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		Chapter 1

		

		I don’t recall actually thinking about it. Maybe on some level I had, but not something I was aware of. It never occurred to me that Kim, my wife, had considered it let alone done it. If she had, it wasn’t mentioned to me. I’ll get back to my quandary in a moment, but first some background

		Kim and I have been married for just a bit over five years. My name is Joshua Callie, but almost everyone calls me Josh. I met her while we both were attending the state university. We dated on and off for two years before we became serious and settled down into a committed relationship. We were married two weeks after we graduated. If you are working on the math, I’ll tell you we both are twenty-eight years of age.

		Kim and I both work and frankly, we are raking in the money. We live a conservative life-style and we’ve managed to save a lot of our income. When I say conservative, I don’t mean we don’t enjoy our lives because we do. We manage to take at least two weeks of vacation together and travel.

		We bought a nice house in a nice area of the suburbs. Our house is not as grand as we could have, but without children it seemed foolish to both of us to buy a huge home. We’re without children because Kim can’t conceive. That fact was a big disappointment to us, but we managed to cope with it.

		At twenty-eight, Kim is more beautiful than ever. She works hard to stay in good shape by working out at least once a week. Kim thinks her breasts are too small, but I love her beautiful petit boobies. I love sucking on her puffy nipples and they are very sensitive. She often experiences an orgasm just from me playing with her tits.

		They say good things come in small packages and Kim is a small package, just five feet tall, but she is loaded with a lot of delicious curves. She is a natural blonde and keeps her hair cut short. Not mannish, because there is nothing about Kim that is masculine. She is all woman.

		If there is anything about sex that Kim doesn’t like I have not discovered what it could be. She loves oral sex, both giving and receiving. She can actually get off just sucking my cock. Kim loves anal sex and often initiates it. I discovered that fact long before we got married. In fact, if memory serves, it was on our third intimate date.

		We had been to a movie and dinner and came back to my small apartment I. I rented an apartment because I didn’t like living in the crowded and boisterous dormitory. To me it was like trying to study at ground-zero. I was living in a garage apartment within walking distance of the college campus.

		The movie we saw was a steamy French import. It had been billed as an art film, but it was mostly a sex film and it had both of us hot and ready for some fucking so we wasted no time. Our coupling was fast and furious and I had barely enough time to get a condom on.

		After the first hot session and a brief rest stop, Kim was ready to go again. It surprised me delightfully that she got on her knees and spread her butt cheeks.

		“Do my butt, Josh,” she said. “Fuck my ass, please.” I used some of the cum that dribbled out of her pussy for lube and shoved my cock in her ass. She came almost as soon as I had it in her. She came twice more before I dumped a load up her ass. While I’m not a huge fan of ass-fucking, anal sex became a part of our sexual activity from then on because Kim likes it.

		

		***

		

		Now back to the thing that troubled me. One day I was looking in Kim’s dresser for something and found a magazine. It was a sex magazine called Chockalott Delights and featured black men with white women. I was shocked speechless and quickly put it back where I found it.

		One of our quirks, I suppose you could call it, was the fact that neither of us talked much about the men and women we had known before we became a couple. I don’t know why we didn’t, we just didn’t.

		It was obvious to me that Kim wasn’t an innocent virgin when we got together and I wasn’t either. We both had been around the block a few times. To me it was like there was no time before there was “us” so there was no need to discuss anything that happened before.

		For two days and nights I wrestled with the problem of the magazine. I would determine that I would ask Kim about it then I would decide not to mention it. I vacillated back and forth until I got pissed at myself and just came out with it.

		“Kim, honey, I have something to ask you…tell you actually,” I said. We were getting ready for bed. I in my usual boxers and Kim in her over-sized tee shirt. She asked me what. “I saw that magazine in your dresser drawer and I…ah…wondered about it.”

		“What magazine, Josh?” she asked turning around to face me. I told her it was Chockalott Delights. She looked puzzled for a moment then laughed. “Oh, that old thing. I found it in an old box of stuff the other day. Some of that crap from the garage you promised to throw away and haven’t.”

		“Hey, you can’t blame that on me,” I said. “I never saw that magazine before.”

		“No, that was in some of my things,” she said calmly. “It was mine from long ago and far away. I’m not sure why I kept it. Did you look at it?”

		“No, not really. Just enough to see what it was. Why did you have it?”

		“Maybe you should look at it,” she replied opening the drawer, removing the magazine, and tossing it to me. I was lying on the bed and noticed she had a peculiar look on her face.

		I opened the magazine and thumbed through the first few pages. Kim went into the bathroom and closed the door. It was mostly a pictorial essay showing black men fucking white women. I was near the center of the book when I saw it. My mouth suddenly went dry and my heart gave a lurch. There in glorious color was my wife being soundly fucked by a big black man.

		There were a dozen photographs of the fucking and it was clear to me that Kim was enjoying herself a lot. I stared at the pictures for a long time and started all over again. Along with the fact that she was having a good time it dawned on me that Kim was younger, but hadn’t changed all that much.

		The bathroom door opened and Kim emerged. She watched me for a few moments then hesitantly approached the bed.

		“When did you do that?’ I asked her.

		“My second year of college,” she answered. She was standing beside the bed as if she were waiting for me to invite her to get on the bed. “I ran short on money and it paid pretty well. It was before I met you, Josh.”

		“How much did something like this pay?’ I asked.

		“Two thousand dollars for the whole shoot,” she answered. “How pissed are you?”

		“I’m not pissed at all,” I answered her. “It was before me and you, Kim. Anything that happened before that doesn’t matter. Why are you standing there? Get in bed and suck my cock while I look at your photos again.”

		She was on my cock in an instant. I was as hard as a rock and it didn’t take long before I shot-off in her hot mouth. As she always did, she swallowed my cum. Kim didn’t give me a chance to recover. She swung her leg over me and mounted my cock. She rode me like a horse until we both climaxed.

		I’m usually good for two cums a night, but seeing the pictures of her being slammed by a big black cock had me in rare form. After a few minutes recharge time, I was up and ready to go again.

		“That got your motor running didn’t it?’ Kim said after we settled into out cuddling position. “I don’t think I’ve seen you so randy.”

		“Yeah, who was the black stud?”

		“I think his name is Yates. Maybe Chuck Yates, but I’m not sure after all this time.”

		“Just the one time?’ I inquired sleepily.

		“With him, yes,” she answered with a yawn. Soon we were fast asleep.

		

		***

		

		I had trouble concentrating on my work all that day. It was about noon before her answer to my question soaked in and created more questions. She had said, “With him, yes” giving me an indication there had been others. No matter what I was supposed to be thinking about my mind went back to that magazine and the graphic photos of Kim. It was disturbing, but not as much as I thought, it should be. It was actually more arousing than disturbing.

		I am one of five editors for a publishing company. Our main thrust is technical books. We publish books on military, aviation, and related subjects. There have been rumors that we are going to branch out into fiction, but no word has come down from on high yet. As a rule, I don’t get erections at work, but I certainly did that day. Hard and almost painful hard-ons. I almost yielded to the temptation to go to the men’s room and relieve myself. The thought that I would soon be home and Kim would provide a better remedy to my problem.

		“Hey, Josh,” My fellow editor, Arnold Billings said coming into my office. “I finished my book and sent it to final copy. How are you doing on that piece of junk you’re working on?” Arnie was our resident stud about town. A confirmed bachelor and proud of it.

		“I’m about finished, Arnie,” I answered “I’m having a bit of trouble with the last part. Can’t get my brain in gear today for some reason.”

		“I have days like that,” he said sitting in my visitor’s chair. “Rumors are flying again. I heard this morning that the company is going to open a brand new division and specialize in erotica. What do you think of that?”

		“I hadn’t heard that one yet,” I said. “The new owner is free to go in any direction he wants to go, I guess. I hear there’s a market for that sort of shit.”

		“Oh hell yes,” Arnie said. “There is a huge market for smut. I hope I get to transfer if it’s true. More interesting than this crap. I just spent the last two weeks trying to make a book on old army rifles sound interesting. I failed miserably. Have you met the new owner?”

		“Yeah, at the reception last month,” I answered. “Aaron Harper seems like a nice guy, but who knows.”

		“I did some checking,” Arnie said. “He played football in college. He elected to not go pro and went into the movie business and made a pile of money. I heard they called him Pecker-head in school.”

		“Yeah? I don’t think I’ll address him as that,” I said laughing.

		“Good to see a brother get ahead, ain’t it?” Arnie said. Arnie was the only black editor on staff.

		“I think making a couple hundred million is more than just ‘getting ahead’,” I said. I suddenly made a decision. “Fuck it! I’m going to call it a day and get a fresh start on this crap tomorrow.”

		“In a hurry to get home to the little woman, huh? Can’t say I blame you for that. If I had a woman like Kim, I’d be in a hurry, too.”

		“You mean you would forfeit your wild and wanton ways?” I teased putting some papers in my briefcase.

		“For a woman like Kim I would,” he answered. “Do you even realize how hot your wife is?”

		Since I assumed his question was rhetorical, I didn’t bother to answer him. I was beginning to realize just how hot Kim had been.

		Arnie left the office and I was going out the door when my phone rang. I almost didn’t answer it, but I stepped back inside and answered. It was Aaron Harper’s secretary and she informed me that Mister Harper would like me to come to his office and of course, I did. When the man summons, you go.

		“Josh, come on in and have a seat,” Harper said shaking my hand and almost sent me to my knees. His handshake was a bit more than firm. “How about a drink? The sun has to be over the yardarm somewhere in the world, doesn’t it?” I agreed and he made us a whiskey on the rocks.

		“I suppose you have heard some of the rumors that have been flying about,” Harper said. “I can tell you that some of them are true. One is that we are going to branch out into other types of publishing. I plan on opening one division for mainstream fiction and one for erotica. I would like for you to head up the erotica division. Before you answer me, I want you to know there is a significant promotion in it for you. Senior vice president and a nice bump in salary. You may now tell me you accept.”

		“Okay, I accept,” I said. “However I should mention I know mostly nothing about erotica.”

		“No problem,” he said. “You can learn. Because of the nature of the product, we will publish erotica under a different name and logo. We, and by we, I mean you and I will have to put our heads together and find a good trade name. You will be publishing novels, short stories, photo books, magazines, and video. I would like for you to start investigating outlets for our products. Obviously adult bookstores and the like would be a major source for distribution. I understand it will take some time to get going because we are starting at square one.”

