m worn out.”


Chapter 4

 


Jonas Mills came to see me on Monday.
He called out asking if he should throw his hat in to my
office.

“Why would you do that?” I
asked. He said to see if I let him come in or threw his hat back
out to indicate I wasn’t receiving. He wasn’t even wearing a hat. I
told hi9m to come on in.

“I just want you to know I
didn’t mean to fuck you and Amy up,” Jonas said. “It just happened,
Rex. Things got hot and out of control.”

I didn’t believe him entirely. There’s
not a man alive who wouldn’t want to fuck Amy. I did believe he
didn’t want to mess things up with him and me because we had a real
good thing going. We both were making a lot of money. I didn’t not
believe him when he said things just got out of control.

I had considered the words
of my astute bartender/Philosopher
that a pussy could not be worn-out. Jonas fucked
my wife, but he hadn’t hurt me or Amy so I was willing to let it
go. Besides, watching the two of them had given me many hours of
pleasure. I told Jonas to forget it.

“Mighty big of you, Rex,”
he said obviously relived. “You would not believe how big Glory 2
is selling.” I told him I would believe it and that I had deposited
a whopping big check. “Well Glory 3 will be even bigger. Let’s look
to the next book. I propose a photo book of just Amy’s pictures.
What do you think?”

What did I think? Good question. Glory
1 had none of her, Glory 2 was about thirty percent Amy’s pictures,
and Glory 3 would have well over fifty percent. I told Jonas that I
thought a book with just Amy was a good idea, but we should wait
until we saw how Glory 3 would do.

“I agree, but I should be
getting more photos of Amy, don’t you think so?” Ah, there it was.
The big question had arisen.

“Yes,” I said at last. “I
do think so. The public seems to like her pictures and I suspect
Glory 3 will do well. Now we have to convince Amy to get back into
it.”

“What? She don’t want to
model anymore? Please tell me you are kidding! Let me talk to her.
Is she coming in today?”

“Should be here after
lunch,” I told him. “She went shopping to spend some of that money
that came in. Why don’t you call back later today.”

***

“Jonas called me this
afternoon,” Amy said. We had gone out for dinner and Amy looked
incredibly hot. The six hundred dollars she spent on the dress was
money well spent.

“Yeah, he said he was
going to. How did it go?”

“I like the idea of having
my own book. Pictures of just me, but I don’t know, Rex. If I went
back to model for him the odds are great that we would end up
fucking again.”

“Do you want to continue
modeling?” I asked her. She nodded. “Do you want that book of just
Amy?” She nodded again. “Do you want some more of his
cock?”

“Yes, I do,” she said
laughing. “Jonas scratches an itch for me. Do you want me to do
it?”

“Model or fuck him?” I
said. “Hell, I’m torn two ways and neither of them has anything to
do with you and Jonas fucking. I have it on reliable advice that
you can’t wear a pussy out. “

“What is the
problem?”

“The problem is what’s
next? You’ve done about everything and every pose known to man.
Will the next book just be more of the same? All that’s left is
different clothes to get out of or…”

“Or what?” she
asked.

“Harden up the soft-core
to something harder. Maybe even real hard-core shit.”

“Yeah, I thought about
that,” she said slowly. “Jonas mentioned taking it to the next
level several times. How does the publisher of Pussy Willow feel
about it? What does Rex Grant the husband of Amy Grant think about
it?”

“Rex Grant, the publisher
at Pussy Willow will be the first to tell you that it’s a
throw-a-way company. I didn’t even list it as a subsidiary of Grant
Publishing. Rex Grant, the husband will also tell you that he wants
his wife to do whatever she wants to do.”

“That’s sweet and it’s
safely correct,” Amy said with a smile. “Now what does Rex Grant
really think?”

“Take it to the next level
and see how it goes,” I answered honestly. “What did Jonas
suggest?”

“Simulated blow-jobs,
simulated sex and that sort of thing. Maybe some girl on girl
simulated sex.”

“Simulated?” I said. “And
the level beyond that would be actual sex?”

“That would be my guess,”
Amy said. I paid the check and we left the restaurant. We were
walking hand in hand down the sidewalk when she brought up another,
but related subject.

“Jonas suggested I get the
cherry actually tattooed,” she said. “The faux tats sometimes get
rubbed off too easy. What does Rex the hubby think of
that?”

“I like the idea,” I said.
Since we had taxied to the restaurant I kept my eyes open for an
available cab. I saw one coming and flagged it down. Surprisingly
the black driver was an American that could actually speak
English.

“Do you know of a clean
tattoo place?” I asked the driver.

“I sure do,” he answered.
“My brother-in-law is the owner of the finest tattoo pallor in the
city. State of the art all the way and he’s super clean.” I told
him to take us there. Amy squeezed my hand and giggled.

Once there we discovered a wide array
of tattoos from the sublime to the wild and several selections of
cherries. Amy finally found one that closely resembled the fakes
she and Jonas had been using.

After Amy started posing for Jonas,
she had her pubic hair removed. Not sure exactly how except that it
was expensive. She paid for it out of her modeling money and I was
fine with it. I like a bald pussy.

The tattoo artist apparently liked a
bald pussy also. I noticed he touched her pussy a lot while
outlining the cherry on her pubic area.

About half way through Amy who had
been holding my hand squeezed hard and said she didn’t care what
anybody said it hurt like hell. The vibrating needle that the
artist used was near enough to her clit to stimulate her and later
she told me that made the whole process bearable.

I could tell she was being turned on
because her cunt was wet and she was breathing hard. When the
tattooist asked her if she wanted him to stop she shook her head
violently and told him to keep going. The black artist smiled and
put his free hand high on her thigh so that his thumb rested on her
clit.

“Don’t cost much more to
add a color,” the artist who said his name was Colin said. “Put you
a nice green leaf on the cherry.” Amy looked quizzically at me and
I shrugged. The fake tats didn’t have a green leaf, but I doubted
anyone actually examined the cherry that closely. Not with that
pretty pussy so close.

“How much more?” I asked.
Money wasn’t the object, but I like to haggle. I would love to shop
in an Arab bazaar sometime.

“Say a hundred for the
green leaf,” Colin said wiggling his thumb on Amy’s clit causing
her to moan a bit.

“That’s sounds pretty
steep to me,” I said. “The cherry is only two hundred dollars and
it’s a lot larger than a leaf would be.”

“What would you be willing
to pay?” he asked looking up at me and applying pressure on Amy’s
clit.

“How about a hundred
dollars for the cherry and
the leaf and Amy will throw in a hand-job?” I do
not know where that came from.

“Fuck with that,” he
snorted. “I can give myself a hand job.

“How about a blow-job?” I
asked.

“How about two hundred
dollars for the tat and I give her a bonus of some hard black cock
in her pretty cunt?” he countered.

“How about we include me
in these negotiations?’ Amy said. “Colin, if you get any of this
pussy it’s going to have to be the tattoo with the leaf for
free. I’ll throw in an
autographed book just to sweeten the deal.”

“Some head and a fuck and
you have a deal,” Colin said. Amy readily agreed to the
terms.

“I’m hurting,” Amy said as
we arrived at our apartment.

“The tattoo?” I
asked.

“No, my pussy is sore. He
was hung like a bull and he wasn’t very gentle. Colin was my first
black man, did you know that?” I told her I didn’t know it and
asked her how she managed to fuck her way through college without
encountering at least one black man. “I don’t know,” she answered.
“It wasn’t a race thing. Just never came up I guess. Did you like
watching your wife getting dicked by a big black cock? Was that
some sort of test?”

“You know something? I did
like it. You looked like you were enjoying it. It wasn’t a test, it
was an application of business. The barter system at it’s very
best. It is your tattoo and you used your pussy to get it saving us
three hundred dollars. Was it as good for you as it
looked?”

“It was great until he got
rough and even then it was still good. I love my tattoo,” she said.
“Thank you for getting it for me. What were you and Colin talking
about while I was peeing and cleaning his goop off of
me?”

“We were discussing a nip
and clit piercing deal,” I said. From the way she cut her eyes at
me I don’t think she believed me.

***

Amy did not tell Jonas about her new
tattoo until it was completely healed. When she showed it to him he
was pleased. I told him how we paid for it and he got all
excited.

“She fucked him for it?”
he said laughing. “That’s a hoot. It also gives me a great hook for
some photos now that she’s back modeling for me. How’s Glory 3
coming?”

“It’s ready to be shipped
to the distributor,” I answered. “We’re just waiting for the demand
for Glory 2 to taper off. It’s in the fourth printing and still
going strong. Will there be a Glory 4?”

“No, I think the next one
will be called ‘Cherry’ since it is exclusively Amy. I don’t think
she has a clue just what hot property she has become.”

Hot property was a term that became
common around the shop. When Glory 3 hit the market Jonas and Pussy
Willow became besieged with requests to use her images.

“I got a call from
Geo-Royal Publishing,” Jonas said one day. “They want to feature
Amy in a spread in their next issue. That’s high dollar modeling,
my friend. They sell their magazines world-wide. You have to do
something, Rex.”

“Do what?” I
asked.

“Convince Amy to do it,”
he said almost shouting. “She said she wasn’t interested.” That
shocked me so I asked my wife what the problem was.

“I love modeling,” she
said. “I really get off showing off, but I never aspired to become
a top model. There is just too much shit that goes with that gig.
I’m willing to do the next book and maybe even Cherry 2, but I’m
not going to travel to new York or Paris or where ever just to show
my ass. I can do that right here.”

“You would have to travel?
I didn’t know that,” I said. “Why can’t Jonas do the photography
here?”

“I don’t think he’s got
the horsepower or the reputation,” Amy said. “Jonas also wants me
to do a video.”

“Really? What kind of
video?”

“One of those behind the
scenes things. A video camera follows us around while we do a
shoot. Just some soft-core crap. Tits and ass stuff,” she said. “I
may let him do that. What do you think?”

I wondered why Jonas was cutting Pussy
Willow out of the video. He hadn’t mention it to me at all. I got
in his face about it the next day.

“I wasn’t trying to cut
you out,” Jonas said. “Not exactly. To be truthful I’m over
extended and I was looking to get well by selling the video. You
and Amy would get a percentage of the sale.”

I wondered how a successful
photographer with books that were in high demand became over
extended, but I didn’t ask. His financial situation wasn’t any of
my business.

“Oh, let’s help him out,”
Amy said when I told her about the conversation with Jonas. “It’s
no skin off of our nose and we’ve made a lot of money from our
dealing with Jonas.”

I knew she was right and that it was
the right thing to do, but I hate to give anything away. In the end
I shut-up about it.

It turned out to be a nice video. It
was kind of like Bloopers meet’s the Sports illustrated swimwear
shoot. It was called “Cherry’s Photo Shoot” and apparently did very
well at the sales counter.

“Saved my bacon,” Jonas
told me one day. We were at my bar having an after work drink. “I
was about to have to leave town.” I asked him to tell me about it
if he wanted to. I assured him I wasn’t prying into his
affairs.

“After ‘Glory’ came out
and it sold so well, I got careless and invested some money in a
project that couldn’t fail. It failed big time. I had to borrow
some money to keep operating. Glory 2 took a lot of pressure off me
and I was about to see daylight when the shit hit the fan. My
latest ex-wife heard I was doing good and she got her lawyers on my
ass to pay back alimony. That got my other ex-wife going for me. I
borrowed some more money to get them off of my back. The bank got
tight with me and I had to get the money from other sources. I was
getting by oaky, but it was close. The interest I was paying was
killing me.”

“Loan shark?” I
asked.

“The next thing to a
shark,” he said. “Legal, but barely. I had hoped ‘Cherry’ would get
me out of the shit hole I was in, but it was coming too slow for
the creditor. That was when I came up with the video. I offered
them the exclusive rights to the video in exchange for letting me
off the hook.”

“Did it work?” I
asked.

“It did,” he said
laughing. “The son of a bitch made more than twice I owed him. Now
the cocksucker wants to invest in a feature length movie with Amy
as the star. Will you talk to Amy about it?”

“Why don’t you do
it?”

“She’ll listen to you,”
Jonas said.

“I hope she will because I
would tell her no,” I said. “It sounds like you are involved with
the mob or whatever they call it nowadays.”

“Maybe so,” Jonas said.
“They are involved in a lot of legal shit these days. Just mention
it to her, will you? The big man wants to meet Amy and that
wouldn’t hurt anything.”

***

“I don’t mind meeting him,
whoever “him” is,” Amy said. “But I’m not the least bit interested
in being in a movie. In fact, I’m thinking about retiring all
together.”

“I didn’t know that,” I
said surprised at her announcement. “It’s not fun
anymore?”

“It’s still fun, but it
like been there and done that. I told Jonas I would do at least one
more book for him and then I’d decide it keep on or get out. So who
is this big shot Jonas wants us to meet?”

“Not us, dear one, it’s
you,” I said. “I don’t
think he cares if I’m alive or not. His name is Mike Wakil. I don’t
know any more than that.” I didn’t tell Amy that my search for
information about him had turned up nothing. As far as I could tell
he didn’t even have a phone listed to him.

“I love meeting new
people,” Amy said. “It’s a party?”

“Yeah, Jonas said a few
friends in for a cocktail party Friday night. Are you sure you want
to go?”

“Sure, why not?” she said.
“I have a new dress and it will be perfect for a cocktail party.”
Amy had used her newfound source of income to replenish her
wardrobe. Also her lingerie drawer which was my favorite
drawer.

***

“It’s so nice to meet you
in person at last,” Mike Wakil said holding on to Amy’s hand. “I
did so enjoy watching the video.”

“Thank you kind sir,” Amy
said laying on the charm. “From your delightful accent I’m guessing
you are not a native of this country.”

“No, I am an Egyptian by
birth,” he said finally releasing her hand. “Mike is an anglicized
version of Mika'il. I’m named after an angel and I’m not one.” He
laughed at his quip. It took me a moment to realize he was
referring to the angel, Michael. It took him even longer to
acknowledge that I was in the room.

“Ah, Mister Grant,” he
said giving me a brief handshake. “I have heard many good things
about you. Welcome, welcome to both of you to my humble
home.”

Humble my ass! There was nothing
humble about the place. It was a freaking mansion located at the
city’s edge. That strip of million dollar homes that separated the
city from the actual suburbs. I didn’t count but I guessed the
house had at least twenty or thirty rooms and what I saw, was
lavishly decorated.

“So this is how the rich
live,” Amy whispered to me as Mike Wakil took us into the giant
room where the party-goers were assembled. I nodded watching Jonas
make his way to us.

“Thanks for coming,” Jonas
said. From his flushed face I assumed, correctly, he had been
drinking for a while.

“You can thank, Amy,” I
said. “Not my kind of place or people. Is that Lily?” I asked
looked at a beautiful woman talking to Mike Wakil. She had been in
Glory 1.

“Yeah,” Jonas said
glancing around. “I hear she and Mike are a thing these days. He
saw her photos and demanded an introduction.” ‘Just like Amy,’ I
thought. “Mike is a collector of beautiful women,” Jonas added. I
thought it beat collecting matchbook covers.

I don’t have any way to gauge cocktail
parties, but I suppose it was a success. A bunch of people drank a
lot of booze and everybody made conversation with people they
didn’t know.

“Where have you been?’ I
asked Amy when she found me and rescued me from a discussion of
something I didn’t know or cared about.

“Mike gave me a tour of a
small part of this place,” she said. “He was giving me the hard
sell to make his movie when the soft sell didn’t work.”

“Did it work?” I
asked.

“No, I’m not interested in
being in a movie. Mike doesn’t take no for an answer so I had to
tell him I would think about it. He’s having a script sent over by
messenger tomorrow. I’m horny, let’s get out of her and go
fuck.”

Now that is an activity that merits no
consideration from me at all. I do not even have to think about it.
We found Mister Wakil and bid him goodnight. I waved at a very
drunk Jonas as we departed.

***

“This is nothing but
crap,” Amy said throwing the script onto the floor.”If I had any
interest, that shit would have turned me around.” She told Mike
Wakil that same thing when he called on Sunday. From the one side
of the conversation, Mike wasn’t taking no as the final answer. Amy
was becoming pissed at his insistence.

“Mike, I wouldn’t touch
that smelly thing with a ten foot pole,” she yelled into the phone.
She listened for a moment, agreed to something, and hung up. I ask
her what she agreed to.

“I agreed to autograph a
first edition of Glory 2 and 3 and Cherry when it comes out,” she
answered. “Is that all right?” I told her it was fine. “I also
agreed to think about posing for him in a private shoot.” That was
not fine with me.

“Why a private shoot?” I
asked her. “He’s not a photographer is he?”

“No, not a professional.
He describes himself as a serious amateur. He showed me his small
studio and gallery Friday evening while we toured his home. He’s
pretty good so I’ll probably do it. I don’t mind modeling for him.
He seems nice enough.”

“Does he intend to pay
you? You get top of the pay scale these days, you know.”

“One thousand an hour,”
she said with a grin. “I’m going to buy us some new furniture with
the money.”

I still had some reservations about
her modeling for Wakil, but I kept quiet about it. That was a
mistake I came to bitterly regret.

***

“So you are thinking about
giving it up?” I said. Amy and I were having breakfast the next
morning. “Can I ask why?”

“Several reasons come to
mind,” she said. “I guess the biggest one is I can see a big change
coming and I’m unsure about it.”

“What kind of
change?”

“There is not a lot left
for me to do in modeling, Rex,” she said. “Jonas had photographed
me in every conceivable position and situation. Now we’re just
doing different costumes and locations. It’s getting to be boring.
The next step is doing hard-core photographs or videos. I guess I’m
not sure if I want to do that or not. What do you
think?”

I told her I didn’t know what I
thought about it. Did I want my wife doing that sort of thing? I
told Amy I would have to give it a lot more thought.

“Is being bored with Jonas
the reason you told the Arab you would model for him?” I asked
her.”Looking for a little excitement in your life?”

“Maybe,” she said with a
little laugh. “I haven’t thought of myself as a thrill seeker, but
maybe that’s what I want. I won’t if you don’t want me to do
it.”


Chapter 5

 


Jonas was waiting at the office when
Amy and I arrived to start the workday.

“What did you think of
Mike Wakil?” he asked us. The three of us were in the workroom
going over Amy’s photos for the next photo book.

“Seems okay,” I said. “He
wants Amy to model for him.” I could tell from his expression that
wasn’t a surprise to him. “He talked to you about it?”

“Yeah, he did,” Jonas
said. “I refer models to him from time to time. He pays
good.”

“What do you think about
me modeling for Mike?” Amy asked.

“You should talk to Lily
before you agree to model for him,” Jonas told her.”She may give
you some insight. The pay is good, but I hear he’s demanding. Why
don’t I ask Lily to come talk with you about it?”

***

“Sure, I made a lot of
money from him,” Lily said a few days later. Amy invited her to
come to our apartment for dinner and a chat.

Lily was a tall blonde bade with a lot
of nice curves and a pretty face. I thought her obviously enhanced
boobs were a bit much, but I suppose it’s a matter of taste. I
prefer tits to be natural even if they are small.

“I’m guessing he wants
nudes,” Amy said. “Judging from the photos he showed
me.”

“Oh hell yes,” Lily said.
“He’ll have you undressed pretty damned fast. I spoke with some of
the other models he’s used and I got a mixed report. Some said he
was a nasty pig and some said he was a sweetheart to work with. I
found him to be okay. My friend, Shirley, said he wanted her to use
dildos and stuff on herself. She did because she’s into that shit.
He didn’t ask me to do that.”

“What did he ask you to
do?” I ask her.

“Fuck,” she answered with
a smile. “He asked me to do some one on one fucking and when I told
him I didn’t do that, he upped the fee and reached my price. Some
of the other girls told me about it so I was ready when he asked
me.”

“How was it?” Amy asked
her. I could see her interest rising.

“Not bad at all,” Lily
said. “Straight forward fucking at first, but He got a bit kinky
later.”

“Kinky? How?” Amy asked
her.

“Butt fucking and ass to
mouth stuff. Facials, tit fucking, and hand-jobs. Nothing I wasn’t
willing to do since he was willing to pay for it.”

“If Mike was in on the
fucking, who took the pictures?’ I asked her.

“Mustafa,” she
answered.

“And who is Mustafa?” Amy
said.

“He’s Mike’s right-hand
man. A personal assistant or something like that. Watch out for
Mustafa,” Lily said. “He could be bad fucking news.”

“What do you mean?” Amy
inquired.

“I’ll leave it up to you
to find out for yourself,” Lily said with a sly smile. “Just beware
of that big fellow. Thanks for dinner, but I have an engagement so
I have to run. Let me know how it goes with Mike.”

“You are going to do it,
aren’t you?” I said after Lily left.

“Unless you object,” Amy
replied. “It doesn’t sound boring to me.”

“I saw the advance
publication of the latest photo book,” Mike said. We were having a
drink on the veranda. “Very nice, Cherry, or should I call you
Amy?” I told him Amy was my name. “It’s obvious you deserve the
high fee you demand.” A tiny little Arab girl came and silently
refilled my glass. It was a sweet, but pleasant tasting drink I
didn’t recognize. It wasn’t until I was on the second glass that I
realized how potent it was.

“Let’s get on with it,
shall we?’ Mike said taking my hand and helping me up. I was
light-headed and my legs felt unsteady. Mike took me to the studio
and proceeded to take pictures of me. I was nude fairly soon after
we started the session. Not that it surprised me because I knew
what I was there to do.

I posed for Mike while the snapped
shot after shot of me. I was still dizzy from whatever I drank so I
was mostly operating on automatic.

“Hold your cunt open,”
Mike directed. I opened my pussy for him and the camera. “Pull on
your clit, Amy.” I did as directed. He called for a break after
about half an hour and the little maid arrived with more of that
drink. Mike insisted I drink it so I did.

“Ah, there you are my
friend,” Mike said looking at a very dark black man that came into
the room. “This is Mustafa.” He was tall, but also unbelievably
large. Mustafa had to tip the scales at four hundred pounds at
least. Giant rolls of fat hung over his belt, but he didn’t look
soft like most fat men. His piggish face was so fat that his eyes
were nearly hidden. “Mustafa, this is Amy.” The huge creature
grunted what I assumed was a greeting and held out an enormous arm
with a huge hand attached. I took his hot sweaty hand in mine.
“Mustafa is from the Sudan,” Mike said. “That is why he is so
dark.”

Mike turned the camera over to Mustafa
and told him what he wanted captured on film. What Mike wanted was
him and me fucking and that’s what Mustafa took photos
of.

When Mike approached me and I saw he
was naked, I tried to protest that I didn’t not want sex. I was
only going to do nudes, but I did not have the will to say a word
to him. Of course now I know it was that drink, but at the time all
I knew was I was powerless to do anything except do what I was told
to do.