		“Have you considered buying some small adult book publishing company?” I asked. “That way we would have something to sell fairly soon.”

		“Now that exactly why I chose you for the job,” he said with a booming laugh. “That’s a great idea, Josh. Find us one to buy and let’s get going with it.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		My first stop when I arrived home was the bedroom. I wanted to find out who published Chockalott Delights. I saw it was published by Red Gash, Inc. A quick check of the city directory told me it was a local company. I took a few minutes to look at Kim’s photos again. Wow! They were still too hot to touch. I was interrupted in my musing when I heard Kim come in. I put the magazine up and went down to join her.

		We share the cooking responsibilities and it was her night to prepare dinner. I sat at the bar and watched her work in the kitchen. Watching Kim do anything is always fun.

		“Oh, by the way,” I said casually. “There is a new senior VP at the office…me.”

		“That’s wonderful,” she said coming over to kiss me. “You deserve it, but why were you promoted?” I told her about the new department. “So you’ll be in charge of the porn department,” she said.

		“No, not…well, yes,” I said. “We don’t refer to it as porn. Its proper name is erotica.” I joined her in laughing.

		After dinner we watched TV for a while and went up to bed.

		“Since I’m going to be in the business why don’t you tell me about your experience with it?” I said. She looked at me seriously for a moment then agreed, but only after I assured her I really wanted to hear about it. This is her story:

		

		***

		

		Midway through my sophomore year I ran out of money. I mean I literally ran out. Flat broke and midterm fees due. A boy I had dated a few times told me about some modeling work that might be available. I laughed and told him they didn’t want tiny models, but he insisted that it didn’t make any difference for camera work. He told me a girl he knew was as tiny as me and she got some assignments. I took the name and number, called them the next day, and made an appointment to be interviewed.

		I was greeted at the door by a man who said if I was eighteen or over to come in and if not, be gone. I told him I was eighteen and he asked for proof. I have always looked a few years younger than my age. He gazed at my driver’s license for a moment then cast his gaze on me.

		“Okay, so you are old enough,” he said. “You look good, but pretty little girls are a dime a dozen. You ever model before?”

		I explained that I had not thinking that would end the interview. I was mistaken. The fact I was a rank amateur seemed to please him.

		“Come on back to the studio and let’s do a test shoot,” he said. “I’m sick of so-called professionals that don’t know their ass from a hole in the ground. You do know your ass from a hole in the ground don’t you?” I hurried to catch up with him and assured him I knew the difference.

		I was wearing a pair of shorts and a tee shirt. He put me in front of a backdrop and told me to stay still until he was ready. He fiddled with some lights and a camera for a few minutes.

		“Okay sweetie,” he said. “Every time the lights flash you change positions unless I tell you to hold it. Look directly at the camera unless I tell you to look away. Here we go.”

		He took about two dozen shots of me. I had no idea what I was doing or supposed to be doing, but he seemed okay with what I did.

		“You’re pretty as hell and you have a nice figure,” he said. At that point I didn’t even know his name. I found out later it was Jerry Pearle. “You ain’t got much in the tit department, but let’s see them anyway.” For a moment I didn’t know what he meant but he explained by yelling for me to strip.

		I hadn’t considered nudity. I wasn’t expecting it, but I did as he said. I took my shirt and shorts off and stood there in my bra and panties while he took a few more pictures. Then he told me to bare it all and I did. I surprised myself, but I really wanted to make some money and I needed it quickly.

		“Okay,” he said looking at my tiny boobies. “Not much there, but they are very nice. Let’s get some pictures of those beauties.”

		At first, I was terribly uncomfortable being completely naked and having my photo taken, but I got over it fairly soon and posed for him.

		“Okay, that’s it for today, Kim,” Mister Pearle said. “Here’s the pay scale. I pay thirty-five dollars an hour for topless shit. Fifty an hour for full nudes. I pay seventy-five dollars an hour for dildo and finger work. Fuck sessions pay up to a hundred fifty an hour. Video work pays five hundred to fifteen hundred a session. What do you want to do?”

		I was shocked at his candor, but I managed to explain I was in college and I needed to make a lot of money real quick.

		“That’s all well and good,” he said. “I am not a loan company and I don’t pay for what I haven’t already got. I can use you tomorrow for about three hours for some fucking and sucking pictures. That’s four hundred fifty bucks if that will help you. I pay in cash after the work is done. Be here at three o’clock.”

		I left with my head in a whirl. I couldn’t believe I had just agreed to have sex while someone took pictures. I must have changed my mind a hundred times before the time arrived. I wasn’t a virgin by a long shot, but to do it while being photographed was too weird for me to get a good grip on.

		I didn’t have a car at the time so I had to catch the bus and transfer several times before I got back to the studio. I wasn’t happy about what I was going to do, but the one glaring fact was I needed the money. Four hundred dollars was a lot of money and it would go a long way toward paying my mid-term fees.

		It wasn’t as bad as I feared. My partner was a nice looking guy who was also a college student. I had seen him around the campus a few times. He wasn’t a great lay, but he was good enough. At least he made me cum a few times while Mister Pearle took a bunch of pictures.

		“Here’s your money, Kim,” Pearle said handing me the cash when it was over with. “How much more you goina need?” I told him. “That’s going to take a while. You need to be doing fuck flicks. They pay more. I can work up a video session in a few days if you are interested.”

		“Why not?” I said. How much different could that be from what I had just done? He told me he’d call me in a few days and let me know when.

		The next day I took the money to the office and that stalled them for a few more days. Mister Pearle called me and told me that we would do the video on Friday evening.

		That video was nothing to get too excited about. Since I was so small they dressed me up so that I looked like a little girl and the male actor was dressed up like a priest. The Priest seduced the schoolgirl and that was what the whole thing was about. I went home with fifteen hundred dollars in my pocket. That went to the school office on Monday morning.

		The next video was more of the same. I was a schoolgirl getting fucked. This time was a nasty construction worker. The next time it was something else, but I forgot what. Of course I played the student getting dicked.

		It took me two months but I finally got my fees all paid. I intended on getting out of the business, but truthfully, the money was too good and too easy. I decided to stick with it until I have enough saved to pay for the next year’s tuition and fees.

		The rest of that school year and the following summer I posed and did adult videos. To that point they had all been straight suck and fuck films. One woman and one man doing the deed.

		Since I thought I knew that the tuition would be I foolishly spent some of the money I earned. I bought an old car and some new clothing. I wouldn’t have bought any of it if I had known that my Pell grant would be terminated. As the school year approached, I suddenly found myself short by three thousand dollars. I called Mister Pearle in a panic.

		“Sorry honey,” he said. “I’ll have something for you in a few weeks, but I don’t have anything you’re willing to do right now.”

		“Wait a minute, Mister Pearle,” I said. Panic had changed into a full blown fright. “What do you mean, nothing I won’t do? Right now there’s nothing I won’t do. What do you have?”

		“I’m doing some contract work for a magazine. It’s all interracial stuff. Black dudes and white women getting it on. I already have a model for the stills, but there is a video they want done. It’s rough stuff, honey.”

		“What’s rough about it and how much does it pay?” I almost yelled at the man.

		“Pays five grand,” he answered. “You are exactly what they are looking for except for experience.”

		“What do you mean experience?” I snapped. “I’ve done how many videos and sessions? Eight? Ten? What’s different about this one?”

		“It’s niggers, Kim,” he said. “You’ll have to fuck two of them and some of them boys could shag a cow to death. I’ll give the job to you, but you better think twice.”

		“You mean two at a time?” I asked. I wasn’t worried about having sex with black men. I hadn’t done it, but I figured how different could it be.

		“Two at a time and two together, Kim,” he said. “It’s a double penetration shoot. Have you ever had two guys at once?”

		“No, but I bet I can. Sign me up for the shoot and make it fast. I need the money by next Thursday.”

		“Okay, no problem. We’ll do the video this weekend. Just remember once you start you’ll have to finish or no pay at all. This is flat rate and not an hourly gig.”

		I wasn’t overly worried about getting paid. Mister Pearle had always been right on time with my money. I was a little bit concerned about taking on two men at once. Of course I had seen X-rated videos of it being done and it had always interested me. Other girls I had talked to about it all agreed that threesomes were a blast. Little did I know what I was getting into.

		Mister Pearle called me and told me what time I was supposed to arrive at the studio. He told me I would get into costume there and we would go to another place for the actual video shoot. I arrived at the studio a few minutes early. My costume, of course, was the schoolgirl outfit. After I was dressed, I was given a script. That was a first. Usually we just started making a video and it was more or less made-up as we went.

		The script called for me to be walking in a park on my way home from school. There I would meet two black boys. They would walk along with me and we would talk and be friendly. They would invite me to come to their place for a drink and I would agree. That scene faded and opened up in a bedroom where I was sitting on a bed with a drink in my hand. I would pretend to be slightly drunk and the two guys would start to make-out with me.

		I was to protest when they started undressing me, but not much. I giggled and playfully fought them until they had me naked. At that point, things got hot.

		The two black actors were actually twin brothers. Ted and Fred and they were a couple of hunks. They were short and stocky and it was all just good fun until they got undressed. They had two of the biggest cocks I had ever seen. Big, black, hard and beautiful. One of them, Ted I think started eating me and the lad was damned good. Fred was kissing me while his brother ate me. It didn’t take long before we stopped acting and got serious about things.

		I may have their names mixed up because I never was sure which one was which. I think it was Ted who entered me first. Regardless of the name, it was super great and he had me in a climax within moments of starting. He fucked me for about half an hour and turned me over to his brother who did a good job also.

		The video camera operator hovered around getting footage of us from a lot of different angles. Mister Pearle was the director and he yelled out instructions that we ignored. Ted and Fred knew what to do and I followed their lead.

		For a while they took turns fucking me and then Pearle told them to double up on me. I had long been a fan of anal sex so taking a cock in my ass wasn’t a big deal. It was Fred, I think, that popped my butt first. Getting your ass fucked by a big cock is a big deal, but he was gentle with me and used a lot of lube.

		The first double penetration came when I was on Ted facing him with his big ol’ cock in my pussy. I felt Fred getting into position behind me and I tensed up when I felt his cock touch my puckered butthole. Suddenly I was skewered on their cocks and it hurt like hell. I didn’t have to fake the yelling, groaning, and moaning. It was real.

		The pain didn’t last but a couple of minutes. When the pain stopped it became the most intense sexual experience of my life. I have no idea how many times I came, but it was a lot. After that they allowed me to rest and wash their cum out of me and later we went at it again. It was a good thing that I had some knowledge because a two guy threesome with black dudes isn’t how a girl should start her group sex experience. We finished up about midnight and Mister Pearle handed me the envelope with my money. When I went to pay my tuition on Monday my ass and pussy was still tingling.

		

		***

		

		“So how did your pictures end up in a magazine?” I asked Kim when she finished the raw and arousing story. My cock was throbbing hard.

		“I’ll tell you later,” Kim said. “Right now I need some cock.” She mounted me and fucked me like there wasn’t going to be a tomorrow. It was apparent that I wasn’t the only one aroused.

		“So tell me the rest of the story,” I said later after she had fucked me long and hard.

		“Mister Pearle sold the video to that company that owns the magazine. Apparently they like the video a lot and wanted to use me some more. At first I told them I wasn’t interested. I was paid up at school so I didn’t need the money, but I didn’t burn any bridges. I left it open for maybe later. Of course later came and I needed some more money so I called them.”

		“You did other videos?” I asked.

		“Yes, there were six or seven videos. The pictures in the magazine came out of one of the video sessions. They always took still photos for the covers and whatever. I was a bit surprised when I saw the magazine. I didn’t know they were going to do that. Bastards never paid me for it either.”

		“I have to wonder why you never told me about it before,” I said.

		“Because you never ask,” she answered. “Do you remember what you said after we became serious? You said what happened before didn’t matter. Didn’t you mean it?”

		“Yes, I meant it,” I said. “I mean it now, Kim. All that doesn’t matter to me now nor would have it mattered then.”

		“So you still love me,” she said snuggling against me and grasping my dick which seemed to be recovering nicely. I wondered with the tiny part of my brain that was still working how many other secrets she had.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		It took the better part of a week to track down the ownership of Red Gash Inc. It was owned by two men by the name of Sam and Roy Owens. I finally made contact and an appointment to see them.

		Sam and Roy were cousins and not brothers as I thought. Two ol’ rednecks that came out of the north Georgia Mountains and made good. We met in a hotel conference room downtown. Both were in their late sixties and listened carefully while I explained why I was there.

		“How much,” Sam asked when I finished explaining my mission.

		“I don’t know,” I admitted. “All I’m trying to determine is if you are interested in selling Red Gash. The lawyers will hash out the details if you are.”

		“Don’t much care for lawyers,” Roy said. “They always fuck things up. Why don’t you just say some numbers and get on with it.” I excused myself and called Aaron Harper.

		“Go with your gut,” Aaron said after I explained the problem. “You researched the company and you know what it’s worth. Make them an offer and I’ll make it good.”

		I had researched and I did know what the company was worth on paper. I was smart enough to know that what it was worth on paper wasn’t always like it really was.

		“All right, gentlemen,” I said returning to the conference table. “Are we going to haggle or just get down to it?”

		“Don’t much care for hagglin’ neither,” Roy said. “Red Gash is worth about nine hundred fifty thousand dollars. What’s your best offer?”

		I named a figure and they both left to talk about it. They were back within a few minutes.

		“Okay let’s say we accept your offer,” Roy, apparently the spokesperson said. “How about the employees? You going to fire them?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I’m sure we will need some of them to continue working. Nothing would happen immediately. As I understand it, you have four magazines, a small paperback book publishing house and the adult video operation. I noticed that you have twelve full time employees working. Is that right?”

		“Yeah, about that. Got some part-time folks, too.” Roy said. “Gloria handles all the office shit for us. She’s been with us for a long time. She’ll make you a good hand and you should keep her on.”

		“I’m sure we’ll be fair,” I said not being at all sure of that because large companies are not always fair to anyone except the company. “You do understand that the attorneys will have to get involved. We would accept no accounts payable nor any liabilities before the date of the sale. By the same token we wouldn’t expect any accounts receivable.”

		“Yeah, we get that,” Sam said. “You showed up at a good time. Roy has caught that damned ol’ cancer and he’s goina need to go into the hospital and I don’t want to run things by myself. Let’s do it. You got a deal so get your legal eagles on the ball.”

		“Keep all our people that you can,” Roy said. “You do that and we’ll make things go real smooth. I can’t stay, but Sam will hang around for a while and help you take over.”

		From there things moved swiftly. The sale was concluded a week later. I visited the company offices of Red Gash several days before the sale was finalized.

		Red Gash was completely contained in one two-story building at the edge of the ghetto. I think it’s politically correct to call it the black community now days. In any case, it was a seedy place on the outside, but nice inside.

		Gloria Stiles met me and I was taken with her from the start. She was pretty and efficient and she was my tour guide.

		“The books and magazines are all outsourced,” Gloria explained. “There is a printer across town that does that for us. We set everything up here and they do the printing and distribution.”

		“Okay who does the actual writing?” I asked her.

		“Oh, we get manuscripts send in from all over,” she answered. “Ninety percent is trash.” She laughed. “I mean it’s all trash, but most is worthless. Joy Smith is our editor and she filters out the wheat from the chaff. You’ll meet her in a few minutes. The videos are usually shot upstairs in the big studio. Bella Howe is in charge of the video stuff. The Washington’s just upgraded to all digital equipment about three months ago. I sure feel bad about Roy. He’s really a nice guy. Both of them are nice, but Roy is nicer. Sam is a bit gruff. Do you know their story?” I told her I knew the barebones.

		“I guess you noticed that a lot of our stuff is interracial,” Gloria said as we walked. “Sam and Roy came out of a mixed household. They are first cousins you know, but they were raised by Sam’s mother who was married to a black man after Sam’s daddy was killed. I guess they grew up with the idea of white women and black men. Anyway, they found out there was a market for that kind of thing. They started back when they were both young. They got hold of an old sixteen millimeter camera and made movies of Sam’s momma and her husband. Maybe some other men, too. They sold the movies and made enough money to buy some better equipment. A few years later, they moved north and started Red Gash. The rest, as they say, is history.”

		Gloria introduced me to the employees and I assured all of them there would be no personnel changes for some time. I wasn’t sure of that, but they struck me as a bunch of hard working people. I was sure they would find a place with us.

		Joy Smith was a tiny little woman maybe sixty-five or so. She was hidden behind a stack of papers piled high on her desk. She told me that she didn’t read all the story ideas and manuscripts any longer. She said she knew within two paragraphs if it was worth reading or not.

		When we got to the studio on the second floor, I was pleasantly surprised. It was clean and modern and even though I knew nothing about the business, I could tell someone did. I met that someone a short while later.

		Bella Howe was not what I expected at all. Bella was a big woman. Not just tall, but big all over. Like most of the others I had met, she was well into her golden years. She almost crushed my hand when we shook.

		“How they hangin’, Sport,” she said after Gloria introduced us. “I hear you’re the man with the hairy balls around here now.” I retrieved my wounded hand and admitted I was going to be in charge. “Good, why don’t you get me a budget I can do something with,” she said giving me a critical examination. “I can’t make a decent fuck flick with the nickels and dimes I get to work with.” I told her I would look at the budget and let her know.

		“You do that, Sport,” she said. “Things have gone to seed around here since Roy got sick.”

		“How long have you worked for the Washington’s?” I asked her.

		“Been nearly twenty-five years now. I could retire, if I had anything to do. Last good thing the boys done was get all this new digital equipment.” I asked her what she did before working for Roy and Sam. “I was a hooker,” she said bluntly. “I did some skin flicks for the boys and that was how I got to know them. I was getting a bit long in the tooth for hooking so when they offered me a job I took it. They were mighty nice to me. Are you going to be nice or am I going to have trouble out of you?”

		“No trouble from me,” I quickly assured her. She took me down the hall to a room that was filled with shelves of tapes and film.

		“This is where we keep all the old stuff. All the way back to sixteen millimeter film. I told Sam and Roy that we should get some of that old stuff out and remake and re-issue them.” I told her that was not a bad idea.

		Gloria finally helped me escape from Bella and we went back to the office and begun the task of going over the books. The auditors had already done their thing, but I wanted a hands-on look. One thing I noticed was that the Washington boys were among the pioneers of interracial sex porn.

		I found a list of all the archived film and video and took it home with me. I was curious if they still had the videos of Kim. I hadn’t seen her name anywhere. That evening I asked her about it.

		“I used a nom de plume,” Kim said. “My professional name was “Anita Blackman”. I don’t know who came up with that name, but it’s kind of clever.” It was clever. A play on words. I need a black man.

		“Did you ever meet the Washington men?’ I asked her. “They were the owners.”

		“I think I did once,” Kim said. “I mostly dealt with Mister Pearle and some woman named Bella. Is she still around?”

		“Oh hell yes,” I said. “That is a scary woman.” I checked the list of archived film again and saw there were some videos of Anita Blackman. I was going to have to check them out.

		When I told Kim about how the Washington boys got their start she laughed.

		“They filmed their mother and aunt? I thought I was kinky,” she said. “How do you like your new job so far?”

		“I love it,” I said. “We’ll do the official take-over on Monday.

		

		***

		

		The change-over went smoothly. I told Sam he could keep his old office as long as he stayed there as advisor and I’d use Roy’s old office. That seemed to please him and I thought I saw a smile. I could have been mistaken though. My first official duty was to call a staff meeting. I had met all of them the previous week, but only as a visitor. Now I was the boss. They seemed like a good crew and I thought I could work with them.

		Aaron Harper had given me my marching orders which were to get Red Gash running at full speed and do it quickly. With my orders in mind I went to the archive room and got the tapes of Kim, AKA Anita Blackman, doing the black guys. That started a minor shit storm.

		“What the hell do you think you’re doing?’ Bella Howe demanded charging into my office, her face flaming red. “Who the fuck said you could go in and just help yourself to my tapes?”

		“Take a seat, Bella,” I told her checking to make sure I could make it to the door if escape became necessary. “Who do you think is running this company? I’ll tell you since you don’t seem to know. It me and I’ll do whatever the hell I want to do. I’ll burn that shit if I want to. If you are not happy with that don’t let the door hit you in your ass when you leave.”

		Some of the red left her face, but she was still hot. I decided to try again. “You could be an important part of the new Red Gash Company, but you aren’t indispensable, Bella. We will get along without you.”

		“You’d fire me?” she asked as if it were inconceivable. “You’d fire my ass just because I run a tight ship? I can’t believe this shit!”