Mike pushed me back on the low couch I
had been using. He pushed my legs open and back. I couldn’t take my
eyes away from his eyes and he was looking at me intently. When he
put his cock to my pussy opening, I had a small orgasm. It was as
if every fiber of my being was centered in my pussy. Everything
else in the world ceased to have any meaning. Just my pussy and
when he put some of his cock in me I had another larger orgasm. I
experienced another orgasm when he shoved all of his hard cock in
me. He wasn’t very large, about average I guess, but I was super
aroused. That drink I’m sure was responsible.

For the next twenty minutes, he fucked
me hard and I couldn’t have stopped coming if I had wanted to. I
had absolutely no control of my orgasms. I was only vaguely aware
that Mike and the fat man were talking about me.

“She’s fucking hot,
Mustafa,” I remember him saying. “Be sure to get pictures of her
beautiful face when she cums.”

I don’t know exactly long the fucking
took. Maybe half an hour but it could have been longer. At some
point I fainted. That came during a tremendous orgasm.

When I woke up the girl was there with
the drink and since I was parched, I drank it quickly. She waited
until I finished the drink and refilled the glass. I should have
felt strange being naked with her, but I wasn’t. I looked around
but the girl and I were alone in the room.

“Please use the shower,”
the girl said in broken English and indicating a bathroom. She
helped me up and into the shower. The shower helped, but my head
was still spinning when I got out and she helped me dry
off.

When I came out of the bathroom I saw
that Mike and his giant friend had returned.

“Doesn’t she have
beautiful breasts?” Mike said to Mustafa. “Mustafa loves big
titties, don’t you Mustafa? Hold up your tits, Amy. Show him how
beautiful they are when you present them to him.” I hesitated and
Mike scowled at me until I took my breasts and lifted them to the
big ugly man. “Only thing Mustafa likes better than big white
titties is white pussy. As you might imagine, Amy, Mustafa doesn’t
get many offers of quality pussy. You’ll be happy to give Mustafa
some pussy, won’t you?” It came to me in a thunderous crash of
comprehension that I was considered to be a whore and whores didn’t
get to pick and choose who they serviced. As that understanding
came to me, I realized I had nodded my head. Yes, I would give this
disgusting thing my pussy. I had no will to deny them
anything.

On one side of the room was a low
table on sturdy legs. The top of the table was padded. I was sure I
knew what the purpose of the table was and I was proven
right.

Mike directed me to get up on the
table and spread my legs. “Give Mustafa a good look at your pretty
gash.” I did as he said to do. Mustafa managed to get his clothes
off and stood before me fat and naked. His stomach drooped down,
but didn’t hide his cock. Like everything else about the hulk his
cock was also large. Long, thick, and with a banana like curve in
it. His dick was as misshaped as everything else about him. His
cock was twice as large as Mike’s.

Mustafa’s pig-like eyes seemed to be
fixed on my wide open pussy. He lumbered toward the table I was
perched on while stroking his big dick. The studio lights came on
and I saw the maid manning a large video camera.

“You like what you see,
Mustafa?” Mike asked coming to stand beside me. He ran his fingers
through my pussy lips and coming to rest on my clit. “I can tell
you that this is fine, top notch pussy. This bitch loves to fuck,
don’t you, Amy?”

I felt conflicting emotions. I was
repulsed by the sight of the fat slob who stood close to me. I
wanted to tell them to leave me alone, but I also felt a surge of
heat course through me. Mike was pinching my clitoris and tugging
at it. That caused me to start to moisten again. When Mustafa
reached out and put his finger on my pussy there was a gush of
lubricant flooding my pussy. It was almost embarrassing at how fast
I went from a reluctant whore to hot slut. Mustafa wiggled his fat
finger into my pussy and plunged it in and out of me several times.
I had a small orgasm and Mike laughed. The drug or whatever it was
weakened my will, but increased every other sense. My nipples felt
like they would explode and my pussy was on fire.

“Didn’t I tell you she was
a hot blooded bitch?” he said, still chuckling. He released my clit
and stepped back to give the fat man room. Mustafa withdrew his
finger and replaced it with two fingers. He rammed them in me as
far as they would go and I shuddered as another small climax hit
me. “Tell the man what you want, Amy,” Mike said. “Tell him you
want him to fuck your cunt with his big ol’ crooked
cock.”

“Fuck my cunt, Mustafa,” a
voice that sounded like me said. “Stick your big ol’ cock in and
fuck me.” At that moment there was no other persons in the world.
Just me, Mustafa, and Mike and at that moment in time I did want
the fat hog to fuck me. I wanted his ugly cock more than anything
else. Mustafa grabbed my legs and pulled me to the edge of the
table so that half my butt was hanging off. He lifted my legs and
caused me to lie back on the table. I felt the tip of his cock
touch my pussy and I felt that current of electricity surge through
me and suddenly he was in me. Deep in me. Mustafa didn’t display
any finesse, he just rammed his curved cock in and started fucking
me. His fat misshapen cock plowed past my cervix and into my womb
and I loved it. It shames me to admit it, but God help me, I
did.

Whatever Mustafa lacked in looks he
more than made up for in pure stamina. He hammered away at my
defenseless pussy for nearly thirty minutes before he flooded me
with his cum. Mike wasn’t through with my degradation. He made me
get on my knees and clean the fat man’s cock with my mouth while he
took still photos of me and the girl videoed us. I sucked and
licked the slimy cock with my forehead resting on Mustafa’s huge
belly.

I discovered they were not through
with me. More drinks and a lot more fucking. I passed out several
times from the intense sex and maybe they drink. I woke up and it
was daylight. Mike told me a taxi was waiting to take me home. He
gave me an envelope with cash in it and told me he would see me
later.

***

“He drugged and raped
you?” I yelled. I was so mad I was sputtering. “I’ll have his ass
thrown under the
fucking jail!”

“He did drug me,” Amy said
calmly. “I think rape would be hard to prove. I couldn’t say much,
but I remember all of it. I asked to be fucked so rape is out the
window.”

“You can deny you said…oh
fuck, the video tape,” I said. “Shit!”

“Yes, shit,” Amy
said.

***

I felt like I should do something, but
I was at a loss as to what. I fumed about it for a few days and
arrived at no solution to the problem. I was pissed-off, but Amy
seemed to take it in stride. She was over her ordeal in a matter of
a few days. Ordeal is my choice of words. I’m not sure she saw it
as an ordeal.

Whatever or however she saw it she
snapped back and started modeling for Jonas to finish her deal
about Cherry 2. Meanwhile Glory 3 was on the market and doing
extremely well. Since we expected sales to be good there was a
large first printing and we still had to go into the second one
quickly.

“What is he up to?” I
asked Jonas one day.

“Who? Mike Wakil? Who says
he up to something, Rex?”

“Because he’s that kind of
man,” I said. “You aren’t that naive, Jonas. You know he’s got a
very explicit tape of Amy. Does he intend to use it? He has screwed
your models before and you know it. Screwed both literally and
figuratively. You set this up didn’t you?”

“No, Rex,” he said. “I did
not set anything up. Not really. Did I know he intended to fuck
Amy? Yes, I knew that would happen. Remember I suggested you talk
to Lily before she went. I know you and Amy did talk to her so you
both knew what Amy was in for. Did I know he would tape her? Sure,
it is what he does. Hell, he’s a rich man with some real kinks so
he could do anything, but I don’t know what he will do. How is Amy
doing?”

“A lot better than I am,”
I admitted. “You had her all day yesterday. How did she seem to
you?”

“Better than ever,” Jonas
said. “It was like she was recharged or something. We went out to a
farm and did a location shoot. She was in top form all day. I think
it was her best shoot.”

I didn’t mention it to Jonas, but
Amy’s whole demeanor had changed somewhat since her visit to Like
Wakil. She seemed happier than normal, which is a lot of happy. I
didn’t know what to make of it. She got even happier when the first
checks from Glory 3 came in. They were very large
indeed.

“We should move to the
‘burbs,” Amy suggested. “If we don’t invest it the taxes will get a
lot of it.” That made sense to me so I told her to check and see if
there was any place we could afford without a huge mortgage. I had
a feeling the wealth from Pussy Willow was going to come to a stop
some day.

I actually forgot she was on a mission
for a few days. I got caught up in work and She was doing one shoot
right after another with Jonas. I was surprised when she bounced
into the workroom one afternoon.

“I found the perfect
place,” she announced happily. “You have to come look at it with
me, Rex. Come on, that crap can wait a few hours.”

I let her drive the car and she drove
us out to the country. It was pretty country and I enjoyed the
ride. On the way she told me it was a place Jonas used for a
location shoot. She drove up a long gravel drive to a huge old
house.

“We can’t afford this
place, Amy!” I said. “There is no way.”

“Yes way,” she giggled.
“The house needs some repair and remodeling, but it is affordable.
The owner is willing to deal and he’ll carry the
mortgage.”

She produced a key and let us in. I
had to admit the old house had a lot of charm. I played devil’s
advocate and found fault with everything. Everything from how much
it would cost to heat and air condition it to the old wiring and
plumbing. Amy let me vent for a while then told me to stop raining
on her parade.

“Yes, it needs some work,”
she said. “Yes, there are some problems, but nothing we can’t
handle. Mike said he would make us a real deal on the
place.”

“Mike? Mike
who?”

“Mike Wakil,” she said.
“He is the owner. He told me he took it to settle a debt and would
like to unload it. While I love the house and I can see all sorts
of possibilities, the main attraction is the land. This house sits
on sixty-four acres of nice land.”

“What the fuck do we need
with land?” I asked. “Amy, I don’t want to get into bed with Mike
Wakil.”

“I don’t think he
expects you to
get in bed with him,” Amy said with a giggle. “We can afford it,
Rex and I’ll keep doing what I’m doing until it’s paid for. Jonas
expects Cherry to make a lot of money. I can do a lot more, Rex and
I’m willing to do whatever it takes to get this place. It’s my
dream house, honey.”

A dream house or a nightmare? I wasn’t
sure, but I couldn’t say no to Amy. Two days later Mike sent the
sales agreement over to me. I sent it to my attorney to go over it
and look for the hook. I was sure there was a hook
somewhere.

“It’s a straight forward
contract, Rex,” my lawyer said returning the papers to me. “I could
not have done better.”

I thanked him and I looked at the
contract as if I knew what the hell I was doing. I fully expected
that there would be something in it to screw-up Amy and me. What
was Wakil up to?

Amy and I signed the papers and sent
them back to Mike the next day. We closed on the house a few days
after that. Amy hadn’t waited on the legal processes. She had a
contractor ready to go on the remodeling. Before the sale, she had
worked some long hours to free up her time. She started using the
time to get hot and dirty working on the new home place. Once the
electrical work was finished and she could work at night, she spent
several nights alone there.

“Where is she?” Jonas
demanded one day two weeks into the reconstruction started. “She
promised me six hours more to finish the layout. She doesn’t answer
her cell phone.”

“She’s at Grant Manor,” I
informed him. “They are installing new kitchen cabinets today. I’m
closing up early and going out there for the weekend. Come on and
bring your camera.”

“I guess if I shoot her
I’ll have to do it on the fly,” he grumbled. “I should never have
showed her the place.”

“Why did you?”

“I’ve done a lot of
country location shooting there. Mike let me use it for free and
it’s handy. How was I to know she would fall in love with the
place? I’ll come on out tomorrow and try to get her still long
enough to take a few pictures.”

***

I had been out for several days and I
was amazed at what had been accomplished in such a short time. The
lawn looked as if it had been manicured and there was a new coat of
white paint on the house. There were two service type trucks in the
drive along with Amy’s newly acquired compact pickup
truck.

“Hi honey,” Amy greeted me
at the door. “Come see what they’ve done in the kitchen. It’s
beautiful.”

I had to admit it was beautiful. All
new cabinets, wallpaper, and floor covering. Our appliances were
going to look shabby in the sparkling kitchen.

“This is Tamir,” Amy said
indicating a dark skin man. “Tamir is part owner of the company.”
The man and I shook hands. “His brothers are somewhere around doing
something,” Amy added. “They are Najid and Rais. There are others,
but I don’t know their names.”

“Where did you find them?”
I asked her as she led me up the stairs.

“I think they may be
related to Mike Wakil, but I’m not sure,” she answered. She pointed
out the new paint, carpet, and wallpaper in the various rooms. The
master bedroom where she had her temporary bed and suitcases was
beautifully carpeted. “This is where you and I will spend a lot of
fun time,” Amy said. “There is a balcony right outside that
door.”

I went to the door and looked out. It
was a lovely view. I could see a crew of men cutting the brush
toward the back of the backyard. They were a lot darker than the
man I met in the kitchen. I asked Amy about them.

“They are from the Sudan,”
she said. “The same place Mustafa came from. Most of the laborers
are blacks. Apparently there are many blacks from there that
migrated to Egypt. Tamir speaks good English and that’s where I got
that information. Najid and Tamir don’t speak much English, but the
understand it pretty well. Tamir is the youngest brother. He’s a
sniffer.”

“A what?”

“I caught him sniffing my
panties the other day,” she said with a giggle.

“Were you wearing them at
the time?” I asked.

“No, he got them out of my
suitcase,” she said. “Come on I want to show you
something.”

We went back down the stairs to the
main floor and out onto a back porch.

“Ta da,” Amy sang,
pointing the hot tub out. “My gift to you for allowing me to get
this house.”

“Does that mean you are to
use it?” I teased.

“If you can keep me out,
have at it,” she said. “I soaked all my soreness out last night. It
was great and you are going to love it.” She knew I had wanted a
Jacuzzi for a long time but we had no place for it in the city.
This one was big enough for six people to sit. Amy said eight
people could get in if they were good friends.

“It’s great,” I said.
“Thank you sweet stuff.” I tweaked her nipple through her thin
shirt. “Did you forget to pack a bra?”

“No, I have some I just
don’t wear them much. Some days I don’t even wear a shirt. I did
today because it was distracting the workers. Tamir said for me to
save it until tonight when they were through for the day then give
them a show.”

I thought for a moment she was
kidding, but she wasn’t kidding at all. Amy and I were sitting on
the front porch steps when the men begun to assemble in the front
yard. I asked Amy what they were doing.

“Waiting on the evening
performance,” she replied. She counted and decided they all were
there. Nine sweaty grinning black men. “I’ll be right back, honey.
I have to go change.”

She was back within a few minutes
wearing a slinky negligee and high heels. Until them I thought she
had been joking about showing the help her charms. Amy strolled the
length of the porch and back again moving to some inter music that
only she heard.

“Wait, wait!” called two
men rushing around the house. They were carbon copies of Tamir. The
brothers seemed alarmed that Amy had started without them. Tamir
came out of the house and went down to the yard to join the others.
Amy started her stroll again. On the second pass, she untied the
belt and opened the robe to allow them to see her boobs. She let
the robe slip completely off and did her promenade across the porch
again completely naked. She stopped at the steps posed for a few
seconds and went into the house to a loud applause from the
watchers. I applauded too. It was a hell of a show. The workers
loaded up and left.

“Do you do that often?” I
asked Amy when she came back out.

“Every afternoon when they
stop for the day,’ she said with a grin. “Tamir said they all fight
to see who will come here to work. I think it must be a morale
booster.”

“I should think so,” I
said. “It is also a good way to get gang raped.”

“Hasn’t happened yet,” she
giggled. “There is a good burger joint in the village so why don’t
you go get us some?”

On the way back to the new (old) house
I thought about Amy parading naked before a bunch of men. Black men
for the most part. I suddenly realized how horny it made me to know
other men watched her and saw her nakedness. I was thrilled that
other men wanted her and that other men had fucked her.

I had to have some pussy before we had
burgers and of course, Amy was ready, willing and able to
accommodate me. After sex and burgers Amy took me for a walk around
the place.

“Come on slowpoke,” she
urged. “I found a beautiful spot for photographs. There is a small
waterfall back here. I never came back this far with Jonas and
he’ll love it.”

“I forgot to tell you that
he’ll be here in the morning and he told me to tie you up so he
could finish a set he’s working on.”

“Tie me up?” she said with
a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “That sounds intriguing, doesn’t
it? That’s something me haven’t explored.”

Amy was correct. The waterfall was
beautiful. Not very large, but I could see with my nonprofessional
eye it would make a great background for photographs. It was almost
dark by the time we got back to the house.

Amy’s bed was nothing more than a box
spring and mattress set on the floor, but it served the two primary
purposes. We fucked on it and we slept on it. Once again, I
marveled at Amy’s energy and enthusiasm for sex.

“We move-in next week.
It’s time and the lease on the apartment will be up soon,” was the
last thing Amy said before we fell into a deep slumber.


Chapter 6

 


The next morning was a day of
surprises for both of us. The first thing that happened was a large
truck delivered a water fountain. A big-ass water fountain. The
contractors and their crew fell to getting the thing unloaded while
Amy tried to find out where it came from. We were not expecting the
workers to work on Saturday.

“Tamir, I didn’t order a
fountain,” Amy said to him. “Where did it come from?”

“Gift,” he answered. “It
is a gift to you and to Mister Grant.” The crew got busy levering
the huge thing into an existing pond in the front yard.

“Gift from whom?” Amy
inquired.

“Mister Wakil,” he said
and went back to shouting unnecessary orders to the men. I went
back in, got a cup of coffee and a spot on the porch out of the way
to watch them. Jonas arrived while that was talking
place.

“Where is that minx?’
Jonas called getting his camera bags out of the car. “Do not tell
me she got away.”

“She is inside getting
dressed,” I said and offered him coffee. While I got his coffee he
got some clothing out of the car.

“What are they doing?”
Jonas asked looking at the men installing the fountain. I told him
that the fountain was a gift from Mike Wakil.

“It will make a nice
background for some pictures,” he said. “I hadn’t figured Mike the
gift giving kind of man. He never gave me anything. I wonder what
he wants.”

I didn’t have any doubt what Wakil
wanted. He wanted some more of Amy’s pussy, but I knew Jonas was
aware of that so I didn’t say it aloud.

A short while later Amy came out and
she took Jonas back to the waterfall. She took some of the costumes
with her while Jonas lugged his equipment. I drank coffee and
watched the men work on the fountain.

Amy and Jonas were back a couple of
hours later and they arrived about the time the water gushed up
from the fountain. The men had connected the fountain to an
existing waterline to the pond. It was beautiful. Amy, Jonas, and
water all came at the same time Mike Wakil arrived.

“Thank you, Mike,” Amy
said running to meet him. “It is a beautiful fountain and a nice
gift.”

“It is nothing,” he said
stopping to admire the fountain.”A beautiful home and a beautiful
woman deserve beautiful things.”

“I’ll add my thanks.” I
said when they reached the porch. “Even though I’m sure it wasn’t
for me.”

“Of course you can enjoy
its beauty,” Mike said. “I wonder if we can discuss some business
while I’m here?”

His business was to tell us that he
had an edited tape of Amy and the man called Mustafa. He didn’t ask
if he could produce it, he told us he intended to do so.

“Of course there are legal
steps you could take to prevent me from selling it,” he said. “I
have many attorneys who relish a court battle.” He paused and let
that statement hang in the air for a moment. “Or you could join me
in the venture and we all could make a lot of money. Join me and
you’ll get twenty percent of the profit.”

He was right. We could get a lawyer
and fight him, but he would win in the long run. Rich people always
win legal battles. You get all the justice you can afford. Win,
lose, or draw we would still lose the major contest because Amy’s
name would be splattered all over the media. That is the sort of
thing that would get viewers and attract readers.

“What do you propose?” Amy
calmly asked him.

“What I have is good,” he
said. “I can sell it and make some money. I propose you do more and
make it great. You would become a partner rather than…” he let the
statement go unfinished but we all knew the unfinished part.
“Victim” was what he didn’t say.

“You want more?” Amy asked
still unruffled at the outrageous proposal. “More of me and
Mustafa?”

“Yes,” Mike said. “Mustafa
and other men. We will make it a grand production. We will give men
all over the world what they want to see. A beautiful white woman,
an American woman, being serviced by a group of black men, Asian
men and Arab men. Cherry will become the most sought-after woman in
the world.”

“Oh goody, a worldwide
slut,” Amy said, still strangely unruffled. “Just what I wanted to
become.”

“Cherry a worldwide slut
or Amy Grant a much publicized whore,” Mike said matching her
coolness. “Cherry, a wealthy woman or Amy Grant a penniless woman.
It’s your choice, my dear.”

“Rex and I will discuss it
and let you know in a few days,” Amy said. The workers had finished
with the fountain and had put their tool in the truck. “If you’ll
excuse me I have a show to put on for the men.”

“What is she doing?” Mike
asked watching Amy walk along the workers that were lined up by the
fountain. Jonas grabbed a camera and begun to take pictures of her
as she slowly and tantalizingly disrobed for the men. “That is
dangerous,” Mike said when Amy was topless and thrusting her
spectacular chest out. “They are Sudanese. They will assume she is
offering them sex.”

“Maybe she is,” I muttered
watching her as she removed her skirt. Jonas moved closer to
capture her beauty and the looks on the faces of the watching men.
She paraded completely naked by the Sudanese once more and bent
over to pick up her blouse and skirt. Her position gave them a good
view of her pussy and ass. She waved at them and went into the
house.

“When do you move here?”
Mike asked. I told him the movers would come on Tuesday morning and
deliver the furniture that afternoon. “I will give you until the
weekend to make your decision about the movie,” Mike said. “I will
leave you a copy of the disk.”

“Mike, what was the drug
you gave Amy?” I asked taking the DVD he held out to me. He smiled
at me.

“It is an aged formula
handed down by the old ones. The recipe is known only to a very few
today. I won’t tell you what is in it, but I will let you have a
supply. Until next weekend, Rex. Good day.”

After everyone left, Amy and I closed
up the house and went to the city. We had a lot of packing to do
before the movers came. Also, I had a DVD to watch.

I had intended to watch the disk as
soon as I got to a player and a TV, but Amy had other ideas. She
had a lot of our things packed while the remodeling was ongoing,
but there was still a lot of junk. I suggested putting it out with
the trash, but that got me a cold look so I didn’t mention it
again.

“Honey,” I said while
putting valuable keepsakes into a box. “We have to make a decision
about Mike Wakil before next weekend.”

“So decide, Rex,” she
said. “I’ll leave it up to you. When you finish here go pack the
books in the spare bedroom. I’m going to finish in the kitchen. We
can eat out until we get moved.”

“What the fuck do you mean
by me deciding?”
I demanded. “It’s not me they are going to fuck.”

“Still, I’m leaving it up
to you,” she said as it that was logic.