		“No, not fire you because of that, but because you don’t seem to understand the chain of command. I’d fire you in a heartbeat if you can’t get along with me and how I do things.”

		“Hell, man, all I want is for you to log out anything you take out of the archives,” she said. Her face had gone from red to white. I had her attention.

		“Nothing wrong with that,” I said. “Why didn’t you just ask me to do that instead of charging in her and raising hell with me?”

		“Just the way I am,” she said without any display of remorse. “If I didn’t have rules about checking them out they would be scattered and lost. Why just those tapes?”

		Her question brought up a problem I had been thinking about. I had discussed it with Kim to get her input. Finally Kim said she didn’t care if they knew. She said someone would probably recognize her at some point in time so we should get it over with. I told Bella that Anita Blackman was my wife.

		“No shit?” she said obviously surprised. “You and hot little Anita, huh? We called her Sizzler. How’s that working for you?”

		“It’s working very well, Bella,” I told her. “I also intend on permanently removing these tapes from the archives. Do you have a problem with that?”

		“No, I don’t guess I do,” she said with a grin. “Goina protect the little woman, huh? It’s a shame in a way. She was one hot little number. Sizzler us a bunch of money. I was thinking we should repackage them and reissue them.”

		“I don’t think so,” I said. However, the idea intrigued me some. I had spent many of my idle moments thinking about my hot little wife and her previous activities. I’ll admit that my mental images were always a turn-on. The idea that men, several of them, had enjoyed Kim’s pussy…and ass…and mouth always got me going.

		I put the tapes, six of them, in a box to take them home that evening. I put them on the floor by my desk so I wouldn’t forget them. Shortly after lunch Aaron Harper showed up to see how we were doing. Being a dutiful ass kissing lackey I offered him my chair behind my desk. We went over some of my ideas and his plans.

		“Sounds like you’re right on track, Josh,” Mister Harper said. “I like the idea of putting some money in getting some quality videos. It’s true you have to spend money to make money. What’s in the box?” Rats! He had spotted the tapes I had there.

		My first inclination was to attempt to bullshit him, but I quickly abandoned that plan. He didn’t appear to be a man who could be bull-shitted very much or for very long. I found myself telling him about Kim’s youthful endeavor.

		“I’ve been married three times,” Harper said looking at me. “So, I know of where I speak when I say you are one lucky man. Every man in the whole fucking world wants a hot wife and very few find one. I had one for a while, but that was a hundred years ago and I didn’t appreciate what I had. She got tired of my foolishness and left me. The other two played the game until I put a ring on their finger and then cooled off mighty quick. However, having a hot wife comes with some responsibility. I’m sure you know that, Josh.”

		I had no fucking idea what he was talking about, but I nodded. The simple truth of the matter was I hadn’t know I had a “hot wife” until a few weeks earlier. It was still all new to me. Until I found that magazine, I just thought I had a super responsive wife. Hot, but hot for me.

		“A man who tries to stifle his hot wife’s urges is just asking for trouble,” Aaron Harper continued. “A hot wife has to be encouraged to stay hot. You know what I mean?” Again, I nodded, but was clueless. “A hot wife is special and has to be shared. There’s not one man in a million who can satisfy a hot wife for very long. So,” he said leaning back in my chair, “You haven’t seen the videos yet. Is that correct?”

		“No, not yet,” I admitted. “I planned on taking them out of circulation.”

		“Yeah, but only after you watched them,” he said with a grin. “I’ll bet you a thousand dollars right now that you wouldn’t have destroyed them. Should I remind you that these tapes are company property?”

		“That’s not necessary,” I muttered. He smiled at me again and got up, heading for the office door.

		“You watch the tapes and we’ll talk again,” he said. “I do feel the need to meet your wife,” he said turning back to look at me. “I would enjoy just sitting across the table from a hot wife. It’s been a long time since I was close to one. See you later, Josh.”

		I was perplexed about his comment concerning Kim. Suddenly I had a mental picture of them together and it wasn’t at all repulsive to me. It scared me a little, but it was an arousing image.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Kim had to work late so I got a head start watching her videos. Watching her with the black men sent me swirling in a vast range of mixed emotions. I think I suffered all the human emotions, but mostly I suffered from a hard-on that a cat couldn’t scratch. A genuine diamond-cutter.

		“Hey, you found them!” Kim said from behind me. I was watching them in the den and she had arrived unheard. I was glad I hadn’t yielded to the temptation to jack-off. “I never saw them after they were edited and finalized. Look at me go.” She tossed her pocketbook on the table and came to sit beside me. We watched in silence for a while.

		“Are you all right, Josh,” she asked turning to me. “I mean, this isn’t bothering you is it?”

		“Hell yes, it’s bothering me!” I groaned. “I have a blue-blazer hard-on and it’s about to explode!”

		“I can take care of that,” She said unzipping my pants. Her mouth hadn’t been on my cock for more than a few seconds when I exploded. She swallowed my load and licked my cock clean.

		“You were ready to pop, weren’t you?’ she said. “I’m hot, too, so let’s take them to the bedroom and you can help me out while we watch.” What a great idea!

		I had been on the second tape, but starting over again for Kim was no problem. We watched, fucked, sucked and watched some more until my poor cock was dead with a capital D. Luckily when my cock went soft, my tongue stayed hard so I was able to keep Kim going until late into the night. We completely forgot all about dinner.

		Since the next day was Saturday, we were able to sleep-in for a while. I woke up starved to death and alone. Kim was up and moving about. I knew that because I could hear her in the kitchen and I smelled the delightful scent of bacon frying which is one of the best odors in the world. Right up there with the smell of a new car and a hot steamy pussy.

		I started rewinding the three tapes we had managed to work our way through. DVD and CD’s have spoiled us, haven’t they? I showered while the machine put the tapes back in order. While I bathed, I thought about the problems of tapes. Did we have the equipment to make DVD’s? I’d have to check on that.

		“Good, you’re awake,” Kim said sticking her head in the shower. “Brunch is almost ready so get a move on.” She looked down at my semi-hard dick. “I’m happy to see that you were not severely damaged,” she said giving my cock a couple of shakes. I tried to pull her into the shower with me, but she wasn’t having anything to do with it. Just as well, because I was hungrier than I was horny. Over a scrumptious brunch, I told her about my conversation with Aaron Harper.

		“What the hell is a hot wife?” Kim asked when I finished the telling. “Define it for me, please.”

		“I’m not sure I can,” I answered her. “It’s one of those things you recognize when you see it. Like pornography.” My response didn’t satisfy her, but she left it alone. I correctly assumed that we would approach it again sometime.

		“So what are you going to do about the Anita Blackman tapes?’ she asked. I had to confess to being torn two ways. I told her I wanted to keep them just for me, but they were company property. They did have a value and I wasn’t prepared to pay back what they were worth. I asked her how she felt about them.

		“Doesn’t matter that much to me,” she said with a shrug. “I signed the release when I made them. I went into it with my eyes wide open. It would be nice to see them on disk,” she added with a smile. “That way you wouldn’t have to keep getting up to change the tapes so often.”

		“So it’s okay with you if we put them back in the market again?’ I asked.

		“Sure,” she said. “If it’s okay with you, I’m fine with it. Maybe it will revive my career.” She said it in a kidding tone, but I wasn’t sure she was kidding.

		Without any words needed, we migrated back to the bedroom and started watching the tapes of Anita Blackman again. They all were extremely hot, but one showed Kim being serviced and servicing two men. Both black and both well hung. That one brought up another erection when I thought there wasn’t another one left.

		

		***

		

		On Monday morning I carried the tapes back to Bella and asked her to make me a copy. I knew it wouldn’t be any trouble for her because we had a large multi-tape duplicator. I asked her about making DVD’s.

		“No, not in any quantity,” she answered. “I can make one at a time on the computer. Why?”

		“We should have that equipment,” I said. “I’ll scout around in the budget and see what we have available.”

		“I like the sound of that,” she said. “DVD is where the market is now. What about your wife’s tapes? “

		“Let’s look at DVD equipment first,” I answered. “I suspect we’ll dust them off and reissue them in a DVD.”

		“I remember Anita well,” Bella said. “You have one hot momma there, Josh. When we named her Sizzler we named her well.” How the fuck do you respond to a comment like that? I just nodded and told her to get some new and better looking actors on board.

		

		***

		

		“Yeah, we should have got that DVD shit a long time ago,” Sam Washington said. “Roy got sick and we kinda lost interest in things. Didn’t seem like money well spent when we could see the end of things coming up fast. There was a salesman in here a few months ago selling that equipment. I still have his card,” he added rummaging through his desk drawer. “Here it is,” he said handing me a business card. “We’ve done business with him in the past. Pretty nice fellow.”

		“I’ll call him and ask him to stop by,” I said. “Are you married, Sam?”

		“Hell no,” he said. “Roy was once. Didn’t work out for him so I wanted no part of it. I’d take a woman from time to time, but nothing I ever let get serious. Bella told me about you being married to Sizzler,” he said giving me what passed for a smile. “I only got one thing to say about that. You’re one lucky bastard.”

		“Thanks,” I said laughing. “What’s the story on Gloria?”

		“Story? Why?” he asked.

		“She’s a jewel and I was just curious,” I said.

		“She is a jewel,” he agreed. “Gloria came in here about ten years ago looking to be a porno actress. She lied about her age, but she had some pretty good fake ID so we let her do a couple of movies. We had an old gal taking care of the office at the time and she up and quit on us. Me and Roy was both banging Gloria and we asked her to help out in the office for a few weeks until we replaced the old bitch. She agreed and it didn’t take but a few days before we couldn’t get along without her. She made a couple more fuck flicks, but pretty soon she didn’t have time for that. She was making more money working in the office than we paid for fuckers and fuckees anyway. You goina fuck her?”

		“No, nothing like that,” I hastily assured him. “Remember, I’m married to Anita Blackman, the Sizzler, so I have all on my plate I can handle.” That explained why her salary was so high. Not that I thought Gloria was over-paid.

		“Well, you might want to keep in mind that Gloria plays for both teams,” Sam was saying. “If Anita Blackman had stayed with it we would have got them together. Gloria likes to eat a hole or fuck a pole equally. Since I haven’t got all that much to do, you want me to get that salesman in here?” I did and gave him the card back. He seemed to want something to do and I was happy to let him do whatever he wanted to take on.