“You want to do it, don’t
you?” I asked her. “That’s why you were so calm when Mike told us
about it.”

“Amy Grant does not want
any part of it,” she said. “Cherry, the slut does find the idea
attractive. Sex with Mustafa and Mike was something so intense, so
extreme, and so different Cherry would like to see what else they
have to offer her.”

“Why are you speaking in
the third person?” I said. “You are Cherry, dammit. Amy Grant and
Cherry are one and the same.”

“I know,” she said with a
smile. “It helps to separate them in my mind. I’m crazy, so sue
me.”

“Which one gives the
Sudanese their daily show? Cherry or Amy?”

“Cherry, of course,” Amy
said with a laugh. “Amy wouldn’t do anything so dirty and so
provocative. When you finally get started on the books and get them
all packed we can go to bed. You can make love to Amy or you can
fuck Cherry.”

“Before I do either one,
I’m going to watch that DVD,” I told her.

***

“That was…HOT!” I said
after watching Amy or Cherry being fucked by that big black African
and Mike the Egyptian. It was obvious that Mike’s face had been
edited out.

“I have to agree,” Amy
said. We were lying on the bed and both of us naked. Amy was wet
and I was hard. I fucked Cherry, the slut long and hard. Not as
hard as she had been fucked on the disk, but as hard as I could
manage. A bit later after a rest period and watching the movie
again, I made love to Amy. It would be difficult to say which was
best.

It wasn’t until Monday morning that I
brought up the question again. I made Amy tell me what she wanted
to do.

“Tell Mike I’ll do it,”
she finally said after some hesitation. “But tell him we want
twenty-five percent of the profit. I’ll do his movie, but only
after we get moved and settled in. I don’t need the distraction
right now.”

***

“Is she going to do it?”
Jonas Mills demanded on Monday morning. “Is she going to do his
movie?”

“Yes, she is,” I told him.
“Next week or maybe the one following that. She wants to get
settled in first.”

“Man, that son of a bitch
will ruin her pussy for the rest of us,” Jonas said shaking his
head.

“A very wise man once told
me that you can’t wear it out,” I said. “How did you know about
that Mustafa guy?”

“Mike told me,” Jonas
said. “That must have been something to see.” He looked away then
back at me. “You know what really pisses me off? I’m not going to
make a cent out of it.”

I had to laugh at him. Jonas wasn’t
one to hide his greed. I told him that maybe the movie would help
sales of Cherry 2 or whatever was next. That perked him up. He said
he should ask Mike to let him advertise the photo books on the
movie.

“Maybe so,” I said.
“Wouldn’t the photos be rather tame after the movie?”

“I’ll nasty Cherry 2 up,”
he said. “I have some photos I held back. I’ll see you later,” he
added and left.

On Tuesday morning my insurance man
came to discuss my policies. That was my first face-to-face meeting
with him. Amy had arranged the company and our renter’s insurance.
Phil Sekova was a short man who looked like a wrestler. He didn’t
have a neck. His head sat right on his shoulders. He had thick arms
and his legs looked like tree stumps.

“It’s nice to finally meet
you Rex,” Phil said. He had a salesman’s jovial demeanor. “I went
out and inspected your new house and it’s a beauty. I suggest this
policy,” he said putting some papers on the desk in front of me. I
asked him if he had talked to Amy about it. “Yes, and she agrees
with me on this policy,” he said. “I’ll have to say it Rex,” he
said with a wide grin. “You wife get’s better looking every time I
see her. I…” his eyes located the twenty by thirty inch poster of a
very nude Amy as Cherry. The poster was a prototype that Jonas was
thinking about putting on the market. “Holy shit,” he breathed
staring at the picture on the wall behind me. “You lucky
bastard.”

Since the poster impressed him I
showed him the latest photo book that featured Amy. He declared he
had to have one and I told him that I was sure Amy would give him
an autographed copy. He left a short while later with my check and
a huge smile on his face. I don’t know if the smile was because of
the sizeable check or the thought that he would have Amy’s photo
book. Maybe some of both.

I closed up the office at noon and
went to check on the moving. I arrived at an empty apartment. The
movers had loaded and gone. I turned the keys in to the building
manager and I left to go to the country.

Our small amount of furniture didn’t
begin to fill the big house. There were several rooms that didn’t
have anything in them. The movers worked quickly in spite of the
fact that Amy was wearing a pair of tight short shorts and a skimpy
halter and was distracting all of them. She was doing what she
loved to do and that was show-off her considerable
charms.

I noticed there was two of the
Sudanese working in the backyard, but the rest, including the
bosses, weren’t there. I found Amy on the back of the moving van
giving the man there a good look at her and giving him unnecessary
instructions. He didn’t seem to mind the instructions because I
doubt he even heard her over the roaring in his ears. His eyes
seemed to be fixed on her unfettered tits until she jumped down
from the truck then they went to her nice ass. I didn’t blame him
at all.

“Where’s your black and
tan crew today?” I asked her.

“They have finished inside
and they’ll all be back in a few days to work on the stable and
barn,” she answered. I didn’t know we had a stable. I had noticed
an old barn toward the back of the property on our initial tour. I
asked her if the Sudanese understood English. “I think they
understand just fine, but they don’t speak it much,” she said. “I
spent the morning with them in back while waiting for the movers to
arrive. I’ve been teaching them some necessary words. Fuck, cock,
pussy, and necessary words like that,” she said laughing. I didn’t
know if she was kidding or not.

“How about tits?” I called
after her

“Tamir already taught them
that one,” she said laughing. “They say, ‘Miss, show us
tits’.”

“You want some help
unpacking the boxes?” the van driver asked. Apparently he had not
seen enough of my wife. His helper hovered nearby. Amy was bending
over an open carton giving all of them a nice peek down her
halter.

“I can get your computer
setup,” the youngest helper said. “I know all about computers and
stuff.”

“That would be great,” Amy
said. “I’ve been writing a movie script in my head all day and that
way I can get it typed tonight.”

“You a writer?’ the driver
asked.

“No, not really,” Amy
explained. “I’m going to be in a movie and I didn’t like the script
so I’m doing it over .”

“You’re a movie star?” the
other helper said.

“I wouldn’t say a star,”
Amy said modestly. “It’s not a real movie. It’s really just porn.”
She couldn’t have shocked them more if she had slapped each of
them.

“No shit?” the driver
finally asked. “What’s the name of it? I sure as hell want to see
it.”

“I don’t know what it will
be called,” Amy said. “Something to do with Cherry. That’s my
professional name so be sure to watch for it. Coming soon to a smut
peddler’s near you.”

“Cherry? I thought you
looked familiar!” the young computer expert said. “I saw your
pictures on the internet! Just a few nights ago.”

We were well aware that Amy’s photos
had been scanned and put on the web. It pissed me off, but Jonas
said it was good for business. What they were posting was really
poor quality and most of them had her name in the file or on her
picture.

The moving crew helped and gawked for
a while longer before Amy paid them, gave the each an autographed
copy of Glory 2, and sent them on their way. Amy and I worked on
until long after dark unpacking and getting moved in.

By late afternoon on Wednesday we were
in. Amy was a hard taskmaster and she didn’t let me stop until we
were through. There were a few boxes of things we stashed in a
spare room and forgot about them for the time.

When I returned from getting take-out
dinner Amy was on the phone. After she hung up I asked who had
called.

“That was Mike,” she said.
“He wants a pre-production meeting tomorrow.” I understand pre and
production, but I didn’t know what it meant so I asked her. “This
is a meeting with the director,” she answered. “He’s hired some big
time porn director. I never heard of him, but since I’m not an
aficionado of porn that’s not unusual. Mark Woodall. Have you ever
heard of him?” I had to admit I had not. Of course I had seen
triple X movies, but who reads the credits?

***

“This is Mark Woodall,”
Mike said. “He’s the director.” Woody was a man of about fifty,
short, and stocky. He was wearing enough gold to deplete Fort
Knox.

“Call me Woody,” the man
said. “Well, Mike you did not tell a falsehood about her,” he added
giving Amy a close inspection. “Amy, you are even more beautiful in
person than your photographs.” He laughed. “And that’s saying a
lot.”

I took Mike and Woody into the living
room and Amy got them some drinks. Once we were seated and drinks
in hand Woody got down to business.

“First of all I need to
know if you want this film to be artistic or raw,” he said. Amy
said artistic and Mike said raw at the same time. “Okay, I see we
will have to work on that some. As I understand it there will only
be one female in the production.” Amy looked at Mike and Mike
nodded. “Fine, and how many males?”

“I have been working on a
script,” Amy interjected. “Maybe not a script per se, but a story
line of sorts.” She handed Woody some papers. He settled back and
read them. He nodded several times as he perused the
pages.

“I like it,” he announced
when he finished reading. “I can work with this.”

“What is this?” Mike asked
reaching for the papers. He spent some time reading and gave them
back to Woody. “I don’t like it. Not enough fucking and this is a
fuck movie.

“We can add more sex,”
Woody said. “That’s not a problem. Amy suggested three men and we
can add a few more. How many do you suggest, Mike?”

“Five more,” Mike said. “I
want a gang-bang with at least eight big black men.”

“Let me offer a
compromise,” Woody said smoothly. “It’s been my experience that it
possible to have too many men in a group sex scene. Let’s face it.
Eight men and one woman would be too crowded. We wouldn’t be able
to see the woman in the mix. Any more than four maybe five men is
just too many.”

While they talked about the cast I got
the papers from Woody and I looked at them. In Amy’s script she
would play a medical missionary in Africa. While she attended to
the natives a rebellion started and she was captured by a group of
rebels and taken to a village off in the jungle somewhere. There
she would be forced to engage in sex with some of the rebels. Not a
bad premise, I thought. Better than some of that wham-bam, thank
you ma’am shit I had seen.

All the talk about my wife being
ravaged by black men made me uneasy so I left them to chat and I
went for a walk. I took the new mailbox and some tools with me to
put up the box. I walked to the end of the drive to the county road
and went to work.

I saw her walking toward me long
before she arrived. I also saw a large dog walking beside her. I
put my tools down and looked up as she got near.

“Hi,” I said keeping an
eye on the dog. It was a mixed breed of some weird mixture. German
Sheppard, collie, maybe some retriever. Just a big friendly mutt
that insisted on smelling my crotch.

“Hi right back at you,”
she responded with a wide smile. I first guess at her age was
sixteen, but as she got closer I revised it upward to early or mid
twenties. “Are you moving in?”

“No, we’ve pretty much got
moved in,” I said matching her smile. “Now we’re mostly trying to
find things. I’m Rex Grant.”

“Hello again, Rex Grant,”
she said holding out her small hand. “I’m Julie Rogers. I live down
this road about a mile.”

“Pleasure to meet you,
Julie,” I said revising her age upward again to mid or late
twenties. “Out for a stroll?”

“Yes, I walk every day I
can, but walking was secondary today. I was hoping to meet my
famous neighbor.” I was fairly sure she didn’t mean me since no one
knows who I am. “It took me a while to put it together,” Julie
continued. “I bought a copy of Glory and her name was Amy Grant in
the photo credits. Then one day I saw Glory 2 and saw that she was
now called Cherry. I’m a photographer and I notice things like
that.”

“That must have been one
of the very first printing,” I said. “We changed her name in
subsequent printings.”

“It was,” she said smiling
prettily. “I purchased it because I love things of beauty and she
certainly is beautiful. I hope I will get to meet her someday
soon.”

“I would invite you to the
house now, but there is a producer and a director there and they
are discussing a script. I…” I stopped talking because Mike and
Woody were pulling out of the drive. Mike nodded and Woody waved.
“Apparently the talks are finished,” I said. “Would you like to go
and meet my wife, the famous model?”

She did and so we walked up the drive
to the house. The dog whose name was Bosco followed us. Julie
Rogers kept up a running, mostly one-sided, conversation on the
walk.

“I saw a lot of activity
here over the last few weeks,” she said. “Some of them looked like
foreigners. Not that I have anything against people from other
lands. We all came from somewhere. Some looked like black
men.”

I explained as we went that the
contractors were Arabs and the other workers were Sudanese. I could
see she was baffled so I explained that Sudan was in Africa, a
country just south of Egypt. She apparently knew where Egypt was
located.

We found Amy in the kitchen and I
introduced Julie as a fan and a neighbor.

“Oh my God!” Julie said
staring at Amy. “You are just too beautiful.”

“And you are just too
kind,” Amy said. I could see that the two women were going to get
along fine. I offered Julie a drink and she asked if we had beer. I
always make sure I have plenty of beer on hand so I got both of
them one.

Amy could have a good career as an
interviewer if she wanted it. She had all of Julie’s data quickly.
Divorced and living alone. She was studying photography at a local
community college, and no close family in the area.

“Alone, but not exactly
lonely,” Julie said. “Don’t need no stinkin’ man,” she
quipped.

“I don’t know how you do
it,” Amy told her. “I would be lost without my man. I hate to wake
up alone.”

“You get used to it,”
Julie said unconvincingly. Amy invited her to stay and have dinner
with us and Julie accepted the invitation without
hesitation.

“So tell me all about the
movie you are doing,” Julie said while we eat. “Sounds
exciting.”

“It’s a bunch of trash,”
Amy said. “Do you watch porn, Julie?” Leave it to my wife to be
candid.

“It’s porn?” the surprised
woman asked. “Really?” Amy nodded. “I have seen some. My ex husband
used to bring it in sometimes. We would watch it together until he
decided he didn’t really like women. I did not see it coming,” she
said with a sad smile. “One day he told me he wanted a divorce and
that he was gay. You could have knocked me over with a
feather.”

“That’s tough, Julie,” Amy
said. “We, the producer and I, are having a difference of creative
opinion at the moment.” Without any prompting, Amy told Julie how
it came to be that she would star in a fuck flick. When Amy
described her sex with Mike and Mustafa Julie’s eyes were as big as
saucers.

“Holy crap on a cracker!”
Julie said. “How big was he?” Amy held up her hands about a foot
apart. I knew that was an exaggeration. “And it fit?”

“It did fit,” Amy said.
“Not easily at first, but it did finally fit very well. For a
giant, he was surprisingly gentle and I was happy he was. I don’t
have any illusions so I know size isn’t all that important to an
orgasm, but stamina is very important. Mustafa had a lot of
stamina. Anyway, it was do some more and make a big production out
of it and make some money or have a movie out there and get nothing
out of it.”

“Will you have to do the
big man again?” Julie asked.

“Oh yeah,” Amy said.
“That’s a given. Him and some others. I think we decided on a total
of five men.” Amy went into the script idea she had
offered.

“What is the creative
difference you spoke of?” I asked.

“Mike is willing to
compromise on the number of men, but he wants to add a second woman
to the fray,” she said.

“So what’s the problem?” I
inquired. “Maybe it will take some of the pressure off of
you.”

“I think…Hell, I don’t
know,” she said with a laugh. “I guess I don’t want to share the
spotlight. I work alone,” she said with an effected Hollywood
star’s manner. I suppose I’ll have to give in.” Her statement
confirmed my suspicions that she was actually looking forward to
making the fuck flick. Not just willing to do it, but excided to do
it. “Anyway enough about me,” Amy said. “How is your photography
studies coming alone, Julie?”

“Good,” the woman said.
“I’m doing nothing but digital photography. Film is just too hard
to understand. Cherry, I know you are a professional and all, but I
would love to shoot you sometime. Cherry or Amy?”

“Amy when I’m not
working,” Amy answered her. “I would love to pose for you. I have a
beautiful spot in back with a waterfall and small branch. It’s a
great place to make pictures. What are you doing
tomorrow?”

“Nothing that won’t wait,”
Julie said quickly. “Really? You’d let an amateur photograph
you?”

“Of course,” Amy said.
“You won’t always be a novice. Besides I love to model. I’m an
exhibitionist, if the truth be known.”

“Will I be allowed to take
your photo in the nude?” Julie asked still not believing her good
luck. “I mean you being nude.”

“Sure, if that’s what you
want,” Amy told her. “What about nine o’clock in the
morning?”

“Boy, the other students
will be green with envy,” Julie said. “I’ll see you at nine
tomorrow morning.” And she left running and her dog following
her.

“She is pretty isn’t she?”
Amy said after Julie left us.

“Yes, in
the-girl-next-door kind of way. What are you up to,
dear?”

“I could tell you were
into her,” Amy said. “I’ll help you nail her.”

“Are you out of your
fucking mind?” I yelled at her. I mean Julie wasn’t as beautiful as
Amy but few women are. She was pretty and even under her bulky
clothes she appeared to have a nice figure. “What’s got in you,
Amy?”

“I want to level the
playing field,” she answered calmly. “Starting next week I’m going
to be busy and you should have some pussy. Now get that sour look
off of your face and tell me you wouldn’t like to fuck
Julie.”

“Hell, Amy,” I said
totally confused. “I’m a guy and any normal guy would like to fuck
her. Anyway it won’t work because she just came out of a bad
relationship.”

“It will work, because
while Julie isn’t in heat, she’s ready to be in heat. Come with us
to the falls tomorrow and bring your little camera. In the
meanwhile let’s go to bed and I’ll take the edges off for
you.”

***

I followed Amy and Julie along the
path to the falls. Listening to their chatter was enlightening to
say the least. Julie had arrived early and carried a large bag of
cameras and camera equipment. Amy carried a small tote bag of
costume changes.

“I can’t believe I’m going
to shoot Cherry,” Julie gushed. “This is the thrill of a
lifetime.”

“I certainly hope you have
more and bigger thrills,” Amy said. “Maybe the love of a lifetime
or, almost as good, the lover of a lifetime. You do like sex don’t
you?”

“I love it,” Julie
answered. “My very first time was great and every time afterward it
was still great. Even toward the end of my marriage when George, my
ex, wasn’t really into it. I can have an orgasm easily so that
helped.” They talked and walked oblivious to my
presents.

Amy went over her script again and
ended with the question of where they could shoot the movie.
Apparently Mike Wakil wasn’t excited about doing the movie in a
studio. Not a lot of jungle villages in the local area I
supposed.

I had to admit the falls was a
beautiful spot for anything outdoors especially photography. I make
no claim to being a photographer other than the fact I own a
digital camera and I take pictures. I did learn a little from
looking at how Jonas lit his subjects. Lighting is the key to good
photos. The waterfall is in the shade for most of the day. Direct
sunlight only hit’s the area in the middle of the day.

Amy posed for Julie in shorts and
shirt and slowly migrated to just shorts and then no shorts. At
first Julie fiddled with her camera and gadgets and was obviously
nervous, but she soon settled down.

While Julie photographed Amy I kept my
little point and shoot camera in its little canvas bag. Julie had a
high-end camera and I didn’t want the comparison of the two. The
digital camera has drastically changed the photography business. No
film to buy or have developed at a cost in both money and time.
When you’ve filled one memory card you simply insert another one
and keep shooting to sort it all out on the computer
later.

Amy changed into another outfit and
let Julie guide her through another strip. It wasn’t the first time
I watched Amy at work, but each time was exciting. It could have
been work, but not to Amy. She loved every minute of it.

“I brought a dildo,
Julie,” Amy said. “Just in case you wanted some shots of me using
one.” For a moment that statement threw Julie off stride, but she
quickly recovered.

“I would love it,” she
said happily. “I didn’t dare hope you would do that for me. I loved
the photos of you doing yourself in the book. Your expressions are
priceless.”

It doesn’t take much to bring Amy off
and she climaxed several times for her new photographer. When Amy
suggested to Julie that I should take some pictures of her Julie
hesitated until Amy insisted.

I got my little camera and started to
take her picture. Modestly dressed at first but with Amy’s urging
she slowly undressed until I saw her in all her glory. There was a
great body under her clothing. A very nice body. Het tits weren’t
as large as Amy’s but still nice.

“Let me show you how to
use my camera,” Julie said. She gave me a quick course and it was
relatively simple so I started using her camera.

“Use this,” Amy said
handing Julie the dildo. “Give Rex some action shots.”

At first Julie protested she couldn’t
do that, but she finally relented and I got some great shots of her
getting herself off. Julie told us that those pictures would not be
in her class project portfolio.

“Together,” I said. “I
want to get some shots of both of you together.”

If one naked woman is good than two
naked women are better. Much, much better. In the beginning, Julie
seemed shy about touching Amy but that passed and soon I was
getting some great girl on girl shots of them.

It was the first time I saw my wife
with another woman and it was both a shock and arousing for me.
When Amy put her lips on Julie’s nipple I got a great close-up of
it. I also got a good picture of Julie having an orgasm. The first
of many climaxes for her.

When Amy used her fingers to spread
Julie’s pussy lips apart and bit her clit, I thought Julie was
going to faint. Amy ate Julie’s pussy for a long time before
suggesting they change places. There was no hesitation on Julie’s
part. She sucked Amy’s cunt until Amy was screaming with pure
pleasure. It didn’t take long before they got into a sixty-nine and
mutually ate one another to a crashing climax. My cock was so hard
I thought it would burst.

“Wow that was…that
was…fucking great!” Julie said. “But as much as I love your lips
and your tongue they can’t take the place of a stiff
dick.”

“You are so right, sugar,”
Amy said. “Rex, can you help Julie out here?”

I was naked and on her almost before
Amy could ask the question. Julie was still hot and wet from Amy’s
efforts so there was no need for foreplay. I rammed my hard cock in
her pussy and she came with a shriek that caused the birds to flee
from the surrounding trees. She came again a few minutes later and
again when I shot-off in her cunt.

“That looked good,” Amy
said holding the camera and smiling at us. “Now let’s get back to
the house and find a bed and do it right.”

The three of us were nearly running by
the time we got to the house. We left a trail of clothing across
the hall, the living room, up the stairs to the master bedroom
where we spent the rest of the day in bed.

When I had to rest and regroup, Amy
and Julie enjoyed each other until I was ready to go again. It was
mid-afternoon when hunger drove us out of the bed and to the
kitchen. None of us bothered to put on clothes while we ate
sandwiches and drank beer.

“I’m ready,” Amy announced
when we finished eating. “I want some more pussy and a lot more
dick.” I followed them back up to the bed thinking I had no more
dick. I was wrong, they found some more and took it.

“I was thinking,” I said
during one of the few rest breaks they gave me. “back near the
waterfall there is a perfect place for your jungle
village.”

“Hey! That’s a great idea,
Rex,” Amy said. “It doesn’t look like a jungle, but they can bring
in some plants and things to jungle it up. Mike’s people can build
some huts that will look almost real. You are so smart, honey.” No
way could I argue with that.

It was much later when Julie said she
had to go home to feed her dog that Amy mentioned she should be in
the upcoming movie with her.

“Me? In a movie? No way!”
Julie said. “I could never do that. I’m much too shy to do anything
in front of a bunch of people.”