		

		***

		

		“The salaries all seem to be in line,” Aaron Harper said looking over the personnel files. “All except this Gloria Stiles.” He held up Gloria’s file. “Why is she paid so much more than the others?”

		“One reason is she is damned good. She actually runs the office, Aaron,” I said. “The other reason is the Washington’s were both banging her.”

		“Those old men were fucking that toothsome creature out front? Damn,” Harper said with a grin. “I wonder if she would like to change her luck?”

		“I’m guessing that she probably has already changed her luck given the fact she started out in the studio and given the type of videos and photos this company produces,” I said. “I haven’t seen any of her work, so I’m guessing.”

		“Well, let’s stop guessing and find out,” he said. “Get that female tank to find her tapes and let’s have a look.”

		Bella, the female tank, took the request in her usual good mood. She bitched about it, but arrived within a few minutes with the videos of Gloria. She slammed the stack of tapes on my desk, told me she had more to do than run around for me, made me sign the check-out log, and left.

		“That big gal is certainly a breath of fresh air isn’t she?” Harper observed while I put the first tape in the machine. “I assume she’s not in the running for Miss Congeniality.”

		“She is not,” I said. “My first inclination was to get rid of her, but I quickly changed my mind. She is a good director and she knows her stuff when it comes to making adult videos. I increased her department’s budget by over fifty percent to get her some new talent to work with.” The tape started with a slightly younger but no less voluminous Gloria Stiles sitting on a sofa apparently waiting on someone. The someone arrived within a few minutes and it was a she. A nice looking redhead, but without Gloria’s huge tits.

		The two women talked for a few minutes then started fooling around with one another. Soon they both were naked and in a sixty-nine. While they enjoyed each other’s pussy, a black man arrived and soon the two women were on him. It was a pretty good two girl, one man threesome flick.

		“I guess you won’t be the first black man,” I observed to Harper.

		“No, I suppose I’ll have to settle for the best black man she’s had,” he said. “Good to know she works both sides of the street.” The other tapes were basically more of the same. “Okay, I’ve seen enough,” Aaron said after the third tape was underway. “Get that beautiful woman in here and introduce me so I can work my magic.”

		“Gloria,” I said after she arrived. “This is my boss, Aaron Harper. Therefore he’s also your boss, too.”

		“Pleased to meet you, Mister Harper,” Gloria said shaking Harper’s big hand.

		“The pleasure is mine,” ol’ suave Harper said pouring on the charm. “Josh tells me you are a valuable asset here.”

		“He’s right,” she said smiling prettily.

		“We’ve just watched some of your tapes,” Aaron said. “You are a fine actress, Gloria.”

		“Thank you, kind sir,” she said. “But I wasn’t acting. I don’t have to act because I loved doing it. I’m an exhibitionist and I enjoy showing off.”

		“So with your obvious talent, why are you not still in front of the camera?” he asked her.

		“I was needed in the office,” she answered. “I’m a team player so I went where I was needed. Josh tells us you have big plans for Red Gash.”

		“I do and one of the things is to change that name,’ he said with a smile. “I have never liked it. Do you?”

		“I do like it,” she said with another of her award winning smiles. Gloria could pour on the charm also. “If it’s done right that’s what we gals have, but I can see your point in wanting to change it. Oh shoot, that phone is ringing again.” She hurried away to answer the phone.

		“I like that gal,” Aaron said. “Her salary doesn’t seem too excessive now. I wonder if those tits are real.”

		I told him I didn’t know if they had been enhanced or not. I did have a mental image of her with her huge knockers and Kim with her tiny tits rubbing each other. That was a hard-on producing image.

		

		***

		

		Having a hard-on was an everyday occurrence at my new workplace. I wondered if I would ever get used to working in a sex business. I asked Sam Washington about it.

		“I don’t know,” Sam said after thinking about it for a few moments. “Maybe you’ll get jaded, but I sure as hell never did. Sure as hell hope I never do.”

		“How did you and Roy get in the business?” I asked since he seemed to be in a talkative mood.

		“Hell ain’t you heard the stories yet?’ he said with what could have been a smile.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Sam’s Story

		

		First thing you got to know about me and Roy is we grew up as rough as pine bark. There wasn’t much we wouldn’t do. Roy’s folks got some kind of sickness and died when we was about ten or eleven. My parents just naturally took Roy in. That’s how things were done back then and in that part of the country. Family took care of family.

		Me and Roy grew up rough and tough. We were as poor as Job’s turkey, but so were most folks around that part of the country. We were both pretty good size and not many boys or even men gave us much shit. I guess we was about sixteen or so when my pa got his sorry ass killed. He was ganged-up on by three brothers and one of them put a knife in him. Then they let him lay on the bar room floor and bleed-out like some kind of animal.

		Pa wasn’t much, but he was my pa and two days after we planted my old man me and Roy settled accounts with the three brothers. Their family got to plant them and never mind how we done it. Nobody much cared that they was dead, but I don’t want to take a chance on being charged with a fifty year old murder.

		The area where we lived was a poor place to live. We raised a few skinny cows and some pigs. We planted a big ol’ garden and ma was good at laying-by. She canned a lot of food to get us through the winter and when all else failed me and Roy would hunt for whatever we could find in the mountains. Deer, bear, wild hogs and even squirrels. If you could eat it, we killed it.

		Ma was still young and good lookin’ and men came from all over to court her. After putting up with pa as long as she did, she was particular about her men. Everybody thought it was strange that she took up with a Negro man by the name of Zeke Rawlins.

		There weren’t many niggers in the north Georgia woods back then. In fact, there was only two families of them anywhere close to home. The biggest family was the Rawlins bunch. They lived and farmed a place about ten miles on down from us.

		Me and Roy were both surprised when Zeke showed up at the house one day to buy a cow. Zeke was a giant of a man. Nearly seven feet tall and almost that wide across the shoulders. That big black bastard had muscles all over his body from years of hard work. He had hands that were as big as hams and they were as hard as iron.

		Some kin asked us later why we didn’t run him off when he first showed up. Our answer was simple…he didn’t look like a man used to running from anybody let alone two white boys. Zeke wasn’t much to look at. His face was a mess of scars from fighting. One ear was torn nearly off and one front tooth was broken. I guess if I had to say it, Zeke was one ugly man. Ugly as a mud fence, but for some reason ma must have seen something she liked.

		I started to cut the talking off, but ma told me to shut up and leave them alone to talk cow trading. Me and Roy watched them sitting on the front porch for a while. Ma was nicer to Zeke than she ever was to the white men that came. She even made him some iced tea.

		“Why is Aunt Cassie being so nice to that nigger?” Roy asked me. We were sitting in the shade of a popular tree watching them on the porch. “We ought to run his ass off.”

		“Yeah, go on ahead, Roy,” I said with a laugh. “You get him started and I’ll jump in.” He just looked at me and didn’t answer me. We both knew that that big nigger wasn’t about to run and we’d get our asses whipped in a hurry. Besides my ma had a mind of her own.

		“Now what’s she doing?” Roy asked me. I looked but I couldn’t see what they were doing. It looked like ma was kneeling down in front of Zeke. “Why is she bowing to that nigger?”

		After a few minutes, I figured out what ma was doing. She wasn’t bowing she was sucking his dick! There was no fucking way I could allow that shit so I took off running to the porch with Roy right behind me.

		“You boys get to chopping weeds in the garden,” Ma said still kneeling between the man’s legs. She had her hand on the biggest cock I ever saw on a human. That damned thing had to be a foot long if it was an inch.

		“Ma, get up from that thing!” I yelled at her. “Leave that nasty ol’ dick alone.” She looked at me and smiled.

		“You boys go on now and leave us alone for a while. There ain’t no way I’m going to let this beautiful piece of meat alone. Me and Zeke are going in the house to fuck.”

		She used that big cock as a leash and took Zeke into the house. Me and Roy didn’t know what to do. Ma was just asking for trouble and we knew it.

		From all the racket coming from the house we figured Zeke must be doing her good. At first it was scary hearing ma scream and moan and yelling for Zeke to fuck her. Even from the garden, we could hear her carrying on. That fucking lasted for nearly a whole hour while we chopped weeds. After a while Zeke came out of the house and stood looking at me and Roy. He was barefooted and wearing only his overalls. Then he came out into the garden to where we were.

		“How much trouble am I going to have out of you boys?’ he asked in a deep bass voice.

		“What do you mean?” I asked him.

		“I’m goina be around her a lot and I just wondered how much shit you boys was going try to hand me,” he said. Ma came out onto the back porch with a sheet wrapped around her. Zeke motioned for her to come on out.

		“What I mean by being here a lot is I’m goina be fuckin’ Cassie a lot,” Zeke said bluntly. “I’m goina be moving in here so you boys better get used to seeing us together.” That big black bastard reached over and pulled ma closer to him. He took that sheet off her and had her stand there naked as the day she was born.

		While me and Roy watched he grabbed her big tits and started squeezing them. Ma hung her head, but she stood for it. Then Zeke put one than two big fingers in her pussy and started to finger-fuck her right there in the garden. Ma started moaning and opened her legs wider for him.

		I guess it’s a terrible thing to admit, but I got a boner that wouldn’t quit. So did Roy. Zeke unfastened his overalls and let them drop. He kicked them away and picked ma up like she was a doll. He rammed her down on his big ol’ hard cock and fucked her right there in the garden. He was still putting the wood to her as he walked out of the garden and up the porch steps and back in the house.

		“You boys come on in and watch this,” Zeke said as the door closed. Me and Roy just looked at each other for a few moments then we ran to the house. She was my mother, but there was no way I was going to miss seeing him fuck her.

		Zeke had ma on the kitchen table when we came in. He was long stroking her to beat the band. If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes I wouldn’t have believed there was a woman alive who could take all that meat. But take it she did and screamed for more.

		“You boys can beat your meat if you are of a mind too,” Zeke said without missing a stroke. It wasn’t the first time I ever saw a woman getting hosed. I had seen Roy and some of the local girls from time to time just like he had seen me fucking them, but this was all together a different deal. We hadn’t ever seen anything like it before. That big nigger must have pumped a gallon of cum in her battered and swollen pussy. I remember thinking someone was going to have a time getting all that juice cleaned off the table and the floor. Hell, there was even some on the near wall.

		Zeke fucked ma for a long time and I’m ashamed to say it but I beat my meat until it was too sore to touch. Finally I couldn’t take any more of it. I left and Roy went with me. By that time Zeke and ma had moved to the floor.