“Think about it,” Amy
said. “When you come back tomorrow we can discuss it some more.”
Apparently it was a foregone conclusion that she would come on the
morrow. Not that I was opposed to it. Julie was good company and a
great fuck. Not as good as my wife, but damned good.

That night in bed, Amy poked me in the
ribs and asked me if I was asleep. I told her I was and to leave me
alone and that I had nothing left for her.

“Poor baby,” she cooed.
“Gone and fucked yourself into a stupor haven’t you? Didn’t I tell
you I’d get you some pussy? How was she?”

“She was okay,” I
murmured. “Not as good as you, but okay. Go to sleep, Amy.” I was
sure that was the correct response. At least I hoped it
was.

“Okay, sweetie,” she said
giggling. “I’ll make you a bet. I’ll bet you that I can talk her
into being in the movie with me.” I would not bet with her. I was
sure she could persuade Julie to do it. Amy is a very persuasive
lady.


Chapter 7

 


Mike Wakil leaped on the idea of
shooting the movie, or at least some of it, on our property. I’m
sure it was cheaper to build a fake village than to find one
already constructed somewhere. Naturally it was Tamir and his merry
band that came to build a village.

While the Arabs and their Sudanese
build the huts and other things Amy was busy working on Julie.
Frankly, I didn’t think she had much of a chance to talk Julie into
acting in an adult movie. Julie stoutly maintained there was no way
she would do it.

A few days after construction got
underway Jonas arrived and Amy showed him Julie’s portfolio. He
studied the pictures of Amy that Julie had done for a long time
then pronounced them very good and wanted to meet her.

“My God, girl!” Jonas said
after the introductions. “You do well on either side of the camera.
You have a good eye, my dear. This is very good work.”

“Thank you,” Julie said
blushing furiously. “It would be hard to make a bad picture of
someone as beautiful as Amy…Cherry, I mean.”

“While I agree that she is
a work of art, trust me when I tell you that there are some so
called photographers who would do poorly,” Jonas said. “I would
like for you to come work for me in my studio. I doubt that the
school you are attending can do as well as I can.”

Julie could believe the offer was
sincere until Amy told her Jonas was a straight shooter.

“Of course he’ll try his
best to get you in front of the camera and the fact he’ll try to
get in your pants is a foregone conclusion,” Amy told her. “Maybe
you can go apprentice with him after you do our little fuck
flick.”

I noticed that Julie didn’t tell her
‘no’ that time. I thought she was simply distracted by the offer
Jonas made to her. Amy thought otherwise.

“Oh, she’s interested all
right,” Amy told me during one rare moment we were not with Julie.
She has asked me about Mustafa several times. She is about to get
jungle fever.”

“What, pray tell, is
Jungle fever?” I asked.

“It’s a very contagious
disease that white women get when they think about fucking a black
man or men. The symptoms are easy to recognize. You go to bed
thinking about black cock, you dream about black cocks, and you
wake up thinking about them. You spend most of your time fantasying
about being fucked by black men.”

“I see,” I said. “Have you
contacted jungle fever?”

“Oh yes, I’ve had it for
years,” she answered with a laugh. “After getting some, I don’t
fantasize about them as much. Julie is still in early stages of it.
She hasn’t had any black dick and she’s thinking about it a lot.
Did you see how she was watching the Sudanese?”

“Have you fucked any of
them?” I asked her.

“No,” she answered
quickly. “I wouldn’t let any of them touch me until they can show
me a medical statement that confirms they don’t have any diseases.
They have some bad VD over there in Africa. Some don’t even have
names, just numbers. I want to say I could live without that shit,
but it’s too on the nose.”

“Is that the only reason?”
I pressed. I knew it probably was
the only reason.

“Yes,” she said seemingly
surprised that I would even ask. “Mike wanted to use some of them
in his movie and I told him to bring me a clean bill of health on
each of them. He hasn’t done so yet.” She looked seriously at me,
“Are you having second thought about the direction we’re taking? Is
this going to fuck us up?”

“No, Amy,” I answered.
“Nothing can fuck us up. So some other men get some of your
wonderful pussy. Can’t wear it out. I’ve finally came to the
realization that you are way too much woman for just one
man.”

“When did you come to that
conclusion?” she asked me.

“That night when you
swapped pussy for the cherry tattoo,” I said. “I discovered that I
like watching you and Colin fuck.”

***

The next day I went into the city to
catch up on some work, check the messages, and deposit another huge
check. I made arrangements to have the phone service forwarded to
the house now that we had a phone.

One of the messages was from a book
distributor in California. They wanted in on the action. I told
them that I had an exclusive distribution for Glory books. I also
informed then that another Cherry photo book was being printed and
maybe we could do some business with that one. When I told them
that a triple XXX video was being considered they got really
excited. I told them how to contact Mike Wakil.

On my way out of town, I went by and
picked up some of the advance copies of Cherry. I looked at one and
drove home with a throbbing hard-on. It was smoldering
hot.

***

That afternoon Mike Wakil and Woody
Woodall came for another meeting with Amy. The jungle village was
almost completed and they were hauling in all sorts of plants to
make the area look like a real jungle. I noticed that many of the
plants were a common plant called an elephant’s ear.

While Amy and the men talked I
wondered to the fake village and I’d have to say it looked real to
me. I almost expected a lion to leap out of the bush. Instead of a
lion it was Julie coming out of the bush with her
camera.

“Look’s real, doesn’t it?”
she said. We found a seat by the stream. I told her it looked real
to me. “Rex, have you ever been torn two ways?” I told her that
often I found myself torn more than two way and asked her to
explain.

“I want to do that movie
with Amy,” she said. “Part of me, anyway. The other part of me is
telling me not to open that door. Maybe a shrink could explain it
to me. Do you think I should do it?”

“Doesn’t matter what I
think,” I said. “You will have to make that decision,
Julie.”

“That’s no help, Rex,” she
said. “I love being with you and Amy. I love what we do. I don’t
want to disappoint Amy.”

“Amy will get over it if
you don’t do it,” I said. “I think Amy would be more disappointed
if you go contrary to your feelings. I know she would want you to
be true to yourself in everything you do.” Sometimes the wisdom
that rolls out of my mouth is astonishing even to me.

“I like sex,” she said.
Like I hadn’t figured that out.

“I had a bad experience
with a black person,” Julie said. “A woman. Maybe it all goes back
to that.”

“What happened?” I asked
her.

“I was a wild child,” she
said with a little laugh. “When I was eighteen I joined a gang
mostly just to piss off my parents. Jerry, the leader of the gang,
went to high school with me. He was a real bad boy and you know how
some girls seem to gravitate toward the bad boys. When he asked me
if I wanted to hang with his gang I said hell yes.”

I shut up and let her tell the
story:

***

As a girl member of the gang, I was
expected to put out and I did. It was an all white gang and Jerry
imitated me on the first day I joined. He got his motley crew
together and fucked me while they all watched us. After Jerry
finished with me, he told me to pull a train. Simply put I fucked
all of the guys one right after another. To tell the truth I really
liked all the sex. I was still ready to keep going when they had
all finished.

After that at least one of them fucked
me nearly every day, but usually it was more than one. There were
fifteen boys and I made the third girl so all us girls got a lot of
fucking.

It’s a thousand wonders I didn’t get
knocked-up because none of them used condoms and I wasn’t on any
kind of birth control.

It was while I was in the gang I
learned to take a butt fucking, to suck cock and swallow, and to
eat pussy. All of us girls were required to have sex with each
other. The guys all seem to get a real kick out of watching us. I
didn’t care for girl-girl sex at first, but after a while I got so
I liked it well enough.

I was a good little sex slave. When
Jerry told me he wanted my nipples pierced I didn’t object. I
didn’t object when he had my pussy pierced either. Whatever he or
any of them wanted I went along with.

I had been a member for about six
months when two of the gang asked Jerry if they could borrow me for
a while. Jerry said it was fine with him but nobody asked me about
it. I didn’t have a vote.

***

Milt and Duke were brothers and they
shared a girlfriend. They called her Dora and Dora was a black
woman from some Caribbean island country. Haiti or somewhere like
that. She wasn’t a member of the gang, but she came around from
time to time. Dora was supposed to be into voodoo and that sort of
thing. I don’t know about that, but I do know she was spooky and
she was a mean bitch.

They took me to a house way out in the
boondocks and they left me with Dora while they went off somewhere.
Before they left they stripped me and tied me to a big X made out
of plastic pipe.

At first, it was kind of funny
watching Dora do her mumbo-jumbo crap. It didn’t stay funny very
long. When she got through looking at chicken guts or whatever the
hell it was, she started in on me.

She made a paste out of something and
applied it to my pussy. At first it was cold, but when Dora rubbed
it, it got warmer and warmer until it was hot as hell. It was
burning my labia and clit something fierce. That was after I had
the rings in my labia and she had tied string to the rings and
pulled my labia wide open. Since I was tied hand and foot, I
couldn’t do anything except move my hips a little. If I did move my
hips it pulled the strings tied to my labia even tighter. So except
for involuntary movement I stayed as still as I could.

After a few minutes, the burning
diminished and there was an itching sensation. Not unbearable, but
uncomfortable because I couldn’t get my hands down to rub my pussy.
While I hung there burning and itching, Dora watched me carefully.
All the while she was humming or chanting something I couldn’t
understand. When she determined the time was right she shoved a
hand-carved dildo up my pussy. It felt wonderful because it was
scratching the itch I couldn’t reach. Almost immediately I had a
small climax from the dildo.

The plastic pipes I was tied to were
attached to the ceiling by chain. When I started to jerk and twitch
the big plastic X started to swing. Then Dora got rougher with the
dildo. Several times, she bumped my cervix with it. Since I was
sure her main objective was to hurt me I tried to never let on that
it hurt. Whatever was in the shit she put on me had me dripping. I
could feel moisture running down my legs. I could also hear the
slurping sound the dildo made when she worked it in and out of
me.

I suppose I should try to describe
Dora. She was tall for a woman. Maybe six feet tall with enormous
breasts. I’m not sure, but they were probably in the forty G
category. Dora was darker than most black people I knew by several
shades. Almost coal black. She wore her long black hair in a single
braid that hung nearly to her waist. Except for the occasional
smile when she had done something particularly nasty, she hardly
ever changed expressions.

After a while she swapped that dildo
for one that was larger and every five minutes or so her changed to
a progressively larger one. When she had shoved the largest one
that would fit, she started on my butt. I complained that my arms
were hurting, but she paid me no mind. She just kept chanting,
humming, and abusing my holes. She did that for nearly an hour
before she let me down. I tried to make a break for it, but my legs
weren’t working too well and she was much stronger. It seemed like
it took no effort for her to put me down on a flat hard cot-like
thing. She held me down with one hand and secured my hands to the
cot. That was when she really got weird.

Dora put two little cups on my
breasts. Something like women use after having a baby to pump out
their milk. To the cups, she attached some clear plastic hose and
the hose were connected to some kind of electric motor under the
cot. She turned the motor on and left the room. Talk about a weird
sensation. The suction caused my nipples to engorge. After about
ten minutes, my normally puffy nipples were twice their usual size.
I didn’t realize how sensitive they were until Dora returned and
took the suction cups off. I came when she barely touched then with
her fingers. I came again harder when she pinched them. It hurt,
but it was a good hurt. She jerked on the nipple rings and that
caused another orgasm. She tied some string to the nip rings and
using a stool she ran the string through a hook in the ceiling she
pulled the string tight, stretching my engorged nipples to their
limit and tied the string off to the cot frame.

Dora knelt out of my sight and did
something to the thing under the cot. Then she put another smaller
cup on my clit and started the motor again. I could see my pussy in
a mirror on the opposite wall. The suction cup did the same thing
to my clitoris as it did to my nipples. The sadistic bitch left the
suction cup on until my poor clit was pulled out about an inch long
and it begun to throb like hell. After Dora took the cup off she
spent a long time flicking my super sensitive clit. With her
fingers then with a small wooden paddle. It was both pleasurable
and painful at the same time. Maybe just a bit more pleasurable
than painful, but not by much. When the blood supply to my clit
returned to normal, my clit went back, more or less, to normal
size. That was when she put a larger suction cup over my whole
pussy and sucked my whole pussy until it was huge and terribly
misshapen. It looked gross. My labia was more than twice their
normal size.

All that blood in my engorged pussy
caused a mild burning and itching sensation. Luckily that was about
the time Milt and Duke came back. They moved me from the
uncomfortable cot to a softer bed and they both used their cocks to
scratch the itching. Dora wasn’t going to be left out. While Duke
fucked me Dora straddled my face and planted her musky smelling
pussy over my mouth. The rotten bitch nearly smothered me. That
activity went on for over an hour. When they finally took me back
to the gang’s headquarters I was as weak as a kitten. My poor pussy
was still swollen and there was a tingling sensation that didn’t go
away for a couple of days. I was a fucked-up mess.

***

“I don’t know what would
have happened if I had stayed with the gang,” Julie said. “My
mother’s brother Uncle Clive offered to pay for my college and I
agreed to go. It wasn’t so much that I wanted a college education
as much as I felt I needed to get away from Jerry and his gang. I
wanted nothing more to do with Dora.

“How come you don’t wear
nipple rings?’ I asked her. I hadn’t noticed any piercings on
her.

“I sometimes wear the
rings when I’m by myself,” she admitted. “I don’t know why, but I
do. Do you like nipple and pussy rings?”

“I like them well enough,
but to put any kind of jewelry on your pretty boobs is gilding the
lily,” I said. That much was true. I loved Julie’s pretty puffy
nips. “Why don’t you put the rings in tonight and let Amy and I see
how they look on you?”

“I’m wearing them now,”
she admitted shyly. “I knew Amy was busy and I thought you might be
in the city all day. Do you want to see them?”

She pulled her shirt over her head and
her bare breasts came into view. In each nipple there was a small
gold ring. I was wrong. It was not gilding the lily at all. The
rings actually made her breasts look better.

“Absolutely beautiful,” I
said going closer to look. “Are you wearing rings in your pussy?”
She nodded. “Will you let me see them?”

“Now? Here?” she said
looking around. There were two Sudanese putting thatch on a hut
roof a few yards away from where we were. I told her it didn’t
matter if they saw her or not. She hesitated a moment then pushed
her shorts down and stepped out of them.

“Nice,” I said tugging at
one of the rings in her labia. There was a stud in her clit. Both
of the black men came closer to see better. I didn’t blame then at
all. I pushed Julie down onto a wooden bench they had brought in
for the movie. I pushed her legs apart to expose her cunt to my
eyes and the eyes of the two men.

Julie gasped loudly when I toyed with
the stud in her clit. Her pussy became wet immediately. The
Sudanese were standing right beside me by then.

“Nice, huh?’ I said to
them. One answered me in passable French that it was very nice. The
other one put his hand close to her pussy. I told him to go ahead
and touch her. Julie was breathing hard and seemed to be having
difficulty breathing at all.

The black hand on her clit sent Julie
into a hard climax. Thus encouraged the man pushed a large finger
into her wet cunt. She had another orgasm. While his friend was
busy playing with Julie’s pussy the other man played with her nip
rings.

I noticed that both men had huge
bulges in their pants so I decided it was best to get Julie dressed
and away from them before she got raped. Maybe not raped, but
certainly fucked. I remembered Amy’s discourse on African
VD.

“That was…well, I don’t
know what that was,” Julie said was we walked back to the
house.

“Were you scared?” I asked
her.

“No, I knew you wouldn’t
let anything happen to me.”

“You mean besides letting
two black men touch your pussy and tits?’ I said. She walked in
silence for a few minutes.

“I wanted them, Rex,” she
said at last. “I wanted both of them to put their big dicks in me.
I wanted them both to fuck me. Why did you make them
stop?”

“Amy said they have some
crud over there that would make you pray for AIDS,” I told her what
Amy said about a medical certificate and that seemed to satisfy
her. “I’m not what you want right now, but we can go over to the
barn and I’ll give you what I have.” Julie seemed to think that was
a splendid idea because he grabbed my hand and pulled me to the
barn.

“Just fuck me, Rex!” she
said when we reached it. “Just shove your dick in me and fuck me
hard…please! Hurry, honey, I’m burning up!”

I did just that. I bent her over an
old bale of straw and I fucked her. I laid into her for as long as
I could and when I told her I was about to cum she urged me to fill
her box.

“Cum in me Rex, give it to
me, baby!” she was bucking back against me and started to shudder
just as I erupted in her. She moaned and collapsed onto the
straw.

“Oh, that was good,” she
said after several minutes of just laying there. “That was the best
fuck ever! Thank you, sweet Rex.”

“I aim to please,” I said.
We gathered up our scattered clothing, dressed, and went on to the
house. We got there in time to hear a heated debate on the
soundtrack of the upcoming movie.

“Bullshit, Mike!” Amy was
saying as we came in. “Pay a few dollars more and get some good
music.”

“I agree with Amy,” Woody
said. “I like the drums and percussion stuff she found. It goes
with the theme of the movie.”

“You people are going to
bankrupt me,” Mike said without conviction. “I think…hello, who are
you?” he stopped in mid sentence to stared at Julie.

“This is Julie my
co-star,” Amy said. “Isn’t that right, honey?”

“I guess so,” Julie
answered softly. “If you want me.” Amy looked pleased as she
glanced at me and grinned with a ‘I told you so’
expression.

“What’s her acting
experience?” Woody asked.

“It doesn’t matter,” Mike
said still looking at Julie. “We can write her in without any
trouble and she looks very good.”

“This is what we have so
far,” Amy said handing me a legal pad with a lot of scribbling on
it.

I found a comfortable chair and looked
over what she had written. From what I could make out it looked
good. I knew, because Amy had told me, she did not want just
another fuck flick. It looked like she was on track.

The premise was that two young
Americans went to some country in equatorial Africa as medical
missionaries. The older one, a doctor, was accompanied by her
sister who was a nurse. They were sent to some remote village and
got there just as a revolution started. The village was over-run by
the rebels and the two white women were taken deeper into the
jungle.

The two white women were the only
women in the rebel camp and the rebel leader, played by Mustafa,
subjected both the women to every sort of sexual act. He personally
fucked them both then supervised the continuous orgy. While the
women were being fucked by one, two, and sometimes three rebels,
Amy’s throbbing drum beat music was to be played in the background.
It sounded like it was going to be a very hot steamy
movie.

“Who do you have lined up
to be the rebels?” Amy asked Mike.

“Some of Tamir’s people.
The Sudanese,” Mike answered. “I have their medical certificates as
you insisted on. Some of them had a problem passing the blood test
so they will be bit actors. In the background, you
know.”

He handed Amy a copy of the
certificates and she looked at them. I don’t know if she knew what
she was seeing or not, but it made a good show. After a while she
nodded and handed them back to Mike.

“Fine,” she said. “Let’s
get them in and see if they are acceptable or not.”

“I thought you might want
to inspect the stock,” Mike said with a grin. “They are on their
way.”

A short while later five dark men
lined up for Amy’s inspection. I noticed that the two men who had
played with Julie were among the elite. I also noticed that fact
wasn’t lost on Julie either.

After Amy had the five men to strip
and display their equipment if begun to look like scenes of a slave
auction from the movies and old photos. Three of the men were hung
like bulls and two were above average in cock size. One of the
three bulls had a cock a mule would envy.

“Okay,” Amy announced when
she finished the assessment. “We’ll have a rehearsal
tomorrow.”

“What the hell does that
mean?” Mike demanded. “All they have to do is fuck you and this
woman.”

“Exactly,” Amy agreed. “We
need to know if they can do the job.”


Chapter 8

 


The actual shooting of the movie was
barely interesting, and mostly boring. Most of the hot action took
place during the rehearsals. Actually two rehearsals and I got to
watch and participate in both. During the movie shooting, I had to
stay out of the way.

I wasn’t aware that they make a movie
in segments and then put it together in an edit room somewhere. No
one could have figured out the plot from watching them shoot
it.

A part of the reconstructed stable was
made into a hut interior and that was where most of the action
shots were made. The wooden walls had been covered with thatch and
there was a thatch roof over part of the area. The lights were
huge, bright, and hot, which caused me to worry about fire. I
finally stopped worrying because no one else seemed
concerned.

Back to the first rehearsal. That was
a sight to behold and it was beheld by Woody Woodall, Mike Wakil,
Tamir, and of course, yours truly.

Five men plus Mustafa all arrived at
the house and Amy was in her element. She made it known that she
was in charge from the very beginning and no one challenged
her.

After a while I could see there was a
method in how she did things. First of all she made Julie
comfortable by loving her up while the studs and voyeurs observed.
She slowly removed Julie’s clothing and started at Julie’s mouth
and worked her way down to her pussy.

She ate Julie’s cunt until Julie had
her first orgasm than then signaled stud number one to approach
Julie. Since I didn’t know any of the Sudanese names I just
numbered them. Number one was one of the smaller dicks. Not small,
just smaller.

While stud number one fucked Julie,
Amy was not going to be left out. She signaled number two and three
to get ready. I doubt that I can acutely describe what took place,
but I’ll try. Amy threw the robe out of the way and went to the two
men. She knelt down and gave both of them a blow-job. She
alternated from one to the other until they were hard and breathing
heavily. Speaking of breathing heavily, I was and I could heard
Mike taking big deep breaths. Woody was sitting behind some kind of
console. That was something else I wasn’t aware of. They film the
rehearsals for filler material. The console apparently controlled
two cameras remotely.

The man I thought of as number two,
lay down on the bed with his long black pole sticking straight up.
Amy got on the bed and facing away from the man eased herself down
onto his massive cock. I leaned my head to one side and could see
his cock was embedded in her ass. I’m not going to describe the
dialog. It was a lot of moaning, not all if any was faked and some
very descriptive words from Amy telling the men what to do to
her.

The Sudanese could understand some
English, but spoke very little so I have no idea what the hell they
were saying. It became readily apparent when it came to fucking, no
language was necessary.

After Amy got settled on number two’s
cock, Number three got on the bed and got between Amy’ spread legs.
I noticed that a red light went on one of the ceiling mounted
cameras after Woody twiddled some switches. I stopped watching
Woody and focused my attention on the three people on the
bed.

“Easy, big boy,” Amy
cautioned softly as Number three put his cock in her pussy. “That’s
it…push some more of that beautiful cock in my cunt.” It took a
while for the three to get into a rhythm, but soon they were
fucking hard and Amy was squealing to beat the band. I had never
seen anything as remotely erotic as that. I don’t think I even
blinked during the threesome.

After about fifteen minutes of hard
loud fucking, Number three pulled out and shot a load of cum all
over Amy’ big tits. She rose up enough so that number two’s cock
plopped out of her butt and he let go with a load that sprayed onto
her lower belly.

The attention was again centered back
on Julie who was being hammered mercilessly by the first guy. After
number one unloaded in her cunt, Amy told one of the larger cock
men to do his thing.

Number one had opened Julie up so that
she could take the larger cock without any difficulty. She moaned
loudly when the larger cock went in her and she kept up a steady
stream of sounds. From tiny squeaks to loud screeches.

While the four men took turns with
both Amy and Julie, Mustafa stood quietly by and waited his turn at
them. Mustafa, like the rest of us, was hard and ready for some
action.

When it came his time to do Amy it was
something to see. I repositioned myself so that I could see the
monitor that Woody was watching. I alternated my attention between
live and on the monitor screen.

“Holy shit!” Woody said.
“Would you look at that cock?” Her fiddled with the console and the
camera zoomed out so that both Amy and the big man were in the
picture. I could see Amy lick her lips nervously, her eyes fixed on
the man’s gigantic hunk of man meat. The man stroked his cock,
grinning at Amy. Amy nodded, answering the question.

The big black took a couple of steps
until he was standing beside the bed. Amy sat up and scooted to the
edge of the bed. The man reached out and took one of her beautiful
breasts and squeezed it completely out of shape. Amy’s expression
of curiosity and doubt changed to one of pain. She moaned and the
man released his huge cock and took the nipple of the other breast
and jerked it hard causing Amy to yell.

“Suck it,” the man said in
a deep accented voice. “Suck my cock.” He had not released her
breasts and of course Amy did as he commanded. Anyone would have.
Amy has nice long nipples, but that foul creature had her nipples
stretched out at least two inches. I could plainly see when the
camera zoomed in that Amy had to stretch her mouth to accommodate
the big cock. He released her breasts only after she had his cock
in her mouth.

I shifted back to the real action and
Amy was laying back on the bed and Mustafa had an ankle in each
hand. He lifted her up, spreading her legs as he did. He pulled her
to the edge of the bed and instructed her to put his cock in her
cunt. Amy doesn’t have what I would call a dainty hand, but it
looked tiny when she took his cock and aimed it at her
pussy.

Amy gave a little yelp as the huge
cock entered her. When the massive cock passed the nine or so inch
mark she yelped again. This time louder. I was guessing that he was
entering mostly new territory. Amy screamed when the huge man
shoved the rest of it in her.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God!”
Amy said repeatedly, tossing her head back and forth. She really
became vocal when Mustafa became more active. When he started
thrusting in and out, she yelled, screamed, and cursed all the
while urging him on. I had a raging hard-on. I shifted around
trying to ease the pain. Fortunately I had changed into a pair of
sweat pants so there was some room.

For the next fifteen minutes, I
watched as Mustafa fucked Amy in every conceivable position. I knew
that Amy could climax easy enough and she was having one orgasm
after another as the big cock sawed in and out of her. I couldn’t
stand it any longer. I stood up enough to slide the sweats down to
my knees. My modest size cock, by comparison, needed to be released
before it exploded. I hurried to the bed and Amy took it in her
mouth.

Mustafa had shot off in my wife and
his white juice gushed out around his pistoning cock, flooding the
bed. That didn’t stop him. He continued to fuck her poor pussy
which looked like it was being turned inside out when he
withdrew.

“Amy,” I muttered, “I’ll
come in your mouth if you don’t back off.”

“Go ahead, honey, cum in
my mouth. I love your semen. Give it to me, baby.” Nothing on earth
could have stopped me right then. I groaned as I shot-off and she
greedily took every drop and swallowed it. It was a lot of cum, but
not by Mustafa’s standard. Amy’s pussy was filled to overflowing.
His cum gushed out of her when he pulled his only slightly soft
cock out of her. Amy lay unmoving, her legs sprayed and her cunt
gapping open, his seed pouring out.

“Oh…my…God!” Julie said
coming to the bed where Amy lay with a satisfied smile on her face
and her pussy leaked great gobs of cum.

“Clean her cunt,” Woody
called from his position. “I need the girl-girl
footage.”

Julie, to her credit, did not hesitate
a moment before shoving her face into my wife’s messy cunt. While
Julie ate Amy, Number three or number four got behind her and
rammed his cock in her pussy. So it started all over
again

The rehearsal lasted all afternoon and
into the night. The four Sudanese all butt-fucked Julie and Amy,
but I noticed Mustafa didn’t not engage in anal sex. Both women
told me later that they didn’t even want to attempt taking his cock
in their ass. I did not blame them at all.

The second rehearsal took place a few
days later and it was even hotter than the first one. They started
shooting the movie a few days after that. I didn’t know it took so
many people or so much equipment to make a fuck flick. I
incorrectly assumed it would take two or maybe three days to make
the movie. I was wrong. It took the better part of three weeks for
Woody to get to a place where he was satisfied with the results. It
took another month to have the final cut as they called
it.

We went into the city to a theater
that Mike rented for the night for the premier showing of the
movie. There were no searchlights or press, but the theater was
packed.

The movie began in some big city where
the sisters were packing for their trip to Africa and there were
some fade in clips of a jet talking off and then landing. Some
stock footage of African animals and native villages and then some
jungle shots. I found it amusing that the jungle footage was filmed
in southern Mexico. Doctor Jill, played by Cherry and nurse
Jennifer, played by Julie, set up shop in a village and soon the
rebels came and captured them. More Mexican Jungle footage and they
ended up at my house and jungle where the fucking started in
earnest.

I knew that a lot of the scenes were
filmed during the two rehearsals, but damned if I could see where
they were inserted. I know nothing about editing and cutting and
that sort of thing, but whoever did it, did a wonderful job. They
made the movie believable to me and I knew how fake it
was.

I realize I am bias, but it was a
fantastic movie even if it was a low budget fuck film. Cherry,
Julie, and even Woody were mobbed by autograph hunters and
well-wishers after the showing. I suspect some just wanted to touch
the beautiful porn stars because there was a lot of
touching.

The movie, titled, “Dark Days, Darker
Nights” was released in general distribution a few days later to
adult theaters. Two weeks later the DVD was released and it sold
like hotcakes and supply couldn’t keep up with demand. Cherry and
Julie, who started using the screen name of Jennifer Bright, left
the day after the premiere on a two week promotion tour.

***

I used their absents to dive into work
that had been seriously neglected during the movie and the
aftermath. I finished the layout of Cherry 2 and sent it to the
printers. I spent the rest of the time supervision the workers as
they dismantled the jungle village and cleaned out the stable.
Supervising may be misleading--I watched them. I also met another
neighbor.

“Hello,” the man said
coming to meet me with his hand held out long before he got close.
“I’m Dean Stockman. I live over there.” He pointed vaguely toward
the western boundary of our place. “I should have called on you
earlier, but something always came up.” I assured him I understood
and said I should have called on him.

Den Stockman was in his middle forties
and he looked soft. Not fat or chubby, just soft as if he had been
living the good life too long. He informed me that he was an
investor and worked in the city Monday through Thursday. He also
told me his wife had been touring Europe and had just
returned.

“Good to have the old girl
home again,” he said. “Had to make sure all my bimbos were out of
the house,” he added with a laugh. I got the feeling he wasn’t
making a joke. “Anyway I thought I should come meet and greet you
even if belated somewhat.” I assured him that it was fine and that
late was always better than never. I may have uttered some other
nonsense, too.

“What are all the trucks
here for?” he asked as we watched one of Tamir’s trucks pulled out
from the jungle village. “You having some construction
done?”

“They are removing a movie
set,” I explained.

“Ah, so the rumor I heard
is right. There was a movie crew here.”

“Rumor?” I politely asked.
“Where did you hear that rumor?” ‘Mum’s the word’ was our watchword
before and during the movie shooting. We didn’t want gawkers and
the curious running over the place. Everyone associated with the
movie were sworn to silence or so we thought.

“Joe Bott’s ex-wife told
Nina about it before she left on her trip. “Joe owns the drugstore
in town. Then later I heard one of the equipment trucks broke down
and someone at the garage saw the lights and other stuff.” I was
trying to keep up with his explanation and failing.

“I’m sorry, Mister
Stockman,” I said. “I don’t know any of those people.”

“Call me Dean,” he said.
“Nina is my wife. Joe Bott’s ex-wife is Buffy Bott and she’s a
close friend of Nina. That’s not a friendship I encourage, but what
can I do? Buffy is sort of wild, if you know what I mean. As I
understand it, Buffy got the information from one of her friends.
Nina can tell you who that is, I suppose. Are they still making the
movie?”

“No sir, it’s finished and
they are just cleaning up,” I told him. I took him back to where
the village had been to let him see for himself. The huts were
still there but not much else. I could see that he was confused so
I told him that it had been an X-rated movie about Africa. That got
his undivided attention.

“No shit?” he said. “You
let them make an adult movie on your property?” I didn’t respond to
the rhetorical question and I led him back to the main drive and
bid him so-long. That should give the rumor mongers something to
talk about. I wasn’t overly surprised when Nina Stockman came
calling the next morning.

Nina looked nothing like I imagined
the wife of Dean Stockman would look. Not even close. First of all,
she was an easy ten years younger and a very attractive woman. She
arrived at me front door wearing pair of holey jeans and a tiny
halter top. The top just barely covered her huge breasts. Her huge
and obviously unfettered breasts. She introduced herself, we shook,
and I invited her in for coffee.

“So, Dean told me you had
an adult film made here,” Nina said once we were seated and coffer
was served. “Please, Rex, tell me all about it.” We had gotten to
first names quickly.

“Okay, but I understood
from your husband that you knew about it. Care to tell me how you
knew?”

“Buffy Bott told me,” she
answered with a smile. “Pillow-talk I would think. I believe she is
seeing one of the men who did the remodeling here. Some Arab by the
name of Tamir.” So there was the leak, I thought. Not that it made
much difference now that I told Dean Stockman. It made no
difference to me because I wasn’t trying to impress anyone in the
village. “She’s not still seeing him now,” Nina added. “Since her
divorce she doesn’t stick with one man very long. Now,” she said
with a grin. “Your turn, Rex. Tell me about this movie.”

I told her, in detail, the plot and
how it came about. Her eyes got wider with each detail.

“Are you kidding me?” she
demanded when I finished. “Your wife stared in an adult film? And
so did Julie Rogers from down the road? That is unbelievable,
Mister Rex Grant. I will have to buy that DVD and see what my
neighbors have been up to. What was the title again?” I told her
and she left in a hurry to go find the movie.

That should have been the end of the
matter, but it wasn’t. Nina Stockman was back two days later. I had
just returned from town and she was waiting on me. Nina appeared to
me a woman with something on her mind.

“I sent Dean in to get the
movie,” she said as I approached the front door where she waited.
“I don’t know whether I should be incensed or excited that my
neighbor is a porn star.” Since it didn’t make any difference to
me, I laughed and told her it was up to her.

To be truthful, I secretly hoped the
neighbors would rise up and run us out of the village. I’m a city
dweller and country living didn’t suit me. I longed for the hustle
and bustle of the city. I missed the city noise. It was just too
fucking quiet in the country.

“When can I meet Cherry?”
Nina asked. I told her that Amy was on a promotion tour and would
return in a couple of weeks if they kept to the schedule. The
course of our conversation led me to show her Amy’s, AKA Cherry’s,
photo books. Nina took her time and studied each page carefully. I
got us a beer while she looked.

“I’m sure I don’t have to
tell you, but your wife is simply gorgeous,” she said finishing up
with the books. “My first boyfriend wanted me to model, but I was
too shy at the time.”

“It’s never too late,” I
said in an attempt to be gallant. Actually, Nina Stockman looked
pretty damned good. She was no Amy Grant or even a Julie Rogers,
but few women are.

“Aren’t you sweet,” she
said. “I doubt that any photographer would want to photograph me
now.”

“Not so,” I said. “Jonas
Mills did Amy’s photography and he told me that it was nearly
impossible to find mature women who looked good enough to be in
modeling. Mature doesn’t mean old, so don’t take it the wrong
way.”

“I’m well aware of my age,
Rex,” she said laughing. “If I give Mister Mills a call may I tell
him we are friends?”

“I can do better than
that,” I said. “I’ll introduce you to him. I hope you understand
that he will want some nudes of you. Semi-nude at the very
least.”

“I do not have a problem
with that,” she said with a deep-throated chuckle. “I work very
hard to stay in shape and I am not shy now.”

“How long have you and
Dean been married?” I inquired.

“What you really wanted to
ask was how many time have I been married, isn’t it?’ she said with
a smile. “Dean is number three and we’ve been married for three
years. Marriage one lasted almost a year and marriage two lasted
about four years.”

“Dean seems nice,” I said
just to have something to say.

“Dean is a sweetheart,”
Nina said. “A racist bigot, but still sweet. He wouldn’t watch the
movie with your wife when he realized there was interracial sex
involved.”

“I suppose there are a lot
of people like that,” I said. “I gather you didn’t find it
offensive?”

“Me? Oh hell no,” Nina
said laughing. “I am no stranger to interracial sex. Hubby number
two saw to that. Well, not him exactly. Should I tell you about
it?”

I told her I thought it was an
excellent idea.

This is her story:

***

My second husband was a pervert. We
hadn’t been married but five or six months when he started his
shit. Stuff like making me flash my boobs for strangers and show me
off in public. Don, that’s his name, loved my breasts and
apparently wanted everybody to see them. I mean, what the heck? I’m
proud of my body, but Don got kind of crazy about showing me
off.

I knew Don was strange before I
married him, but I had no idea how peculiar he really was. I guess
we had been married for about two months or so when he started
bring his friends home for a show. He would call me and tell me to
get dressed for company. That really meant to get nearly undressed
for company. It’s readily apparent when I’m not wearing a bra.
Besides having big boobs, my nipples are rather large, too. Don
always wanted me to wear a thin shirt and no bra. Oh, I’ll admit I
enjoyed teasing his friends and showing off. That sort of rocked
along for a while and one night he brought his best buddy, Devin,
home with him and things went to a new level.

That night Don insisted I show Devin
my breasts. I mean actually take my shirt off and show my bare
breasts. I told Don I didn’t think that was a good idea, but I
finally did as he asked me to do. Before long I had to show all his
drinking and card playing buddies my bare tits. It wasn’t long
before Don had me completely naked for his friends. Of course it
didn’t stop there, but past experience had taught me it wouldn’t.
First, it was the casual accidental touching and that progressed
into actual feeling me up. There were a lot of nights after his
friends left that I was so hot I was sizzling. Always good sex with
Don afterwards, too.

One night Devin was over. Just the
three of us and Devin had a camera. As usual Don had me naked
pretty soon and Devin took some photos of me. Don told Devin to get
naked and pose with me while he took pictures. At first it was just
two naked people posing for the camera, but Don wasn’t content with
that for long. He insisted that I jack Devin off, so I did. Then I
sucked Don while Devin took pictures. That was as far as it went
that night.

A few nights later, Devin and his
trusty camera were back for more naughty pictures. That night Devin
had sex with me while Don took pictures. I’m not going to lie about
it. I loved it. Devin was a little bigger in the penis department
then Don and he could last a long time. I got off several times.
That continued for several months. Devin, Don and me. Sometimes
they took turns and sometimes they both took me at the same time. I
already discovered that two men are better than one man, by far.
All this happened over several months.

Once Don had to fly home because his
mother was seriously sick. Devin came over for his pussy anyway.
Don told me to be nice to Devin while he was gone, so I was. Very
nice. When Devin brought a buddy over I wasn’t too surprised. I was
used to threesomes and I was actually glad to have the new guy. He
wasn’t as big as Don or Devin but it was still good. The next night
after that Devin arranged to have some guys come to my house for
poker. Some of the guys I knew, but there were a couple of
strangers. One was a big black guy named Charles something. They
called him Lamont. I acted as hostess and made sure they had beer
and chips, that sort of thing. I had gone to the kitchen with some
empty bottles when Devin came in and told me to change into
something more revealing. He said he wanted me to distract Lamont
because Lamont was winning all the money. I figured why not. Hell,
I was used to showing off for guys anyway. I changed into a pink
teddy that barely contained my boobs. It worked and Devin started
winning his money back.”

There was one hand that the other men
got out of pretty quick. It was just Devin and Lamont. Somehow,
Devin didn’t have any more money to bet and he told Lamont that he
was putting me in the pot. Lamont asks Devin to make it plainer and
Devin told him if he won, he could have me for the night. I told
Devin that I didn’t like that at all, but Devin told me not to
worry. As you can imagine, stupid Devin lost the hand. I was still
cursing Devin out when Lamont put me on the floor and fucked me in
front of the other guys.

Lamont was a bull of a man. His thing
was half again as big as Don or Devin. I tried to fight him, but in
all honesty, I quit fighting after a few minutes. It was the best
sex I had ever had. He just kept on and on and on. I had a dozen
orgasms before he came.

I managed to get to the bathroom and
take a shower. While I was gone, asshole Devin talked Lamont into
another hand, double or nothing. This time I was in the pot for the
weekend. Yeah, you guessed it. Devin lost again. I was informed of
that when I came out of the shower. Lamont told me to pack a bag
and Devin told me he would square it with Don. Next thing I knew I
was in the ghetto with Lamont. He and his roommate fucked me all
weekend. By the time I got home on Sunday night, I was so sore I
couldn’t hardly touch my pussy. A pissed-off Don was waiting for
me. Glen had told him that I volunteered and Don believed Devin. He
stayed pissed off at me for a couple of weeks. After he got over
being mad at me I told him to keep that lying bastard, Devin, away
from me.

Also after Don got over being mad at
me, he insisted I tell him about the weekend with Lamont. He kept
after me until I told him all about it. I even made some things up.
For weeks after that all I had to do was mention black cock and Don
was rearing to go. I guess it was Devin who put Don in contact with
Lamont because one night Lamont showed up at the door. Don told me
he had to see me being screwed by a black man. He told me to suck
Lamont’s cock so I did. It was good to see that ebony beauty again.
Don watched while Lamont fucked me.”

At first it was just Lamont doing me,
then it was Lamont and his roommate, who’s name I can’t remember.
Don loved to see me with two black guys. He even bought a camera so
he could take pictures while they fucked me. The Oreo cookie thing,
as Don called it, lasted a couple of months. It wasn’t long before
Don had Lamont bring a lot of black guys to do me. One or two at a
time. I didn’t find out until a lot later that Lamont was charging
the men and he and Don were splitting the money. I should have been
able to figure it out when Lamont started bringing guys to the
house during the day, but I don’t guess it would have made any
difference if I had known. I was having a ball.

Then one day after about a year, Don
said he was taking me on the road. I ask him what that meant. He
explained that there were a lot of black men who would cheerfully
pay a lot of money to fuck a good looking white woman with big
tits.

He sold our house, bought a motor
home, and off we went. It was a rolling whorehouse with only one
whore. We stopped in about a dozen cities before we got to a small
town in Northern Alabama. We were on our way to Memphis but the
motor home needed some work done on it.

The owner of the RV place told Don how
much it would cost and Don, being stupid as well as greedy, tried
to make a deal with the man. My pussy for parts and labor. The man
called his brother who was the sheriff and they arrested
me.

The sheriff carried me off to jail and
Don hauled ass out of town. I was tried in a kangaroo court and
sentenced to six months on a work farm. I tried to tell them it
wasn’t me who solicited, but they didn’t seem to care. Next thing I
knew I was busting my ass on a farm.

I actually did get my ass busted. I
was fucked twice in the first hour I was there on the farm. The
warden was first and then he turned me over to his assistant. I
don’t suppose I could blame them. They had an honest to God whore
in jail. I’m sure they didn’t get many prostitutes in that part of
the country.

The work farm was co-ed. There were
two large barracks separated by a chain link fence topped with
barbed wire. I suspect the fence was to keep the men away from the
women, but only the men who couldn’t afford to pay for the
privilege of getting in.

While I was there the female
population varied from twelve to twenty women and I guess about
fifty men. Since only nonviolent people got sent to the farm there
wasn’t much security. I mean by nonviolent they were not in jail
for a violent crime. I guess we all were, or became, semi-violent
sooner or later.

Fighting became a way of life. You
fought for the best bunk, an extra blanket, more food, and
sometimes you fought just because some chick looked at you wrong.
While I was incarcerated, I discovered I could get as mean or
meaner than anyone else. That came as a surprise to me.

I had my first fight right after the
two officials got through fucking me and took me to the barracks. A
large tough black chick thought I should be her bitch and I had a
different idea.

“Hey, girls,” Wanda, the
big bitch, said after I was in the building and the guards were
gone. “We got us a new cunt. This one has big tits so I guess she’s
mine.”

I was raised in a family with five
brothers, all older than me and all loved to fight. They taught me
well and one lesson they taught me was to stop talking when it was
time to fight. I never said a word to Wanda. I walked closer to
where she stood and I kicked her in the stomach and then proceeded
to beat the shit out of her. I didn’t stop hitting or kicking her
until she was out cold. Then I asked the others if any of them
wanted a piece of me. They did not.

I helped one of the other women to
drag Wanda into the shower and turned the cold water on her. When
she came to, I asked her if we were finished fighting and she
quickly assured me we were through. Wanda and I became pretty good
friends until she was released a few weeks before I was. It was
Wanda who showed me the ropes and told me what the deal
was.

“We all whores in here,”
she said a few nights later. “If any of the men in the next
barracks has enough money the guards will let them come over and
get some pussy. Of course, we don’t get the money. The guards
always get some pussy whenever they get a hard-on and want
some.”

“What happens if I refuse
to play that game?” I asked her.

“You won’t refuse but
once,” she said. “The big boss will come and fetch you. He’ll hang
you up outside and whip your ass until you see the light. You are
going to get fucked one way or the other so make it easy on
yourself.”

That made sense to me. I had been
fucked by at least a hundred men by that time so a few more
wouldn’t make any difference. It galled me that I would be whoring,
and not get a dime out of it.

As the new girl or more accurately the
new cunt, I got a lot of action for the first few weeks. The staff
all got some of my ass first then the guards and then any swinging
dick who had the price. I sweated my ass off during the day and got
fucked at night. Sometimes several times a night.

The prison officials had built a
little hut near the gate in the fence that divided the two
buildings. That was where the copulation took place for the most
part. It was the women who had the responsibility to keep it clean
and always have fresh sheets and blankets on the beds. There were
five small bedrooms in the building with just enough room for a bed
and a chair.

Being dicked several times a night
wasn’t anything new for me. Don, that no-good rotten cocksucker,
who ran off and left me, would often line up a group of men to fuck
me. Don loved to see me get gang fucked and he made sure I got a
lot of that shit.