		“What the hell we goina do?” Roy asked me. We were in the barn loft by that time.

		“What the hell you mean?” I said. “What can we do about it? Ma is a grown woman and I guess she can fuck whoever she wants to fuck.”

		“Yeah, but he’s a nigger,” Roy said.

		“You think I ain’t figured that out?” I said. “You ever see anything like that before?” I asked few minutes later.

		“Never!” Roy said. “I’m willing to bet not many people have either. There ain’t no quit in that man, is there?”

		I guess that’s where the idea was born. Filming them fucking I mean. Things just kind of fell into place after that day. A few days later, me and Roy went down to Atlanta to get something we needed. There was a pawnshop down on the south end of Peachtree Street and we just happened to look in the window and see that film camera. It was an older sixteen millimeter camera and we dickered and got it for a pretty good price. We loaded up on film and went home.

		At first ma would have no part of it. She told us in no uncertain terms that we could watch all we wanted, but there would be no filming. It was Zeke who convinced her to let us film them. He really liked the idea of being in a movie. Between the three of us we finally worn her down and she agreed.

		We found a place in Marietta that would develop the film for us, but to be honest the first few attempts didn’t turn out so good. We didn’t know what the hell we were doing and it took a while to figure out we needed more light.

		By the time Roy and I got it worked out, ma was comfortable with us filming them. We used that old sixteen for nearly a year and we actually made some money. A company out of New York bought everything we sent them.

		Over the next two years we bought new and better cameras, a film editor, and lighting equipment. Our New York people complained we were sending the same old thing and so we opened up the operation. Roy and me rented an old building close to home and we brought in new and younger girls. We sold some, but not as well as black fucking.

		“You boys need some variety,” Zeke said. “Folks get tired of seeing the same old shit. I got an idea if you’re interested.” We told him we were defiantly interested. “What about a movie with one white woman and two black men?” Zeke said. “Two men fucking one white woman.”

		“How’s that going to work?” Roy asked.

		“Just like any fucking,” Zeke said. “Shit, Cassie can take a dick up her ass and likes it, don’t you, Cassie?” Ma nodded and grinned. “We done fucked with another man a few times, ain’t we, Cassie?” she nodded again. “Cassie wants to try it with two dicks in her so why don’t you boys get it on film?”

		That sounded good to us so Zeke got one of his brothers to come fuck ma. Man, that was one hot fuck session. Zeke and his brother fucked ma while we filmed and they took her for one hell of a ride. We actually got five reels out of the session and New York loved it. We made enough money out of that one film to move our operation out of Georgia. We came here and opened Red Gash. It was rocky going for a while. We tried to make regular fuck films, but there was not much market for it. We decided we should dance with who brought us so we went back to making movies with black men and white women. Never looked back after that.

		

		***

		

		“Is your mother still living?” I asked when he finished.

		“Naw, they are all gone now,” he said. “Ma and Zeke lived together for more than twenty years. After ma died, Zeke lost his will to keep living. They said he just wasted away.” He peered at me. “Just so you know I never didn’t nothing to my ma. I guess she was willing, but I just couldn’t do that. Roy did a few times, but not me.”

		“Yeah, I can understand that,” I said.

		“Ma was right proud of me and Roy,” Sam said softly. “She was proud that she was able to get us started in a business. Until she and Zeke were gone, we sent money home for them. They appreciated that,” he added.

		

		***

		

		I discovered that when it came to DVD recording equipment there was good, better, and damned expensive. After discussing it with Aaron Harper, I decided on the damned expensive and ordered it. I also ordered the blank disks and jewel cases.

		Bella was ecstatic over the new equipment. While the men installed the bulky equipment, she hovered close giving them useless instructions and generally getting in the way. I finally sent her to lunch and told her not to return until everything was in place and they were ready to give her instructions on the operation.

		My days were busy as were my nights. Whoever named Kim Sizzler, had hit the nail on the head. She had always been a hot wife, but since I took over at Red Gash, she became insatiable and she was nearly killing me.

		While he never actually said so, Aaron Harper hinted several times that the three of us should get together. Part of me wanted it and part of me was not at all sure. I suppose it was a man by the name of Bones that made up my mind.

		Bella was making a fuck flick and I went up to the studio to watch. That was when I first saw Bones. I ignored the flashing red light outside the studio and eased in. There was a young blonde woman lying on a table. She had her legs wide open and Bones was between them with the tip of his impressive cock at the opening of her pussy.

		With the exception of his cock there was nothing remarkable about Bones. He was tall and slim to the point of being skinny. What was remarkable was the fact that he put his cock in the woman and actually took a step forward. Even from across the studio I could see the woman’s shocked expression when he shoved all his manhood in her. She sprang upright and her eyes and mouth flew open. For a moment, she didn’t make a sound then she did. She screeched loudly and continued to screech for a full five minutes. Finally her screeching subsided to throaty moans and groans while he slammed his meat in and out of her cunt.

		The man and woman as well as the table were on a turntable and it slowly revolved so that the cameras wouldn’t have to move. Bella from her director’s chair controlled the table. I noticed there were two cameras on the floor and one on a boom operated by remote control by Bella.

		I found a place out of the way and watched as the man ravaged the helpless woman. He fucked her hard for well over fifteen minutes and then shot-off in her. That was obvious because his cum squirted around his cock and out of her onto the padded tabletop.

		“Cut!” Bella bellowed. “Get her cleaned up and be back here in fifteen minutes.” Several people sprang into action and helped the semi-comatose woman off the table. The man, later identified as Bones, strolled to a chair and sat down. His huge cock swinging back and forth as he went.

		“I guess that red light by the door didn’t mean anything to you,” Bella said approaching me.

		“No, not much,” I answered. “What’s his story?” I asked indicating the tall skinny black man.

		“Bones is one of my finds,” Bella answered. “He ain’t very smart, but the son of a bitch is a fucking machine and hung like a donkey. In fact he’s as dumb as a sack of rocks.”

		“Who’s the girl?”

		“Her name is Missy,” Bella said. “Since you’ve already barged in my studio, stick around until she gets back. Bones is going to fuck her ass.”

		“She can take that monster in her ass?” I asked surprised that she would even consider it.

		“I don’t know, but we’ll see,” she said with a nasty grin. “They are getting her cleaned up and they’ll shove some suppositories up her butt to deaden it for her. That may help. Stay out of the way…boss,” she added and left me. What a delight she was to converse with.

		I did stay there to watch and while I was sure it would make a great video, I pitied the unfortunate girl. Bones fucked her poor ass without mercy. In fact, he fucked her until she passed out. During a lull in the filming, I slipped out and went home.

		

		***

		

		“That poor girl,” Kim said after I told her about the episode. “Just how big was he?”

		“I didn’t whip out a measuring tape, but I’d guess in the eleven or twelve inch category.”

		“Thick?”

		“No not all that big around,” I answered. “Just long and as far as I could tell, it never got completely soft. Would you like to meet him?” I teased.

		“Would you like for me to meet him?” she quickly responded.

		Well there it was. The six million dollar question. Would I like to witness Kim taking Bone’s huge black cock? I gave it due consideration and was a bit surprised to discover I would love to see her and Bones. I didn’t have a chance to answer her.

		“You would wouldn’t you?” Kim said with a smile. “You want to see your little white wife getting hosed by a big black cock, wouldn’t you, Josh? You want to see me live and up close.”

		“Okay, I’ll admit I have thought about it,” I said. I didn’t know why I was being so circumspect about it. We both knew the truth. I decided to stop waltzing around it. “How does Sizzler feel about it? Does she want to get back in the business?”

		“No, not unless you want me to,” Kim said. “I’m not looking to fuck us up in any way.”

		“Bella has the DVD recording equipment up and running,” I said. “She’s cranking out the old Anita Blackman films. They should be ready to distribute in a few weeks. They’ll hit the global market soon after that.”

		“That’s great,” Kim said. “However I couldn’t help but notice you didn’t actually answer my question. Do you want me to get back in the porn trade?”

		“Yes,” I said. “I think I would like it if you did.” There, I said it aloud.

		“Josh, I appreciate how you feel, but thinking you would like it won’t do. You have to know. What Anita Blackman did a long time ago is different from what Kim Callie does now or tomorrow or next week. I can’t help what’s already done, but I can control what is to be done. You think about it some more and let me know how you know you feel.”

		“Yeah, I’ll do that,” I said. “Oh by the way I invited the big boss for dinner tonight.”

		“You did what? She demanded. “Josh, that’s not enough notice, you ass! What time?”

		“Six o’clock,” I said. “Sorry about that, but it was spontaneous. I ran into him in the parking lot and I didn’t think about the short notice. I’ll go to the store if you want me to. Or, we could call for some take-out.”

		“Oh, I’ll take care of it,” she said. She was miffed, but not very much.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Aaron Harper arrived at the appointed time. He brought wine and flowers for Kim who was finishing up with dressing. She made her appearance a short time later.

		“Oh my God!” Aaron said jumping to his feet when she came in the den. “I knew from your pictures you were pretty, but I didn’t realize how beautiful you are, Kim. Josh, you are one lucky man!”

		“Oh, you are a devil man,” Kim said giggling. “You will bear watching, Mister Harper. Let’s us discuss dinner. I have some steaks and we can throw them on the grill or we can go out into the maddening thong. It makes no difference to me so you guys decide.”

		“None of that Mister Harper stuff,” he said. “Call me Aaron.”

		“Steak is pretty hard to beat,” I suggested, glancing at Aaron. He seconded the motion and I went to get the gas grill going. While I did that, Kim went into the kitchen to make a salad and get the potatoes baking. Aaron went to watch Kim.

		“How do you want your steaks cooked?” I asked when we had assembled on the patio.

		“You always ask that,” Kim said poking me in the ribs. “Why? You only know one way to cook it. Burnt to a crisp. Aaron, if you want it any other way you better stand guard on it.”

		“I’ll take it like it comes to me,” Aaron said with a laugh. “How do you like your meat, Kim?” Aaron wasn’t very subtle.

		“I like it anyway I can get it,” Kim answered in a sultry tone. She wasn’t very subtle either. This was going to be an interesting night. I could feel my heart rate pick up speed.

		While I tended the steaks, Aaron and Kim kept a running flow of conversations laced with innuendo, insinuation, and double meaning. Aaron was stalking Kim and she was throwing out the bait.

		“How’s the beer supply?” Aaron said after we finished eating.