By the time I reached the halfway
point in my sentence, I was queen of my barracks. I was queen of
the men’s barracks also. Being young and having big tits was an
attraction. The fact I loved to fuck was a plus, too.

In spite of the backbreaking hard
sweaty work, I had it made. No one gave me any trouble. I could
have had any of the girls I wanted if I had been bent that way. I
don’t mind eating pussy or having my pussy ate by a fem, but I
prefer men and there was no shortage of men around the work
farm.

I wasn’t aware that upstate a ways a
man by the nickname of Patch was being arrested for auto theft.
According to what I was told later Patch was in debt to some dude
so he had his car put in a friend’s name to keep it away from the
bill collectors. That so-called friend reported his car stolen
after he and Patch had a falling out. Patch was sentenced to a year
in jail and was sent to the farm.

Patch was either a dream or a
nightmare depending on your point of view. I was out of commission
when Patch arrived and got horny. He took Wanda to the fuck hut as
I called it.

“Good God Almighty!” Wanda
said when she returned from her date. “That fucker has a dick that
would kill a cow!”

“Come on, Wanda,” I said.
“He can’t be that big. You seemed to have survived
okay.”

“I survived, but my pussy
won’t ever be the same. I ain’t joking, Nina. That nigger son of a
bitch is hung like a horse. Ain’t no way a little white girl like
you could ever take something like that.”

That was all it took to arouse my
interest. I love a challenge so when we did our evening parade
along the fence I made sure the man with a patch saw me. The parade
was what we did every afternoon after the farm work was done. We
would go in shower, dress in something provocative, and walk the
fence line. The parade started on the administration side and
continued along the fence past the men’s barracks. Parade, slut
walk, whore’s stroll or any of several names for it was designed to
entice the male prisoners out of their money. If they didn’t have
any cash to spend they could buy feminine company by doing outside
work. For example if a prisoner had plumbing skills he could work
off the farm and make the warden some money and earn pussy credit.
Same for any other skill including brute strength.

I don’t know for a fact, but I think
they made sure the men that were sent to the work farm had some
marketable skills. I know for a fact that the women were screened
to make sure they were at least presentable. It didn’t take a
genius to figure out the odds were too long for all the women
inmates to all be pretty or at least nice looking. Since I never
saw any woman whipped, I assumed there was a screening process.
They didn’t ask me about it, but I guess since I was a whore it
wasn’t necessary.

Anyway, I made sure Patch saw me on
the next parade in which I participated. I knew the moment he
spotted me and I could feel the heat from his dark eyes. He came
nearer the fence and motioned for me to come closer to
him.

“You and me,” he grunted.
“Tonight.”

“Could be,” I replied. “I
don’t make the schedule so you’ll have to talk to whoever you guys
talk to.”

“No problem,” he said and
walked away.

After the evening meal, a guard came
and posted the schedule. I saw my name beside the name of Carter
Wilson. I discovered a short while later that it was Patch’s real
name. I should point out that the only excuse for not going to the
fuck hut was being on your menstrual cycle. Your cycle was closely
monitored and you couldn’t have but one period a month. Some of the
new girls tried it, but it didn’t work. They weren’t beaten, but
they did get extra work details.

Like me, all of the women accepted
their lot cheerfully. There was no point in beating your head
against the wall. As a rule the work wasn’t unbearable, the food
was good, and there was a lot of hot water. I used the hot water
and got ready for my date.

***

“I don’t mind drinking all
your beer,” Nina said interrupting her story. “But if you want be
to continue you will have to feed me.”

“I’m more than happy to
feed you,” I said. “I can order a pizza from the village if you’d
like.”

“I love the pizza from
that little shop,” she said. “So, you want more of my
story?”

“I certainly do,” I said
quickly. “It’s fascinating and you are a good story
teller.”

“I should be able to tell
it by now,” she said laughing. “I’ve had to tell it to Dean over
and over. He never gets tired of hearing it.”

“He knows about that part
of your life then?” I thought it strange that a bigot wanted to
hear about her shacking up with a black man.

“Oh sure,” she said. “I
have no secrets from Dean. Call in that pizza order and tell them
no anchovies. I hate that fishy taste. It tastes to me like a dirty
pussy.”

I called in our order and Nina got
back to her riveting story:


Chapter 9

 


Where was I? Oh yes I was meeting
Patch.

One of the rules was each date had
thirty minutes. Usually half an hour was plenty for the men to do
their thing. As you can imagine there was little or no foreplay.
Wham, bam, and maybe a thank you ma’am. I met Patch at the fuck hut
and we went inside.

“Make yourself at home,”
Patch said after we entered the small bedroom. “You want a
drink?”

“Yes, thank you,” I said.
That surprised me because alcohol was forbidden on the farm. Booze
or drugs could get you in a lot of trouble. He made us drinks by
mixing whiskey with a cola. He didn’t seem to be in any hurry which
also surprised me.

“We can take our time,” he
said when I mentioned the time limit. “That shit don’t mean
anything to us. I got a deal worked out so your ass is goina be
here for a while. Sit,” he commanded.

We were in the larger of the rooms
that were usually reserved for the prison staff. It was large
enough to have a couch in it as well as the bed.

My butt had no more than hit the couch
beside him when Patch took me in a strong embrace. His lips were on
mine and his tongue was in my mouth. He was a good kisser and it
didn’t take long before I was responsive and returning his
kisses.

I should attempt to describe Patch.
Besides the patch on his eye, I would have to say he was not a
handsome man by any means. In fact, Patch was as ugly as a mud
fence. His face was a patchwork of scars and part of one ear was
missing. He was bald, he was large, maybe six feet five or six
inches tall, and heavy. Not fat, but thick and muscular.

While his tongue was still probing in
my mouth his hands were busy fondling my breasts. I’ve always had
sensitive nipples and when his fingers found my nipple it was like
an electric current running through me. It didn’t take Patch long
before he had both of my big boobs out and was sucking them. First
one then the other one until I was burning with desire.

“Stand up and take off the
dress,” Patch ordered. It didn’t cross my mind for a moment to
refuse. I stood and let the dress fall to the floor. I stood in
front of him wearing only a pair of high heels, a red thong, and a
necklace. Patch reached out and grasp the thong and ripped it off
of me.

“Good, you shave your
cunt,” he said his soft voice husky. “I like a bare pussy. He put
both of his huge hands on my bare bottom and pulled me to him. He
nuzzled my belly and then downward to my throbbing, and by then,
extremely wet pussy. I was both aroused and scared, but mostly
sexually stimulated.

Patch gently pushed me back and stood
up. He took his shirt off displaying a massive ebony chest and flat
washboard stomach and like his face they were scarred. His pants
quickly followed and when he removed his shorts, I gasped aloud.
His dick was massive! He said it was eight inches, but if I had
been guessing I would have declared it at least a foot long. It was
thick, too. Long, hard, and coal black. He took my hand and put it
on his cock. It felt as if it were alive and not just a part of his
body. In my hand it jerked and twitched as if it wanted to be
released to attack me. Suddenly I wanted it to attack me. I ached
to experience it. To have it experience me. I had to have this huge
ugly man.

I didn’t have to wait long for the
experience. Patch put both hands on my shoulders and pushed me
downward to my knees.

“Suck my cock, Nina,” he
said. “Worship my hard black cock. Get it ready for your pussy.” I
knelt and did exactly what he said to do. I worshiped his beautiful
ebony rod with my mouth. It was too thick to suck for very long. My
jaws ached after a few minutes, so I licked and kissed the full
length of him, all the way back to his big ball sack. While I
orally worshiped his cock I took his balls in my hand. They were
nearly as big as an orange. I kissed and licked his balls which was
something I had never done with any man.

“Say it, Nina,” Patch said
using my hair to pull me to my feet. “Say you want me to fuck you.
Say it loud and plain.” I did as he asked.

“Fuck me, Patch,” I said
as plain as I could. My heart was racing and there was a roaring in
my ears. I’m not sure how loud I said it, but it seemed to satisfy
him. This had stopped being just another date. This was sport
fucking and I was more than ready for it.

“Tell me how much you want
my black cock in your white cunt,” he said. I did. I told him that
I desperately wanted his black cock in my white pussy. I told him I
wanted it in me immediately.

With a loud laugh he picked me up and
whisked me to the bed where he proceeded to ravish me. Being a
whore I wasn’t a stranger to sex, but what we did was a totally new
experience for me. It was rough yet gentle, hard but soft, fast but
slow, and most importantly, it was intense. The most intense sex I
had ever experienced and it lasted for a long, long time. I
wouldn’t even attempt to say how many orgasms I had. I know it was
many and I know they were great. At one point I climaxed so hard I
passed out for a moment.

I kept expecting to hear the knock on
the door that would signal time was up, but it didn’t happen. The
fucking started somewhere around eight o’clock that night and he
was still going at it at long after midnight. I’m guessing at the
time because I didn’t have a watch.

During that time he took me in every
position imaginable. When he took by butt, he was sweet and gentle.
He used some kind of lubricant from a tube of furnished anal lube
to make his entrance easier and stopping often to make sure I
wasn’t suffering too much. I had a terrific orgasm with him in my
ass. Having a climax from butt fucking didn’t happen all that often
for me but it did with him.

If I had to use just one word to
describe that first meeting with Patch I’d have to say intense. If
I could use two words than it would be utterly satisfying. Patch
made me beg for his cock and I did beg. I would have crawled across
glass to get to his big beautiful black cock.

Once while he allowed me to rest he
asked me if I had liked fucking him. I thought it would be silly to
deny that I liked it. Screaming for him to fuck me and to pound my
cunt with his black cock probably gave it away. When I admitted
that I liked it, he asked me if I wanted to fuck him again. It
surprised me that he would ask. That was something none of us had
any control over.

“It will be just me and
you then,” he said after biting my nipple. I asked him how he
intended on controlling that. “I got a deal with the warden,” he
answered laughing. “I scratch his back and he scratches
mine.”

Two days later I was moved from the
barracks to another small house with Patch.

Of all the lovers I’ve had I’ll have
to say Patch was the best. He had the stamina to keep me going for
long periods of time.

After we set up housekeeping together
we had our other duties. Occasionally Patch would be gone for a few
days at a time and I still worked on the farm. My curiosity got the
better of me and I asked Patch what he did for the
warden.

“Best you don’t know
that,’ he told me. “What you know could hurt you down the road.”
Naturally I didn’t let it go at that. I kept prying until he told
me he was a hit man by profession. A paid assassin and the warden
used that talent by selling his services.

It was strange at first knowing I was
shacked-up with a killer, but you learn to adjust to circumstances.
Over the next few months, I learned that the car thrift arrest was
a set-up. The local cops wanted Patch before the federal
authorities got him. Patch didn’t fight it because he needed to be
away from the reach of the feds and since he still plied his trade
he was happy to stay at the work farm out of sight.

To be honest I hated to leave Patch
when my release date came. I was happy living with and fucking him.
Like they say, all good things must come to an end.

***

“So I said goodbye and I
left Patch,” Nina said. “He was shot and killed a few months later.
Some assignment went sour I guess. I read about it in the
papers.”

“What happened to your
husband, Don?” I asked her. The pizza had arrived and we were
eating it.

“It took me three months,
but I finally tracked him down. He was living with a sixteen year
old girl and selling her pussy. I beat him senseless with a ball
bat and took all his money and
his little chickie. Don had his money hidden in
his shoes in the closet where he always hid money. It was enough to
set me up in a little dress shop and get a divorce. I took the girl
home to her parents and told them where they could find Don. They
had his sorry ass arrested.”

“That is some story,
Nina,” I said. “You didn’t mention your first husband except to say
it didn’t last long.”

“I married Jimmy when I
was young. Too young to know how to act. Jimmy was in the Army and
while he was off overseas I got lonely and started fucking around
on him, but that is a story for another time. What I came over to
tell you was that watching that movie with your wife and all those
black studs got my juices flowing again. I want back in the
game.”

“What about your present
husband?” I said. “Didn’t you say he’s a racist?”

“Dean does his thing and I
intend on doing my thing,” she said. “We try not to get in each
other’s way.”

“I’m not sure I
understand,” I told her. “You want to make adult
movies?”

“Maybe, if it seems
right,” Nina said. “I just want to get back to fucking. Black men,
but I’m not locked into that. I noticed you were checking my boobs
out. Wondering if they are real?”

“I did wonder,” I said
honestly a bit embarrassed at getting caught looking.

“They are one hundred
percent real. I did have them tightened up some when they started
to droop a little. Would you like to see them?” Yeah, like I was
about to say no. She took her flimsy top off and proudly displayed
her huge breasts to me. I had to ask her what size. “Forty-two
double G,” she answered.

Besides being humongous her tits were
remarkable. Her areola was at least three inches across and the
nipples that sat in the middle of them were big and from what I
could tell were hard. The term mouthwatering sprang to mind and
when she offered me the opportunity to feel them I leaped at
her.

“I’d cheerfully pay good
money to see these beauties,” I told her after I tasted her big
nipples.

“Many men have,” she said
pulling my head back to her boobs. “After I left the work farm and
before I found Don, the asshole, I worked as a stripper in several
cities. After I found the son of a bitch and before my dress shop
got going, I danced for a while. I kind of miss that life. You like
my big titties?” I assured her I did like them…a lot. “That’s good,
Rex,” she said. “I also have some good pussy. Want
some?”

I did and we went up to a bed and she
proved she was right. It was good pussy and she was an energetic
fuck. Not as good as Amy or even Julie, but still damned
good.

Sometime later, we were laying on the
bed gathering strength to go at it again when the phone rang. It
was my wife. She was in New York. I told her I was entertaining our
neighbor.

“Good for you,” Amy said.
“You need to become more sociable. How is she?” I asked Amy what
that meant. “You have her in bed, don’t you? How is she?” Sometimes
I think my wife is a witch. How could she know that? I said, Nina
was good. I asked her when she would be coming home.

“Next week,” Amy said. “We
are leaving here tomorrow for Miami and stopping in Atlanta on the
way back north. Maybe another stop or two along the way. Julie
sends her love, but it sounds like you don’t need it right now. Let
me talk to her, please.”

I handed the phone to Nina and went
for something to replenish my lost bodily fluids. I could hear Nina
talking and laughing all the way down in the kitchen. I drank most
of my beer and took Nina one. She was still on the phone talking to
Amy.

“I love your wife,” Nina
said tossing me the phone to hang-up. “I love her but I also envy
her.” I asked why the envy. “Because she is doing something I want
to be doing. She is getting a lot of hard black cock. They are
traveling with that big man that was in the movie.” That was a
surprise. I wasn’t aware Mustafa was with them on the
tour.

“Well I suppose he was a
major component part of the movie,” I said. “He and the other rebel
fuckers. You were going to tell me about your first
marriage.”

Nina continues her story:

***

Jimmy and I got married while we both
were in high school. Jimmy was the one who took my cherry. I don’t
know how I managed to hang onto my virginity that long, but I was
more than ready to give it up. After the first time we fucked every
chance we got. When I told Jimmy I was pregnant he wasn’t at all
unhappy about it. He just said we should marry and we did. As it
turned out I wasn’t knocked up at all. Oops. I mean it was all
right that we married because we were in love.

After high school, Jimmy joined the
army because there wasn’t any jobs in our home town. I stayed home
living with my parents until he finished his training and was
transferred to Fort Bliss. El Paso Texas was the farthest away I
had ever been from home. It seemed like the end of the world, but
for a while, Jimmy and I were happy.

We found a duplex apartment and bought
some second or third-hand furniture. For a while, we were doing
great. He was home almost every night. We were poor, but
happy.

Our next door neighbors in the other
attached apartment were a bit older than Jimmy or me. He was a cop
and she was the one in the Army. She was Lisa Cosby and his name
was Randal, but they called him Pud. Pud was a county deputy and he
worked various shifts.

Jimmy and I became good friends with
Lisa and Pud and we often cooked out on the grill with them. Pud
was a big burly man and a lot of fun. Always joking and teasing me.
Lisa was quieter and she was a tiny little thing. Not more than
five feet two inches tall, but cute as a bug.

Then one day my world came crashing
down. Jimmy’s unit was deployed to South Korea. I was in a quandary
I had a job as a cashier at a local grocery store, but should I
stay at Fort Bliss or go home while Jimmy was gone? Jimmy wanted me
to stay in Texas so I agreed to wait for him there.

Later that same day Lisa
told us she was being deployed also. After learning that news, I
almost changed my mind about staying there. I was losing my
husband and my
best friend.

“Nina,” Lisa told me a few
days before they left. “You and Pud can take care of each other
while Jimmy and I make the world safer. Don’t let him get wild
while I’m gone.” I didn’t know exactly what that meant, but I
agreed.

I cried for three days after Jimmy
departed. I was a wreck, but I managed to keep going to work. I did
many extra shifts because I had no good reason to hurry home. I put
most of the extra money in savings.

The grocery store closed at ten PM and
I was home a few minutes later as a rule. One night I came in and
saw Pud sitting on the front steps of the duplex.

“Hey, Nina,” he said when
I got out of the car. “Want a beer?” I accepted his offer and sat
on the steps with him. We drank a couple of beers and called it a
night. That started a pattern of sorts. Pud and I usually managed
to have a few beers on nights he wasn’t working.

“I got email from Lisa
today,” Pud told me one night a few months after we started hanging
out together. It was a cool night so we were in my apartment
sitting on our old sofa. “She likes it over there.”

“I got mail from Jimmy and
he said he hated it with a passion,” I responded. “I think he’s
lonely.”

“Yeah, it tough being
separated from your mate,” Pud said. “I miss having regular sex.” I
didn’t comment but I knew what he meant. I was buying batteries in
the giant economy pack. “I’m getting tired of jacking-off. Want to
give me a hand?” I wasn’t shocked at his question. We always cut-up
and joked like that. I laughed and said why not.

I was shocked when he unzipped his
pants and took his dick out. We had never gone that far with our
kidding. I took one quick look at his cock and I was lost. It was
beautiful and big. Much larger than Jimmy’s dick. I don’t have any
recollection of making a decision. The next thing I knew my hand
was on his cock.

“Some head would also be
appreciated,” Pud said as I stroked his good-looking cock. I
lowered my head and took his hard cock in my mouth. His hand went
to my still covered breast.

Sucking cock was something I really
enjoy. I love the feeling of power I get over the guy. I like how a
cock feels in my mouth. I love the taste and texture of semen. I
sucked a lot of cocks trying to hang on to my cherry so I was good
at it.

I sucked Pud’s cock and I felt him
tense so I knew he was about to cum in my mouth. I stopped sucking
long enough to tell him to go ahead and let go. He did and I
couldn’t swallow fast enough. He came more than any man before or
since. He flooded my mouth and some dribbled down my chin and onto
his pants. I had a small orgasm when he shot-off.

Suddenly we realized what had happen
and it shook both of us. He stuffed his cock back in his pants and
almost ran out of the apartment. I went to bed feeling ashamed of
myself yet there was a small part of me that was proud that I gave
Pud some pleasure.

Our work schedules got crossed and I
didn’t see Pud for a few days. One night I came home and found him
waiting on my porch. He offered me a beer and I accepted even
though we both felt awkward.

“Thank you,” I said when
he handed me the beer.

“You are welcome and
thank you,” he
said with a shy grin.

“You are also welcome,” I
said and we laughed. “Lisa told me to take care of you, but I doubt
she meant that.” We laughed again.

“She did. Anyway, it was
kind of one way,” Pud said. “I’m perfectly willing to even things
out.” For a moment, I didn’t understand what he meant then it
dawned on me. For some strange reason what he said made sense to
me.

“Come on in and let’s
discuss that,” I said my heart starting to beat faster. I was busy
rationalizing that oral sex wasn’t really sex. Yeah, I know that’s
a load of crap, but it worked. “Pud, would you be satisfied with
just oral sex?” I asked him.

“I would do whatever you
wanted me to do,” he said. “To tell the truth I’ve fantasized about
you for months. Ever since you moved in. I’ve tried to visualize
what your breasts looked like.”

“Would you like to make
that fantasy a reality?” I asked and didn’t wait on the answer. I
took my grocery store vest and my blouse off and let him gaze at my
bra encased boobs. He actually licked his lips. I felt sorry for
him and removed my bra. Next thing I knew he had a hand on one tit
and his mouth on the other one.

Besides being huge knockers they are
very sensitive. He nibbled and fondled me to a nice little climax.
Suddenly we were throwing clothes in every direction. We stayed
locked in a tight embrace as we stumbled to the bedroom.

I don’t know if Pud would have been
willing to settle for just oral sex, but I wasn’t willing to
settle. He ate me to a couple crashing orgasms then at my urging he
fucked me long, hard, and deep. He erupted in me filling my pussy
with his vast amount of cum. I climaxed so hard I fainted for a few
moments and he still wasn’t through with me.

Being fucked by a big good looking
older guy was exciting. I loved it in spite of the feelings I had
that we were doing something very bad. Not that I let those
feelings stop me. From that night on Pud and I fucked every chance
we got.

When I got my period, Pud introduced
me to anal sex. I wasn’t a fan at the beginning, but after a while
I got so I like it. I remember being amazed the first time I came
from being butt-fucked. Pud was a wonderful teacher and I was an
eager student. I wanted to learn everything I could about
sex.

It was about three months into the
illicit relationship when Pud asked me if I wanted to go with him
to his monthly poker game. I knew he and some cop buddies got
together and played poker and I was thrilled when he asked me to
go. I promptly agreed to accompany him.

“Great,” Pud said. “Dress
sexy and let’s show the boys what a good looking girlfriend I
have.” I told him I didn’t have anything I’d consider sexy so he
took me to a dress shop and bought me a slinky, super-sexy dress. I
had never worn anything as sexy as that dress. It was cut low in
front and caused me to show a lot of cleavage and it was slit up
the side almost to my waist. I looked damned good in the dress. Pud
even bought me a pair of crotchless panties. I never could see the
sense in that, but it was his money and his idea so I wore
them.

The poker game was on Friday night at
one of the men’s house that Pud worked with. Pud and I were running
a little late because he wanted some head before we left and of
course I gave him some. He got off, but I only got warmed
up.

By the time we got there the game had
started. There were five people there. Four men and one woman. Her
name was Missy and she was with one of the men. I don’t remember
all of their names. Tom something and maybe there was a Joe. Pud
introduced me to all of them and told them I was his girl
friend.

One of the men asked me if I wanted to
play and I had to admit I knew nothing about poker. Pud suggested
that I help Missy keep the chips and beer coming and I agreed to
that. I knew how to serve beer okay.

The five men played cards for about an
hour. Playing cards and drinking a lot of beer. It was amusing to
listen to their talk. They told some funny jokes even if they were
a bit dirty.