		“The way we’re going through it, it wouldn’t hurt to go pick up some,” I said. “There’s a nice little convenience store just down the street a few blocks.”

		Aaron was no more than out the door when Kim asked me what the deal was. I told her there was no deal unless she said there was.

		“I like him,” Kim said with a mischievous grin. “Can I tease him some?”

		“Okay, but I think Aaron doesn’t take teasing very well. Once you start it, you better be prepared to go all the way.”

		“Are you going to give me to Aaron?” she asked, slipping into her little girl voice.

		“Hell no, I am not!” I stated. “I am willing to share you, if you are willing, but I’ll never ever give you away. You are my wife and you always will be. Me and you, Kim. Me and you, and don’t you forget it.”

		“I am your wife,” Kim said in the little girl voice. She came into my arms and hugged me tight. “I’ll do whatever you say. I am yours to command, but I’d still like to tease him.”

		“Okay,” I said laughing. “When he gets back I’ll ask you to model some of your slinky clothes. We’ll just have to see where it leads.” I knew exactly where it would lead and I was excited about the prospects.

		Kim was too short to ever be a runway model, but she was super sexy and any photographer would love to get her in front of his camera. When Aaron returned, he brought his super-duper digital camera in with him. I admired his very expensive camera.

		“What do you photograph?” Kim asked. “Scenic, wildlife, or what?”

		“I’m a people shooter,” he answered. “If I saw the prettiest sunset that ever was I’d try to get some lady to pose nude in front of it. I’ve photographed pretty women all over the world.”

		“You should take some pictures of Kim,” I suggested. “She’s a hell of a model. Would you model for Aaron, Kim?” She shrugged and smiled.

		“Aaron doesn’t want any pictures of an old worn-out gal like me,” she said. Aaron and I both condemn her statement and after a bit of persuading and pleading she went to change.

		“You sure you’re okay with this?” Aaron asked me. “I don’t want you to get weird on me.”

		“I am fine with it?” I said to him. “This may be your lucky night.”

		“That’s great, Josh, but Kim seems special to you. I’d give a slice out of my ass to fuck her, but I damn sure don’t want to fuck things up for you.”

		“I won’t ask her to do anything she isn’t ready and willing to do. I’m sure you’ve seen her videos haven’t you?”

		“Yes I have,” he admitted with a grin. “I had to check them out of the archives while that old bitch stood guard ,” Aaron said. “And you’re all right with it?”

		“Yeah,” I said. “I’m fine with it.” I was, too.

		I put some music on the stereo that I thought was appropriate for a modeling show. Kim came out of the bedroom wearing a cobalt blue dressing gown with a matching teddy on under it. She walked around the living room, stopped, took off the dressing gown, and made another trip around the room. Aaron had his camera clicking like mad. As she left, she told me to get the funeral dirge off the stereo and put something livelier on. So much for my selection.

		“Hold on, man,” Aaron said jumping up. “I have the very thing in the car.” Soon he was back and I put his CD on which was mostly bass and drums doing a throbbing primitive jungle beat.

		Kim came back wearing a neon red outfit which consisted of a negligee and under it she had on matching panties and bra. She looked hot as hell. Both Aaron and I applauded. Her next ensemble was a slinky black teddy. Her breasts were nearly visible as she swayed to the music. I was sporting a throbbing boner, and I knew Aaron was hard also. A dead man would have been hard.

		“I like the music,” Kim said “Don’t change it. You boys had enough yet?

		We quickly assured her that we had not had anywhere enough. She laughed as she left us. Her next outfit nearly caused my heart to leap out of my chest. It was a gauzy white drape affair that I hadn’t seen before. I’m sure it has a name, but I don’t know what. We could catch a glimpse of her tiny breasts when she moved across the room. It was plain to see that she had nothing on under the gauzy material.

		Kim came out two more times and each time she had on less than the time before. Her last change was a fire engine red bikini. Not the top, just the bottoms. She paraded around the room her pert breasts and puffy nipples proudly displayed.

		“Take the fucking camera, Josh,” Aaron said handing it to me. “My hands are shaking too much to shoot.” Like my hands weren’t shaking.

		“So boys, did you like the show?” she asked coming to a stop in front of where Aaron was sitting.

		“Hell yes!” Aaron said. “Girl, you don’t know what you’ve done to me. Show us the rest.”

		“Do you mean you want me totally nude?” Kim said in a teasing tone. “Wouldn’t that excite you and make you want to do something to me? Something disgusting and nasty?”

		“Dammit, bitch,” Aaron growled. “I already want to fuck your brains out.”

		For some reason I had zoomed in on Kim’s face, and through the viewer finder, I saw her eyes blink rapidly when Aaron said “bitch”. That wasn’t one of her favorite words and she chastised me for using it, but his use of the B word didn’t seem to have a negative effect on her.

		I had managed to figure out how to operate the camera and I widened the view back out to catch Kim slipping the bottoms off. If I had any doubt that something was going to happen between her and Aaron, I didn’t have them any longer. Kim was going to be fucked and nothing on this earth could stop it. I couldn’t have stopped it then, even if I had wanted to…which I didn’t.

		Kim, now totally naked except for her heels, took a short walk around the room and came back in front of Aaron and stopped again, her legs spread wide, hands on her hips. “See anything you like?” She was in full heat now. The sexual tension was something I could actually feel in the air. She was once again Anita Blackman, The Sizzler.

		Aaron didn’t answer. He reached out and ran a finger through her pussy. He slipped one finger, then two, in her wet pussy and with his fingers crooked in her, pulled her to him. I could hear Kim moan as she fell into his lap. Aaron covered her mouth with his, never taking his fingers out of her pussy. With his free hand, he was mauling her tiny tits and pulling hard on her puffy nipples.

		I was in voyeur mode. It was a pleasant feeling to be a watcher while Aaron mauled my woman. It gave me a thrill to see her so sexually revved up.

		After about ten minutes of play, Aaron let Kim go. She jumped to her feet, gasping for breath, her chest heaving. She grabbed Aaron hands and urged him to get up. When he did, she pulled him toward the bedroom, yelling at me to forget the fucking camera and come on. I did follow, but I took the camera with me. There was no way I wasn’t going to photograph what knew was going to happen.

		I got to the bedroom in time to see Kim tearing at Aaron’s clothes. They were standing beside our bed. Kim went to her knees as she pulled his pants down. She left them crumpled at his ankles and jerked his boxers down.

		“My God, it’s beautiful,” Kim said breathlessly. “Josh, look at it. Isn’t it the most gorgeous thing you have ever seen?”

		I am sure of my masculinity so I can admit that Aaron has a pretty impressive looking cock, but I’ll be damned if I’ll use the words beautiful or gorgeous. Aaron sported a cock that was almost eight inches long. I could see that it was big in girth also. Like the rest of him it was black except for the mushroom shaped head which looked purple. I eased back out of the way, camera posed.

		Kim got up and rose up on her tiptoes. Aaron bent down and they kissed, long and deep, while she held onto his cock. It looked like she was afraid that it would get away if she let go.

		“You want to suck my cock, Kim?” Aaron asked after the kiss broke. Kim nodded several times, dropped to her knees, and put her mouth on his nearly hard cock. Kim loves to suck cock and she was getting down on it pretty good. Aaron let her work on his cock for a few minutes until it was as hard as it was likely to get. A cock that big doesn’t stick straight out like us shorthorns. Too heavy I guess, but I hadn’t thought of it until then. Again I wondered if the guys with big dicks enjoyed sex more than the rest of us. Again, I concluded it wasn’t possible.

		“How do you want it?” Aaron asked softly.

		“On my back,” Kim said laying crossways on the bed. “I want to be under you, and I want to see your face when you put it in me.” She raised her legs and spread them until her knees were almost to her shoulders.

		Aaron pulled her out on the bed a little ways, and rubbed his massive rod up and down her wet and glistening slit. I could see that she was soaking wet even from across the room. I moved around, taking the camera with me so that I could see both their faces. Aaron had a half grin on his face and Kim was wide-eyed, and had a look of eager anticipation on her face. Aaron was teasing her by putting the head of his black cock in her and then withdrawing it. He did that several times.

		“Quit fucking around!” Kim said sharply. “Put the damned thing in and fuck me.” Aaron put the head of his cock back in her pussy and leaned in, putting another two inches in her. Kim’s wide eyes got even bigger. Kim Callie was gone and Anita Blackman had arrived.

		“Want more, cunt?” Aaron asked.

		“I want it all, you black son of a bitch,” Kim hissed. “Give it all to me. Fuck me, you black cocksucker!”

		Aaron shoved all eight inches into her, she bucked hard, and screamed loudly. He gave her a few seconds to get used to it, and then he started pumping in and out of her. I saw all this through the viewfinder. Aaron grabbed her legs and pulled them farther apart and even farther back. That raised her pussy upward, and he kept slamming in and out of her. Kim’s face was flushed. Hell, her whole body was flushed. I knew when she came the first time, and even the second, but I lost track after that.

		Fifteen minutes after he started fucking Kim, Aaron ejaculated in her. Since Kim couldn’t get pregnant so I wasn’t worried about Aaron knocking her up. When he unloaded, he grunted loudly, but kept fucking her. His come was leaking out of the tight ring her cunt formed around his cock. When Aaron withdrew his cock, her pussy came out with it some. It looked like she was being turned inside out. Seeing his black shaft in her beautiful pink pussy was the most erotic sight I had ever seen. Much hotter than watching her old videos. It was amazing to watch her pinkness turn to bright red as blood engorged her pussy. One of her hands was on Aaron’s shoulder, urging him on, while the other played with her puffy nipples. She pulled, rubbed, stroked, and pinched her nips. She was grunting and moaning while the big black man fucked her. Occasionally she would whimper, and a couple of times cried out for him to stop while in the same breath to keep fucking her. I didn’t think he intended on stopping.

		When Aaron pulled completely out of her, a flood of his come came gushing out. He rolled her over, relocated her on the bed, and took her doggy fashion. Kim started woofing like the bitch dog she was. Aaron was getting even deeper in her in that position. My cock felt like it was about to burst. I put the camera down and took off my clothes. I went to the other side of the bed closest to Kim’s head and presented my cock to her. Her eyes were closed, but she sensed I was there so she latched onto my dick and started sucking it. With my excitement level and her hard sucking, I didn’t last very long. I shot-off in her mouth; she swallowed and kept on sucking. I managed to get my softened dick away from her, and went back to my camera work.