“When is Lisa getting
back?” one of them asked Pud.

“I don’t know,” Pud
answered looking carefully at his cards. “Seven or eight months I
guess. It was an eighteen month deployment.” If they had asked me I
could have told them right down to the day when the unit was due
back. Eight months, two weeks and four days unless they got
extended and there was always that possibility.

“What’s the story on
Nina?” the man named Tom asked Pud. “You hitting that?”

“Yeah, I’m hitting it
pretty regularly. She’s young and not very experienced, but damned
good in the sack. Got a set of tits that won’t quit.”

For a few moments I didn’t realize
they were discussing me and when I did realize it I was highly
pissed-off. How dare they talk about me that way! I should have
said something but I didn’t for some weird reason.

“She can take a lot of
dicking and keep on ticking,” Pud continued.

“Will she take it up the
ass?” another man asked.

“Hell yeah,” Pud said with
a laugh. “She’ll bend over and bark like a dog for it. I ain’t
found anything she won’t do.”

“I wouldn’t have a woman
that wouldn’t suck my cock or let me fuck her ass,” another man
said. “I fold. These cards suck tonight.

“I agreed about the cards
and the woman,” Tom said.

“You know you got a ripe
woman when she will let you fuck her in the ass and then take it
directly in her mouth,” Pud said. “Nina will do that and swallow my
cum.”

I should have stormed out of that
house, but oddly enough, hearing them discuss my sexual skills was
a turn-on. It pleased me that Pud thought so highly of me. Remember
I was young, inexperienced, and stupid.

“I’ll tell you this much,”
Tom said glancing in my direction. “She has a killer rack. How big
are them puppies anyway?”

“How big are your tits,
Nina?” Pud asked. I told him I was a thirty-eight D, which I was at
the time. I had another growth spurt a few years later.

“How big are your tits,
Missy?” one of the men asked her. She told them she was a
thirty-four C and accompanied that statement by lifting her shirt
and flashing them. That action got a lot of ribald comments from
the card players.

The drinking continued and the men got
louder and rowdy. Missy lost her shirt and all the men, Pud
included, enjoyed playing with her bare boobs. As young and as dumb
as I was I knew my time would come and it did a short while later.
Pud pulled me down on his lap and popped one of my breasts out of
my new dress. The other one quickly followed. That got even more
dirty comments from the watching men.

I jumped up and put by boobs back in
the dress and went to the kitchen to cool off. I was warm from the
embarrassment and excited that all the men got a good look at my
breasts. Pud followed me into the kitchen.

“What’s the matter, Nina?”
he asked. “Are you not having a good time?”

“What do you mean?” I
stammered. “I’m having a good time, I guess.” He came over and took
me in a tight embrace. He kissed me log and deep.

“Good, now go give the
boys a better look at your great looking tits,” he said when he
released me. He pulled the top down completely uncovering my
breasts. “You sure ain’t got nothing to be ashamed of with them
beauties.”

Part of me wanted to put them away and
part of me wanted to show my boobs off. The show-off part of me won
the contest. I walked back into the room and came to a sudden stop.
A completely naked Missy was on her knees sucking on Tom’s
cock.

“Come on over here, baby,”
one of the man said. “Have a seat on my lap and let me have a feel
of them big jugs.”

My legs started moving before my brain
did and the next thing I knew I was on a strange man’s lap and he
was mauling my breasts. I was passed to another man and then
another man. My nipples were so hard they threatened to
burst.

“Nina has on a pair of
crotchless panties,” Pud announced and suddenly that was all I had
on. My dress was removed and tossed aside.

I was felt up, fingered and licked by
every man that wasn’t busy with Missy who was being fucked doggy
style by one of them. It didn’t take long before I was seething. My
pussy was sloppy wet and I was super horny from all the fondling
and watching Missy being screwed. It was the first time I saw
someone having sex and it was exciting.

I had heard of group sex, but I never
thought I would be involved in it. Pud was the first to stick his
dick in me, but before the night was over all of them fucked me at
least once. None of the men used a condom and it wasn’t long before
my pussy was overflowing with their cum.

“Missy, you should suck
all that cum out of Nina’s cunt,” Tom told her. I said there was no
way I wanted a woman to touch me. That went over like a lead
balloon. Two of them held me down while Missy sucked and licked my
pussy. I fought them hard for a few minutes, but soon gave into the
delightful feeling of having my pussy eaten by Missy.

After she had me cleaned, the fucking
started again. Tom wanted to see if I could take a fucking in my
ass and he was the first to do my ass. Tom wasn’t as large as Pud
and he had no trouble getting in my ass. After Tom finished with my
butt, they all took a turn and when they had all dumped a load in
my bottom Missy swung into action again. I was shocked that she
would suck on my gapping butthole, but she did.

“She’s good,” One of the
men told Pud. “You didn’t lie about that. She is almost as good as
Lisa.”

“Yeah, but Nina is still
learning and Lisa knows everything,” Put said.

On the way home in the wee hours of
the morning I asked Pud about the comment about Lisa.

“We usually have one of
the wives or girlfriends to entertain us at the games,” Pud said.
“Lisa was always eager to take her turn when it came around. You
were a bonus along with Missy tonight.”

I managed to gather up enough energy
to take a shower and fall into bed. Luckily, I was scheduled to
work the afternoon shift at the store so I did get some
sleep.

I didn’t see Pud for a few days. I had
some terribly mixed emotions about what happened. I didn’t try to
lie to myself about liking it or not. I knew I had liked it a lot.
I also had some mixed emotions about seeing Pud again. My better
judgment was whispering to me to stay away from him. My libido was
screaming to get on with it. My libido won that battle
easily.

When Pud showed up at my door a few
nights later, I nearly attack him. I was so horny I was shaking
like a leaf.

Other than a quick hi, not a word was
spoken until I had his clothes off and had him in bed with his dick
in me. Even then it was mostly one syllable words with me telling
him what I wanted.

“You never told me how you
liked the card game,” Pud said when I got him off the second
time.

“It was alright,” I said
unwilling to put into words how I really felt. I didn’t want to
actually say I loved it.

“If it was just all right
I guess you don’t want to go again,” he said.

“I didn’t say that,” I
responded quickly.

“Are you saying if I
invited you to a party next Saturday night, you’d go?”

“Party? Like the card game
party?” I asked him.

“Pretty much,” he
answered. “No card playing and more women. My little group get
together every once in a while and share our wives with each other.
Interested?” I wasn’t sure I wanted to do that. Wife swapping was
another thing I heard about but never thought I’d be involved. I
told Him I’d have to think about it and get back to him.

“Okay, that’s cool,” he
said. “I’ll find someone else to be Lisa’s stand-in. You don’t have
to even think about it. How about sucking me up again?”

The next day I worried about it. I was
afraid that Pud would find someone else and leave me out in the
cold. By the time I got off work I was nearly beside myself with
concern. Pud was home when I got there. I knocked on his door and
when he opened it, I blurted that I would go with him. Then I asked
if he had found someone.

“I did, but I can cancel
her out if you are willing,” he said with a grin. “I was hoping
you’d come around.”

“What should I wear?” I
asked. “The dress you bought for me?”

“It don’t make a lot of
difference,” Pud said grabbing the nearest nipple and tugging on
it. “You will be the prettiest gal there.”

“How does it work?” I
asked him.

“It will start off like
most every party. A lot of drinking, some pot smoked, and a lot of
shooting the shit. There will be a few more men there than there
are girls. Some like to do threesomes with two men so they bring an
extra guy. Then at some point Helen, that’s Tom’s wife will want to
make sure everybody had seen her new tits so she’ll show them. That
will get the party started for real. The women will all be given a
playing card. The men will draw cards and the matching cards will
get together. For the most part, we swing in the open. That means
we don’t go off somewhere to fuck. We all do it in the same room.
Later in the evening we’ll do the card thing again and you’ll get
new partner or partners. We may do the draw several times before
the night is over if the guy wants a different woman. Sound like
fun?”

“Sounds different,” I
said. I wasn’t sure about the fun, but I admitted to myself it had
possibilities of being a blast.

***

Saturday night came and Pud and I went
to the party. It started just like Pud said it would but it got
going quickly. Tom I recognized from the poker party and also the
other three that were there. There were two other men making a
total of seven and I made the fifth woman. One of the men was what
looked to me like a full-blooded American Indian or Native American
or whatever we’re suppose to call them. A very large Indian at
that. His name was Dirk something. Maybe Dirk was his last
name.

As Pud predicted Tom’s wife, Helen
stripped off her shirt and made sure everyone got a good look at
her store-bought titties. She told us she had increased her bust
line from a thirty-two B to a thirty-six C. To me they looked as
fake as they were and they felt unreal when she insisted I feel
them. They felt like balloons filled with wet sand. I lied and told
her the felt great.

Later Helen , who was acting hostess,
had me draw a playing card. I drew a three of hearts. When all the
women had a card, the men were given one and the coupling begun. I
was apparently the only one who didn’t know what to do.

“A three?” a redheaded man
asked me holding up a three. Wrong suit, but apparently that was
okay. Red was one of the men that hadn’t been at the poker fuck
fest.

“My name is Mark,” he said
taking my hand and leading me to a couch. We started making out and
all the other were pairing off or getting together in groups of
three.

While the sex was good and I got
passed around to several of the men before it was over it wasn’t as
hot or as exciting as the poker party. There I had to share the men
with only one woman.

A few days after the swing party I got
home from work in time to answer the phone. It was Pud calling from
work.

Hi, Nina,” he said. “There is a guy I
want you to meet. I work with him and he’s a nice guy. I told him
to come by your place at seven o’clock. His name is
Troy.”

“What? You’re setting me
up now?” I didn’t much care for the sound of that.

“No, it’s not like that.
Troy just broke up with his girlfriend and needs a friend who’s
shoulder he can cry on. Be that friend, Nina.” I said it was all
right even though I knew it wasn’t all right.

Troy and I had sex but that didn’t
come as a surprise to me. After Troy, Pud sent Steve and then it
was Rick or maybe Roger. After that, there was a steady stream of
men coming to my house to get fucked. I was a popular and a busy
girl for several months.

There was one man in particular that
came. His name was Buck and he came back several times. Buck wasn’t
a favorite date of mine because he was kind of fat and very crude.
One night Buck showed up with a friend and they both fucked me. By
that time I wasn’t a stranger to group sex in small groups. That
was all right, but I was stupid and I let Buck talk me into
bringing another friend. As it turned out there was a total of
seven of them and it was my first gang-bang.

One of the men took a lot of pictures
of the bang and it didn’t take long for them to get posted on the
internet. I didn’t even know they were on the web, but they were
and my face and the rest of my body was easily recognizable. Jimmy
saw the pictures and he recognized me.

When he came home he was there just
long enough to get his things and leave again. I got the divorce
papers in the mail.

***

“Thus ends the sad story
of how I fucked-up my first marriage,” Nina said.

“You never saw Pud again
after that?” I asked.

“Oh, I stayed there in El
Paso for a while trying to figure out what I was going to do. I
moved in with Lisa and Pud for a while to save on the rent,” Nina
said. “Lisa was a good sport about Pud and I getting it on while
she was gone. The three of us had a lot of sex for the time I was
there, but after a while I swallowed my pride and went
home.”

“Whatever happened to
Jimmy?”

“Oh I heard he remarried
to a nice little non-slut and had two point five kids,” she
answered. “Okay, I’m horny again. Are you ready?” I was and we did
another round of fucking.

***

“Not that I’m in any hurry
for you to leave,” I said to Nina later that night. “But don’t you
have a husband who might be wondering where you are?”

“He is still in the city
and won’t be home until later in the week. Dean knows where I am,”
she added.

“He knows you’re with
me?”

“Oh sure,” she said. “I
don’t keep secrets from him. You have to understand that Dean gets
off knowing I’m with another man. The only thing he likes better
than that is to watch me with a man or men. To my hubby, sex is
more of a spectator activity. I doubt that he has actually had an
erection. At least not since I’ve known him.”

“Sounds like a match made
in heaven,” I said. “How did you and Dean meet?”

“That’s an interesting
story,” Nina said. This is the story.


Chapter 10

 


I had just opened my dress shop and
business was so slow I had to go back to stripping just to make the
rent payments on the shop. Not that I considered dancing bare-ass
naked a job because I enjoyed it. I was dancing in a dive down at
the edge of the ghetto so a lot of the customers were black. Most
of them were black, as a matter of fact.

I had been stripping for a couple of
months and the money was good enough to pay my bills but not enough
for the luxury things a girl needs. The owner of the club was a man
by the name of Byrd. They called him Blackbird. He and I tangled
the sheets a few times and he was a pretty good fuck.

I seldom, if ever, had a lousy fuck
from the black men I met. I suspect it not so much the size of
their equipment but mostly it’s the stamina most of them have.
Maybe it’s a desire to do better for a white woman than her white
partners. Who knows?

One night as I was coming on duty
Blackbird called me to his office. I assumed he wanted some head or
maybe even a quick fuck before I took the stage. I was only partly
correct.

“Tonight I want you to
break the law,” Blackbird said when I was in his office. “Do a
complete strip.”

That was unusual because the local law
said we had to keep our pussy covered at all times. It was all
right to show a camel toe as long as the puss was covered. I asked
Blackbird to explain.

“There’s a special
customer coming after awhile. A possible investor and I want a real
show for him so show him your pretty pussy. Make your acts down and
dirty. Stripping completely wasn’t a problem for me. I had done it
in other clubs I worked so I agreed.

“Now before you go on, I
need some trim,” Blackbird said. “Can you gush for me
again?”

Sometimes when I’m just right I can
ejaculate. That was something I discovered while in El Paso with
Pud.

It had happened a few times when I was
masturbating and I did it with Pud and he accused me of peeing on
him. Afterwards I went to the library and researched it. I
discovered that most women can spray fluid under the right
conditions. Often, the amount of fluid is based on hydration and
the level and length of sexual arousal in a woman. The more aroused
a woman is the more her body will make of the ejaculate. I
discovered that it was fun to ejaculate after I became comfortable
with my bodily fluids. I reconciled with the fact I had a lot of
bodily fluids and I sweated a lot, my pussy became wetter with
lubricant, and I could pee a gallon.

That night I must have been well
hydrated because I sprayed Blackbird good. He didn’t even jump back
as most men had. He laughed and started finger fucking me hard and
he made me squirt again. Then he opened his fly and pulled that
magnificent cock out and rammed in deep in me. He gave me another
superlative screwing that lasted nearly half an hour. Blackbird is
no slouch at producing bodily fluids either. He had my pussy full
to overflowing.

“Don’t be cutting this
dance set short,” Blackbird warned. “When you get to the finale
part, just pull it over to the side and show them your well fucked
red swollen cum filled cunt.”

***

My act is in two parts. The first part
was the teaser and was rather tame, but when the throbbing jungle
music started I really turned it on. I got as dirty as I knew how.
I watched and Blackbird signaled me it was time to get topless. I
whipped the tiny bra off and showed them my big boobs. I moved and
gyrated making my tits bounce. At Blackbird’s signal, I did a
backbend and pulled the crotch of the panties over giving them a
brief beaver shot. When the music stopped I went to stand beside
Blackbird instead of going to the dressing room as I usually
did.

“All right!” the DJ said.
“You guys want to see her fresh fucked pussy again? I have it from
reliable source that that pussy you got a glimpse of had a big
black cock in it just minutes ago. I’ll bet she’s still got cum in
it!”

“Go back and strip
completely and give them what they’ve paid to see,” Blackbird said
in my ear. “I’ll deal with the law if it comes down to that so show
them a well fucked cunt.”

The deep throbbing drums started again
and a bright spot lit up the center stage. I strolled to the center
making my bare boobs bounce and my hips sway to the beat of the
music. I danced and teased them until I saw Blackbird nod. The
panties were held on by Velcro so it was no trouble to whip them
off. I stood with my legs spread open as far as I could for about
twenty seconds then I slowly went to my knees and then I lay on my
back with my legs opened wide. I arched my back so they all could
see my red swollen pussy with Blackbird’s cum dripping out and down
on my thighs. Then I got on my knees and lifted my butt high as I
could and with both hand reached back and spread my ass cheeks as
far as I could. There was a tremendous cheer from the watchers. The
crowd wanted more and I gave them more than they anticipated
because when I went back out for a curtain call Blackbird handed me
a big black dildo and told me to fuck myself until I
squirted.

I wasn’t sure I could with all those
eyes on me, but I did. I sent a long stream right out onto the
closest table. The table that Blackbird indicated the special
customer was sitting. He was laughing as I left the
stage.

“Damned good show, Nina!”
Blackbird said when he charged into the dressing room. “The man
wants to meet you.”

“Okay,” I said, “who is
he?”

“Dean Stockman,” Blackbird
answered. “Be nice to him, please. He could make me a rich man if
he invests in my club.”

“What’s in it for me?” I
asked him. Not that I had any problem with Blackbird getting rich,
but fair is fair.

“Two thousand dollars if
he signs the papers,” Blackbird said. “Okay, make it five grand,”
he added when I snorted loudly at his pitiful offer. “But only if
he invests.”

It was still early and Dean invited me
to go to dinner with him. He drove me back to my apartment so I
could change since I wasn’t dressed to go out.

“Was that really semen in
your…ah, you know?” he asked after we sat down to eat. I assured
him it was real cum. “From the black man?”

“Yeah,” I answered.
“Blackbird thinks you may invest in his club. Are you going
to?”

“I don’t think so,” Dean
answered. “I don’t much care for…you know. Black
people.”

“Too bad,” I said. “I was
going to get a nice bonus if you signed the papers. What’s wrong
with black people?”

“Nothing is
wrong with them,” he
said looking uncomfortable. “I don’t much care for Asians either.
Just the way I was raised, I guess. What kind of bonus?” I told him
and he kept asking questions about me and soon he knew about my
struggling dress shop and the reason I was stripping.

“I’m an investor,” Dean
said when I finished. “I invest in lots of things. I could invest
in his club or I could invest in a dress shop.”

“If it has to be one or
the other, invest in Blackbird’s club,” I said. If I had five
thousand dollars, I wouldn’t need an investor in my boutique and I
liked the idea of owning it by myself without being indebted to
anyone. My statement surprised him.

“You and Blackbird,” he
said. “Special relationship?”

“No, nothing special,” I
said. “He’s the owner and I work for him and sometimes we
fuck.”

“Really?” he said giving
me a peculiar look. “Is there anyone special in your
life?”

“No, not at the present,”
I answered. He asked me if I engaged in sex with a lot of men. I
had to give that question some thought.

Since opening the boutique, I hadn’t
had as much sex as I did in the past. After I started dancing, I
usually fucked one or two guys a week and I told him
that.

“So you’re saying if the
urge hits, you do it,” he said. I said that was right. “Ever do it
with someone watching?”

“Sometimes,” I said
wondering where the conversation was going. “Why do you
ask?”

“I enjoy watching,” he
answered. “Do you suppose that nigger would let me watch you and
him?”

I almost laughed aloud. If Blackbird
thought it would help him get an investor, he would have me fucking
a Great Dane on stage. I decided to give Blackbird a helping
hand.

“Maybe, if you were to
invest in his club,” I said. “What would you want to see me
do?”

“Have sex with him,” Dean
said. “If I agreed to put up the money you think he would let me
watch?”

“I think so,” I answered.
There was something about Dean Stockman that caused me to tell him
the truth about Blackbird. “He would let you watch even if you only
said you would consider it.”

“No, I don’t do business
that way,” he said. “If I agree to invest, I will invest. I
investigated the business before I knew the owner was a black man
so I’m sure I could make some money from the investment. Will you
set it up for me?”

I was more than happy to set it up.
Both the investment agreement, my five grand, and the fucking so
Dean could watch us. All of it took place within a week.

***

“It was funny in a way,”
Nina said. “Dean watched Blackbird fuck me and the whole time he
had a look of disgust or maybe it was a look of contempt on his
face. I was surprised when Dean showed up a few days later at my
shop. After that we went out a few times and one night he asked me
if he could watch me and another man again.”

“He never did anything
himself?” I asked her.

“Never even kissed me
goodnight,” she said. “I asked him if he wanted to see me with a
black man or white. He said white and I called one of my vendors
that had a case of the hots for me. He quickly agreed to having a
witness. After that, Dean wanted to see me with a lot of men.
Sometimes he found them and sometimes I found my own
lovers.”

“That is strange,” I
commented.

“Yes, Dean is a
complicated man. He is also a generous man. He made sure the
boutique did well by sending me a lot of customers. His rich
friends spent a bunch of money in my shop. Then one day he asked me
to marry him. I’m sure my mouth nearly hit the floor. I wasn’t
expecting anything like that. I tried my best to talk him out of
it. I told him everything negative about me. My life as a whore, my
unfaithfulness with my first husband, and being on a prison farm. I
didn’t spare myself a bit, but that didn’t faze him.”

“How did the strip club
do?”

“It did well. It is still
doing well. Everything Dean touches turns to gold. By the way, he
would like to watch us this weekend when he gets home. You don’t
mind do you?”

“I couldn’t care less,” I
assured her. “Jonas Mills is coming out here this evening to meet
you,” I told her. “He’s the photographer I told you
about.”

***

I have a little trouble coming to
grips with anyone who is only a voyeur. I mean I love to watch, but
I also want to get involved at some point, as in the case of Jonas
and Nina. I enjoyed watching them fuck, but I also wanted in on the
action. They both welcomed me into the mix.

Jonas was excited and enthused about
Nina posing for him. He became really excited when he learned she
liked having sex with black men. I knew he was a bit bent out of
shape about Mike Wakil getting ahead of him with the movie. I knew
he felt cheated to some degree and it was obvious that he saw Nina
as his chance to get into the movie business without Mike being
involved. I didn’t see any reason to remind Jonas that Wakil got
involved because of him.

***

“I’m home!” Amy announced
loudly. “I’m home and I have no intention to ever leave again.
Where is my husband and why is he not here to greet me?”

“I am here,” I said
rushing to greet her. “I was just changing the linen on our bed.
Welcome home, stranger.”

“I am so happy to be
home,” she said after our passionate embrace and kiss. “I’m also
happy you changed the cum stained sheets on the bed. Come on,
slow-poke,” she said taking his hand and running for the
stairs.

***

“She sounds like quiet a
woman,” Amy said after the frantic fucking and a calmer love
making. I told her about Nina Stockman. “It also sounds like she
kept you entertained while I was away. Should I be
worried?”

“No, you have nothing to
be worried about love,” I assured her. “She’s hot, but nowhere as
hot as my Cherry the porn star. Tell me about your
trip.”

“I will, but I want to
meet this Nina,” Amy said. “Call her and invite her to come
over.

When Nina came she brought Dean with
her. The meeting of Nina and Amy was something to behold. At first
they sized one another up like two strange dogs and then suddenly
it changed.

“Come here, Cherry,” Nina
commanded and Amy complied. Nina engulfed her in her massive bosom.
Then as if clothing was an obstacle their clothing
disappeared.

Dean and I watched the two women
embrace and then we watched as they made love. When I was finally
invited I joined them. I felt like I was being consumed, absorbed
in them. It was as if I was being suffocated by two women and I
thought it was a beautiful way to go.

***

“Hey Dean,” I said to the
man. He was sitting at the foot of the bed watching Nina, Amy and I
play. “Why don’t you join us?”

“I’m fine,” he said with a
self-conscious smile. “You all go ahead and do your
thing.”

“No,” Amy said getting off
the bed and going to him. Amy, like Nina and I, was bare-ass naked
and she put her boobs right in his face. “You have been without
pussy for much too long. Tonight you and I are going to
fuck.”

It was an amazing thing to watch. Dean
struggled, but his heart wasn’t in it. Basically Amy raped him and
Nina and I help her. At some point during the “rape”, it ceased to
be a rape. Dean came alive and started to participate in the
matter. A very willing and eager participant and Amy caused him to
cum twice. Once in her pussy and once in her mouth.

“My God!” Dean said when
he came the last time. “I had forgotten how good it could be. That
was great. Thank you dear woman. Thanks to all of you.”

“You are most welcome,”
Amy told him. “I enjoyed it too. What’s the deal with you and
blacks?”

“It’s a long and
complicated story,” Dean said.

“We have a lot of time,” I
told him. “Tell us the story, Dean.”


Chapter 11

 


Dean’s story:

It’s strange I guess, that it wasn’t a
black man who started my problem. I’m not sure exactly how it
happened. I am sure it was my fault, but Larry will have to
shoulder some of the blame and I’ll attempt to explain.

It was a long time ago, back before I
got into the investment game. I was more or less normal. I liked to
fuck and I had a girlfriend that liked to fuck also.

Tara Isabel and I had been living
together for two years and a couple for nearly three years. I’ve
been told that when two people cohabit, things change and I suppose
that’s true. Tara and I changed and it was for the better. Better
in every way and especially the bedroom. Not that we restricted our
sexual activities to the bedroom. In fact we screwed all over our
apartment and any other place we happened to be when the notion
struck us.

Tara is slightly smaller than average.
Five-four, but with a lot of nice curves. Her boobs aren’t large,
but they fit her small frame very nicely. While her tits are only a
B cup, her nipples are large and very sensitive. Tara is one of
those women that doesn’t require a lot of foreplay to get hot. In
fact, she is always on simmer. As she put it: “I’m always ready or
ready to get ready”.

Tara works at home imputing medical
records into a computer and I work in a factory that makes
computers. Every afternoon a messenger brings a bunch of medical
records for Tara to enter into the system. When the economy took a
downturn, I was forced to change to the night shift to keep my job.
That didn’t change things all that much. Tara just started working
at night to get into step with my schedule. We simply changed our
eating, sleeping, and fucking to accommodate the new work
hours.

To be honest I liked working the
eleven PM to seven AM shift because there was none of the
management bullshit at night. I clocked in and started working,
took my breaks when I was told and then clocked out and went home
to play with Tara.

Things were going along great until
the economy got worse and the company begun to downsize. The cuts
begun to get close to my seniority level and things looked bleak.
One night while on a smoke break I asked my line foreman if he knew
anything about how deep the personal cuts would go.

“I hear they will cut
another twenty to thirty more positions,” he answered. That
concerned me because that would reach me for sure. The foreman was
Lawrence Houk or Larry, as he was called.

Larry was a rather large man being six
foot three or four and somewhere around two hundred fifty pounds.
None of that was fat.

“You worried?” Larry asked
me. I told him I was worried. I knew the job market was bad. “What
are you doing after work? Want to stop and get a beer after we get
off? ” he asked me. I was surprised by the invitation. Larry hadn’t
seemed particularly friendly toward me or any of the crew. I sensed
an opportunity and I quickly agreed that a beer after work sounded
good.

It sounds strange to be drinking beer
at seven-thirty in the morning to people who don’t work the night
shift. Think of it as our afternoon happy hour. Larry suggested a
nearby tavern by the name of the Rosebush bar and grill.

We met and hoisted a couple then went
our separate ways. I went home to fool around with Tara and he to
do whatever he did after work. That set a pattern of sorts. Over
the next few weeks, Larry and I stopped and had beer.

Over beer I found out that Larry
wasn’t married and he lived with another man by the name of Ross.
They shared an apartment but seldom saw one another because Ross
worked the day shift.

Over beer, I also discovered that
Larry was a biker on his days off. He owned a big Harley hog and
when he could, he hit the open road with some other bikers. In
fact, Larry was the leader of his group of bikers.

When the next round of lay-offs came I
wasn’t among them which was a surprise because there were some who
had been with the company longer than me. I asked Larry about
it.

“Yeah, I told the bosses I
wanted to keep you on my crew,” he said. “No big deal, Stockman.
All you have to do is not piss me off.” He laughed, but I got the
feeling he wasn’t kidding all that much.

Larry and I had been drinking buddies
for about a month when I fucked up and invited him to come to my
apartment for beer. I say I fucked up because it was obvious from
the moment Larry saw Tara that he was smitten. Love or lust was all
the same.

Tara was glad I invited him because
she had asked me to for several weeks. I asked her why she wanted
to meet him.

“Hey, he’s the dude that
saved your job, Dean,” she said. “We owe him a meal at least. You
can drink beer here cheaper than at some bar.

The morning he came to our place Tara
was wearing a pair of short shorts and a thin tee shirt without a
bra. Tara’s Tits and especially her large nipples were clearly
visible. She is rather proud of her knockers. Larry seemed
captivated by the sight of her unfettered boobs and could take his
eyes off them. A fact not lost on Tara.

Over the next several days going to my
apartment became routine for Larry and me. One thing about Tara is
she can drink beer with the best of them. Of course she joined
Larry and me and on several occasions Larry had to crash on our
sofa.

I couldn’t help but notice that the
times Larry was in the other room Tara was very vocal and hotter
than usual when he got down to fucking. I also couldn’t help but
take note that Tara teased Larry unmercifully by giving him glances
down her shirt or blouse at her boobs. She took every opportunity
to rub her tiny tits on him.

Over the next five months, the teasing
got more blatant and Larry’s comments became more ribald. In fact
both Larry and Tara became rough talking to each other.

“What you need is a good
horse fucking,” Larry said to her one morning.

“Thanks, but I got one
last night before Dean went to work,” Tara said.

“Naw, that wasn’t a horse
fucking,” Larry said. “O’l Stockman was just hitting around the
edges.” Exchanges like that were became common around the
apartment. The fact that Larry and Tara were so blunt, rude, and
crude with each other concerned me in the beginning, but I got past
it. Tara was right. I owed Larry a debt of gratitude. There had
been three more reductions in the workforce and I was still
employed.

When the next level came I wasn’t too
surprised. I left Tara and Larry and went to the bathroom. When I
came back, Tara was sitting on Larry’s lap and they were kissing.
He was sitting on a kitchen chair and Tata was wearing an extra
large tee shirt which was riding up to expose her naked butt.
Larry’s hand was on her bare thigh and he was rubbing it as they
kissed.

I stopped still and watched them. My
emotions were mixed. My boss and friend was fondling my girlfriend.
I should have been angry. I should have been jealous. I should have
said something, but none of those things happened. I silently
watched them.

When Tara opened her legs to give
Larry access to her pussy, I realized I had a throbbing hard-on. I
got even harder when Larry’s searching finger found her cunt and
she moaned. I silently moved so that I could see his hand on her
pussy and I could see he had two fingers deep inside her. I saw
that Larry saw me, but it didn’t stop him from doing what he was
doing to her.

“Stockman,” Larry said in
a husky voice after they briefly stopped kissing. “If it’s all
right with you, I’m going to fuck Tara.”

I almost said it
was not all right
with me but it dawned on me that it was okay with me. It was more
than just okay. I discovered I wanted to see Larry fuck
Tara.

“Dean,” Tara said
breathlessly. “Is it okay if Larry does me?”

“Yeah,” I said with a dry
mouth. “Maybe you should go to the bed.”

“Ain’t got time for that
shit,” Larry said whipping the shirt off of Tara. His lips went
quickly to her long hard nipples causing her to moan again. That
time louder because her large nipples are always sensitive and he
was putting a lot of suction on them.

Tara got off of Larry Long enough for
him to get his pants and underwear off. I was shocked at the size
of him. I’m not a shorthorn, but Larry was packing a very large
cock. At least an inch longer and thicker than my more modest dick.
As soon as he sat back down, Tara mounted him and she guided his
hard cock to her wet pussy.

I watched in awe as she settled down
on his hard member. Inch by inch she took his cock in her until it
was completely buried in her pussy. For a few moments she didn’t
move then she begun to rise a bit and fall back. Each time she rose
she went a little higher and each time back down with more
force.

“Oh God!” Tara moaned in a
choked voice. “He’s big, Dean. He’s got a bigger cock than you.”
She was rising until his dick was almost out and then she would
fall back on him. I could hear a squishing sound.

“I’m about there,” Larry
said. “I’m just about to come in your sloppy cunt.”

“Come on and let me have
it. Shoot the juice to me,” Tara said. “Dean, you get ready to take
over for Larry when he cums.”

By the time Larry shot-off I was naked
and ready. My cock had never been harder. Larry finished unloading
just as I pulled Tara off of him. I put her on the floor on her
knees and I mounted her from behind. Larry’s jizz was still leaking
out of her pussy when I rammed my cock in her. That was a first for
me. My cock in a cum filled pussy was something I had never
experienced before. It felt strange, but not unpleasant at all. I
was too excited to last very long. Just long enough to get Tara off
again.

“I’m ready for some more
of that fine pussy,” Larry announced hovering over us. “Get
through, Stockman and let a real man in there.”

“The bed,” Tara said
jumping to her feet. “Let’s get to the bed, guys.”

I suppose it was comical to watch
three naked people running to the bed, but we made it. At least
Larry and Tara made it to the bed. She fell on her back and Larry
fell on her his hard cock going deep in her in one swift motion
causing her to grunt when he bottomed out. Once in her twat Larry
never took it out again until he creamed her some twenty minutes
later. Then it was my turn again and I was more than
ready.

“Do my ass,” Tara said
gasping and holding her butt cheeks open. That was unusual. We had
done anal before but it was because I initiated it. I used the
accumulation of jizz gushing out of her cunt as lube and fucked her
tight asshole. When I finished Larry declared he wanted some of the
backdoor.

The three of us stayed in bed the rest
of the morning and Larry left about noon while Tara and I slept. I
was still tired when I got to work that night.

“That gal of yours has
some damned fine pussy, Stockman,” Larry said to me that night on
our first smoke break. “You are sure a lucky man.”

“I am a lucky man,” I
agreed.

“What are you doing this
weekend?” he asked me. I told him I didn’t have any plans. “Warmed
up enough to take a road trip,” Larry said. “Do you know how to
ride a bike?”

“Sure I had a Honda a few
years ago,” I said.

“Them Jap scooters don’t
count,” he said with the Harley-Davidson owner’s distain for
imported motorcycles. “I got an extra bike if you and your old lady
want to join us on a short overnighter. Some of us are going to
take a run down to Crimson Lake after we get off work on Saturday
morning and come back on Sunday night or maybe on Monday. You think
you might be interested?” I told him it sounded good, but I would
have to check with Tara.

“I’d love it!” Tara said.
“Are you sure you can handle a big motorcycle, Dean?”

“I’m sure,” I said.
Actually, I wasn’t all that sure. It had been a while since I had
been on a bike. Larry solved the problem by letting me take his
extra motorcycle out for a spin the next day. It was a bit gutsier
than the bike I had, but it felt good and I was confident I could
manage it even with a passenger.

While I took his bike out for a test
drive, Larry took Tara for a spin in bed. His screwing my
girlfriend had become routine since the first time. In fact Larry
slipped off from work early a few times so he could be alone with
Tara. He called it “tuning her up”.

When I asked Tara how she felt about
it she just shrugged and said it was like having two
husbands.

“I get to fuck both and I
don’t have to cook but for one,” she said laughing. “Or pick up
after him,” she added. “I get the best of both. Where are we going
this weekend with the biker gang?”

“Larry’s gang has a camp
site down on Crimson Lake,” I said. “I don’t know if they consider
themselves a biker gang or not. I don’t know any of them except
Larry. I guess it’s just a bunch of average men that own Harley
hogs and like to play like they are a gang. By the way, Larry wants
you to dress slutty.” Tara laughed and said the weather would
dictate how slutty she dressed.

I was wrong. At least partly wrong.
They were average guys and they did own Harley hogs, but they
stopped being just average Joes when they put on their leather and
biker rags.

Larry and I got off work on Saturday
morning at our usual time. We went home and changed into our
weekend clothes. We met at Denny’s a short time later. It was a
warm morning and promised to get even warmer during the weekend.
Tata was wearing a pair of cunt cutter shorts and a tiny halter.
Cunt cutter? That the kind of shorts that split the pussy and
clearly shows a camel-toe. It was a good thing Tara shaved her
pussy or her pubic hair could have been seen.

When the gang, group, or
whatever it was assembled I was surprised that all six of the other
members were black. Larry introduced them to Tara and me, but I
didn’t remember any of the names except Ross Talent. Mainly because
Larry introduced him as his roommate and brother.

“Yeah, there was a nigger
in the woodpile,” Larry explained over a massive Denny’s breakfast.
“Ross and me have the same mother, but as you can probably tell, a
different daddy. After my dad left town my mom married a black dude
named Elmer Houk. Ross’ daddy and my stepdad. Elmer adopted me
after Ross came along and gave me his last name. I got a new name
and a baby brother all about the same time. The name is okay, bit
the brother never was worth a damn.”

“Bite me, asshole,” Ross
said calmly while buttering a biscuit. “My pappy came along and put
some soul in mom and you got some soul by default.”

“Put something besides
soul in momma,” Larry said with a grin. “Otherwise I would have
been an only child. “Stockman are you feeling comfortable with the
bike yet?”

“I feel good with it,” I
assured him. “Tara and I went for a spin last night before work.
I’ll be fine with it.”

“Tata, you can ride behind
me if you would rather,” Larry said.

“Thanks, but Dean is a
good rider,” Tata said. “I’m fine riding behind him, but if you
want the company I’ll ride with you some. That’s okay, isn’t it
Dean?” I told her it was fine with me.

“What about me?” Ross
said. “You can ride behind me if you want to.” Tara told him she
would ride with him later. “Great,” Ross said. He was as big as
Larry and looked a lot like my boss except for the light chocolate
hue of his skin. Both had shaven heads and Ross sported a ring in
one ear. “So you and Dean is what keeping Larry from getting home
in the morning after work, huh?” He appraised Tara carefully and
apparently liked what he saw. I couldn’t blame him for
that.

“Yes, Larry spends a lot
of time with me…us,” she amended. “It’s cheaper to drink beer with
us than at a bar.”

“Yeah and the service is a
lot better,” Larry said with a lecherous wiggle of his eyebrows.
“Let’s ride, gang. We’re wasting daylight.”

The trip to Crimson Lake took about
two hours and all but the last twenty miles was major highway. We
got to the campsite about ten o’clock that morning when I
discovered there was an eighth member of the gang. His name was
Slick.

Slick had drove down in a truck with
the tents and other camping gear. He apparently had arrived early
to set up the camp. By the time we arrived, he had the tents up,
the beer cold, and a campfire going. The fire wasn’t necessary
because it was very warm, but camping without a fire doesn’t feel
right.

In addition to the campfire there was
a giant mobile barbeque grill on wheels. On the grill were two huge
racks of ribs and several dozen potatoes. There was a tantalizing
scent coming from the rig. Slick hovered near the grill.

Slick will take some explaining. First
of all the bikers, as a group, were all large but Slick dwarfed all
of them. He was close to seven feet tall and weighed at least three
hundred bounds. The was no way his huge ass would fit on a
motorcycle seat.

Larry fished a beer out of the ice
chest and tossed it to me. I opened it and handed it to Tara. Larry
tossed me another one.

“Tara, you and Stockman
can bunk with Ross and me in the big tent,” Larry said. That
statement caused Tara’s eyebrows to rise.

“I can’t help but notice
there is a shortage of women in this camp,” Tata said.

“There are some
split-tails coming,” Ross said. He had no more than said it when a
car pulled in and parked beside the motorcycles. Out of the car,
five women emerged. Four white women and one Asian.

They came by and got beer then
scattered among the bikers. It still seemed there was a shortage of
females. Larry and Tara walked the few steps to the lake’s
edge.

“We are a sharing bunch,”
Ross said when I mentioned the shortage to him. “We don’t mind
taking turns or even ganging up when it’s called for. Larry says
you have no problem sharing your old lady. Is that
right?”

I nodded in agreement, but truthfully
I hadn’t thought about sharing Tara with any other men. Especially
a black man. It wasn’t a race problem. It just was something I
hadn’t considered. I looked back toward the lake and saw that Larry
had Tara in an embrace and was working his fingers around the cunt
cutter shorts.

“What the fuck are you
doing, Larry?” Ross called to his brother after seeing the
direction I was looking.

“Tuning this bitch up,”
Larry called back. He interrupted sucking on Tara’s tits long
enough to answer.

“Time enough for that
later,” Ross yelled. “Slick says we have time for a ride before the
ribs are done. Let’s ride, men!” he called louder. “Bring your
bitches and let’s roll!”

Larry commandeered Tara to ride with
him so I rode by myself. I have to admit it was fun riding around
the camping and picnic areas and scaring the hell out of the common
folks. Tara rode back to our camp behind Ross who had her topless
on the ride. The other women also stripped to at least
bare-breasted and some were completely naked.

We arrived back in time to feast on
the ribs and other food. I will have to say the food was delicious.
And we all ate ourselves into a stupor. The beer we consumed and
the pot we smoked after didn’t help keep us awake.

The tent that Tara and I were assigned
with Larry and Ross was a large one. There were three large air
mattresses on the ground and I crashed onto one and was out like a
light.

I’m not sure what woke me. It was late
and I could see out the open tent flap that the sun was low on the
horizon. I lay there a moment trying to remember where I was when I
heard a soft grunting sound from outside. I sat up and looked
out.

What I saw gave my heart a lurch. Tara
was naked on a picnic table and Ross was ramming his big black cock
in her cunt. Tara was sucking on another black cock and a tall slim
man named Rat was sucking her tit. No, not Rat, Ras was what they
called him. Two other black bikers were standing and watching
Tata’s defilement.

From the huge amount of cum gushing
out of Tara’s pussy, the fucking had been ongoing for some time.
Ross withdrew from Tata and one of the other men stepped up and
begun to fuck her. The man she had been sucking unloaded in her
mouth and some of it came out of her mouth. The other waiting man
moved in so she could suck his cock.

“Our girl is getting a
real fucking, ain’t she?” Larry said coming over and handing me a
beer. “They been at her for a couple of hours and she ain’t had
enough yet.”

“How many?” I asked him
accepting the cold beer.

“Most of them so far,”
Larry said. “I think one or two has yet to have a turn at her. A
couple of the boys have been back for seconds or maybe thirds. I
reckon she’s been dicked about fifteen or twenty times. I figure
she’s good for that many more times. You want some of that gash
before it gets too stretched and sloppy you better get on
it.”

I didn’t answer him. There was another
swap taking place. The cock Tara had been sucking was now in her
pussy but after a few minutes the fucker took it out and rammed it
in her ass. From the ease his cock went in it wasn’t the first cock
in that orifice. The fucker was hitting her ass hard and caused her
to grunt louder.

“Like I said, Stockman,
you better get some before Slick takes his turn,” Larry said. “He’s
been raring to go for a while now. I wanted the boys to have some
prime pussy before he fucked it up.”

I did want some of her sloppy pussy
and watching Tara getting black fucked was a real turn-on, but for
some reason I told Larry I’d wait.

“Okay, but don’t say I
didn’t warn you,” Larry said. “Slick has some more meat about done
and when he gets it ready he’s going to plow your old lady. I
wouldn’t wait if I was you.”

I should have taken Tara away right
then. I should have demanded they stop fucking my girl, but I
didn’t.

“You boys find a place to
stop,” Larry told the fuckers. “She needs to be cranked up again
before Slick gets to her. Light up and let’s get her
ready.”

All of the bikers and the girls all
lit up some weed and they took turns shot gunning Tara. One at a
time they took a deep puff of pot smoke and blew it into Tara’s
mouth while holding her nose closed. They gave her a shotgun for
the next twenty or so minutes and soon poor Tara was flying high
and was feeling no pain. As it turned out that was a real
blessing.

Sometime while the giant called Slick
fucked Tara something happened to me. Something in my brain got
fucked up. Watching Slick inhuman cock plow in and out of Tara
caused something to go haywire. He started fucking Tara just as the
sun went down and he was still fucking her long past midnight. Most
of the time Tara was unconscious. Her pussy was a gooey bloody mess
and still he fucked her.

While the giant despoiled Tara, the
others got some food and watched them. I couldn’t eat because I was
sick to my stomach. When the big man took his huge cock out of Tara
for the last time I couldn’t help but marvel at the amount of cum
that poured out of her.

Larry and Ross got Tara off the table
and carried her to the tent. To them it was all fun stuff. They
were all laughing and having a big time. The men started in fucking
the other women and I got on the motorcycle that Larry loaned me
and I went home. I had to stop several times to puke, but I finally
made it. I packed up my clothes and caught a bus out of there. I
didn’t even go back to get my final paycheck.

***

“What happened to Tara?” I
asked him. He sadly shook his head.

“I don’t know for sure,”
he finally said. “I drifted around for nearly a year doing odd jobs
to eat. Then one day I just happen to check in with my folks and
learned that my great aunt had passed away and she had left me a
lot of money. I used the money from her estate to start my
investment business. I heard a few years ago that Tara had moved in
with Larry and Ross and was the gang plaything, but I didn’t bother
to check it out. All I know for sure is that episode really fucked
me up. I’ve not been right since. Well,” he added with a big grin.
“Not until tonight.”

“I should be pissed that
Cherry fixed you and not me,” Nina said. She didn’t look pissed.
She looked like she was enjoying Amy eating her pussy.

A few months later Dean proposed that
he produce the next movie with the delightful Cherry. Julie, AKA
Jennifer Bright, and the new slut for black cock, Nina. No one
objected except Mike Wakil, but no one cared that he was
pissed.

 


 


The End
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