		Kim and Aaron fucked for another fifteen minutes until he exploded in her again and became very still. They both lie as still as death for a few minutes then Aaron got off of her and lay back on the bed.

		“By God, I’ve fucked women on all seven continents and that was the absolute best pussy I ever had,” Aaron said. “I want her, Josh. I’ll buy her from you. Name your price, man.”

		“Ain’t for sale at any price, pal,” I said. “There isn’t enough money in the world to buy my wife.”

		“Oh shit!” Kim said getting to her feet. “There’s a gallon of cum coming out of me.” She held her hand over her well fucked pussy as she headed for the bathroom.

		“She’s nearly perfect, Josh,” Aaron said.

		“What the fuck you mean by nearly perfect?” I said.

		“Does she take it up her ass? Does she take two cocks at the same time? Does she swallow cum?” he asked.

		“Yes, she does all that,” I said. “Apparently you didn’t watch all her videos.”

		“Then I stand corrected,” Aaron said with a laugh. “She is completely perfect. How did you get so fucking lucky?” That was a question I had asked myself many, many times.

		“I want some pie,” Kim said coming out of the bathroom. “I need pie for strength. Where’s the fucking pie, Josh?”

		Since there was no pie in the house, we had to settle for chocolate cake and I made a pot of coffee. Kim’s appetite was something that always amazed me. She ate like a horse and it didn’t matter what she ate. She didn’t gain an ounce. After cake and coffee, we went back to the bed where Aaron and I fucked Kim until the wee hours of the morning.

		I’m not sure at what point Aaron started calling Kim, Anita, but he did and Kim seemed fine with it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I didn’t see or talk to Aaron for a few days after that night. I knew he had gone out of town on business, but when I did see him he was full of good news. He had bought a distribution company on the trip. We quickly shifted our method of video, disk, and paperback distribution to the subsidiary company.

		“More good news,” Aaron said. “They loved the Anita Blackman films. They want more.”

		“I see,” I said. “Aaron, I’m not all that sure Kim is willing to get back in the porn business.”

		“She is,” he said. “I called Anita this morning and asked her. She is ready, willing, and able.”

		“You called her?” I asked surprised. “This morning?”

		“I did,” he said. “She said it was up to you and I know you want her to do it. You do don’t you, Josh? You want to see Anita Blackman, the Sizzler, do her thing, don’t you?”

		“Maybe,” I answered. “Things have changed since she used to work at it. She’s a professional woman now and she could be recognized.”

		“Nothing some fake tattoos and a wig couldn’t take care of,” he said with a casual wave of his hand. “She’s a hot wife, Josh. You have an obligation to nourish that. Talk it over with her tonight and let me know tomorrow. Do you want me to come and talk to her?”

		“No, not to talk,” I said. Apparently, they had already done that. “You can come over for pussy if you want.” I knew that would be all right with Kim. She had asked me several times when Aaron would get back from his trip. The Sizzler wanted more of Aaron Harper.

		“Do either of you want coffee or anything?” Gloria Styles asked sticking her head in the door.

		“I’m fine,” Aaron said. “I wonder if you remember Anita Blackman when she worked here.”

		“Sure,” Gloria said coming into the office. “I never got an opportunity to perform with her, but I remember her. I also know from the office grapevine that Josh and she are married.”

		“Yeah, we’re thinking about reviving her career,” Aaron said. “What do you think about that?”

		“I think it’s a great idea. She was certainly a little hottie and if she hasn’t changed she still is. I saw where we’re releasing her older movies on DVD.”

		“How would you like to work with her in a movie?’ Aaron asked her.

		“I would love it,” Gloria answered with a huge smile.

		“What do you think, Josh?” he asked me. “Would Anita Blackman like doing a picture with Gloria?” I could only shake my head. I had no idea. None of her pictures or videos I had seen indicated she was into girls.

		“Okay, that’s something we can explore,” Aaron said. “Let’s go get a cup of coffee, Gloria,” he said. “I’m sure Josh can spare you for a while.” It wasn’t a question directed at me so I didn’t answer.

		

		***

		

		“I hate my fucking job!” Kim yelled even before she was completely in the house. “I hate the job and I hate the simple-minded people I have to work with and around!” It was an old theme, but I had to wonder if her earlier conversation with Aaron might have precipitated this latest outburst.

		“So I won’t ask you if you had a good day,” I said. “Kim, honey,” I said rushing to give her the hug she obviously needed. “I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again. Quit. I make enough money to take care of us. You should have some residual payments coming in from the re-released movies.”

		“No I won’t,” she said. “I signed a onetime payment agreement for all of them.”

		“Ah, but you are forgetting who’s in charge now,” I said. “I authorized the re-issue of the movies with the stipulation you get paid two percent of the gross. I didn’t check today, but your first quarterly payment should be pretty good. Call your boss and tell him to go piss up a rope.”

		“All right!” she said brightening up. “Now we’re talking, Josh.” I let her go from the embrace. “I spoke with Aaron this morning, but I guess he told you about that, didn’t he?” I admitted he had told me. “So, what do you think about it?”

		“I think I would be very pleased to be married to Anita Blackman, The Sizzler,” I said. “You can get back in the trade and while you do, you can learn all about the rest of the business. Directing, casting, producing, and the rest of the behind-the-camera phase of the business. This could be the beginning of a porn dynasty.”

		“Really?” she asked looking serious. “Is that what you want and are you positive?”

		“I am sure I am positive, Kim.” I answered taking her in my arms again.

		“It’s different now, Josh,” she said her face against my chest. “I’m older now by several years. Maybe they won’t like the new Anita Blackman.”

		“They will love the new Anita Blackman,” I assured her. “You are even prettier now and you’re hotter than ever. In fact Bella Howe sent a script home for you to look at.”

		“A script?”

		“Yes, such as it is,” I answered with a laugh. “The movie title is Anita, the Giant Killer, part one.”

		“Part one? There’s more?”

		“There will be. Bella is working on a series of Giant Killer movies. For the next few months, Anita Blackman will be the star of the show around Red Gash. Are you ready to be a star?”

		“Damn!” Kim said leaning back to look up at my face. “You’ve been a busy guy, haven’t you?”

		“Not all that busy,” I grinned. “Frankly Bella had another star lined up, but she changed gears as soon as I told her you would be returning to the business. Give your company notice and let’s get the show on the road, Anita Blackman.”

		

		***

		

		Giant Killer, part one was a straight ‘one on one’ interracial fuck flick. Bones was the giant and Kim the giant killer. Bones wasn’t even close to being a giant except for his remarkable dick.

		What we laughingly called a script called for Bones to brag to a couple of friends that no white woman could take his cock. His comment was overheard by Anita Blackman and an argument ensued and was settled by Bones fucking my wife in every conceivable position including anal. Except for the first scene which was shot in a neighborhood bar, it was completely filmed in the studio. The last scene was little Anita Blackman standing over a prone Bones. Cum streamed down her legs and her foot on his soft and lifeless cock. She held her arms up over her head like a victorious prizefighter. It was an instant hit. GK, 2 was underway even before the first one was sent to the distributors.

		GK2, like GK1, was a one on one movie. In this one tiny Anita Blackman was captured by a pirate played by a man by the name of Grover. Grover was indeed a giant in every sense of the word. His cock was almost as long as Bones’ dick, but mush thicker.

		It took a bit longer to get it filmed than GK1, but the end result was the same. My little wife fucked the mean giant to a stand-still and the movie ended with her standing over the giant’s headless body with her hands clasped over her head in victory.

		While GK1 was a hit and sold well, GK2 was a run-away and won Anita Blackman a golden cock award. Apparently, the public loved the Giant Killer movies and they really loved Anita Blackman.

		I thought that with all the movie sexual activity that Kim would slow down in our bedroom. I was oh so wrong. Being filmed while fucking seemed to heat her up even more. Being slammed fucked all day just got her started and she was killing me. Luckily, I had Aaron Harper to help me with my wife.

		We were getting ready to shoot GK3 when the subject of girl on girl sex came up. Of course it was Aaron Harper who broached the subject.

		“Bella wants you to have sex with a woman,” Aaron told Kim. The three of us were taking a rest break from a hot nasty threesome. “Are you up for it?”

		“Never done it in front of a camera,” Kim answered.

		“But you have done it, haven’t you?” Aaron persisted. “You have eaten pussy before.”

		“No, but a girlfriend and I fooled around when I was in college. She ate me, but I never ate her. I can do it, because I’m a professional. After all it’s just acting.”

		“Good, because I want Gloria to co-star with you in the next movie,” Aaron said. “I kind of promised her.” Seeing the look on Kim’s face, he quickly went on. “Not top billing. You are still the star.”

		“I don’t like her,” Kim said.

		“Why? What did Gloria ever do to you?” I asked her.

		“Nothing,” Kim said with a smile. “It’s just that she has big tits and them things could steal the show.”

		“So you really don’t dislike her?” Aaron said. “You can work with her?”

		“I can and I will, but I want something in return,” Kim said taking his large cock in her small hand and stroking it. Women know. They know that men can never refuse them when they are jacking their cock. “I want to direct the next movie.”

		“Do you think you are ready for that?” Aaron asked her.

		“I am ready and I can do a good job. I don’t want to replace Bella, but I think I deserve a chance to show what I can do.”

		I agreed that Kim deserved an opportunity, but there was Bella to deal with and I wasn’t looking forward to that. As it turned out I didn’t have to deal with Bella. She quit.

		

		***

		

		“Why?” I asked Bella when she announced she was quitting.

		“It’s time,” she said simply. “I’ve made a lot of money doing this shit, but now it’s time to take a break. I’ve saved a lot of money and now I want to enjoy it before I croak. I’m going to an island in the Caribbean and let the sun shine on this old body. I’m going to get me a black stud with a big dick and I’ll pamper him while he pampers me. It’s time, Josh.”

		In all honesty, I didn’t try to talk her out of it. I knew we would miss her, but not all that much. I suggested that Bella take Kim under her wing and teach her all about directing for a few weeks and Bella agreed to do it. I breathed a sigh of relief. Problem solved.

		

		***

		

		As it turned out The Sizzler was a great director. She stared in and directed the movie Giant Killer3 and it was good. She entered the segment with Gloria with no hesitation. Of course, there were two practice sessions at our home. Aaron saw to that.

		He arrived at the front door with Gloria in tow a few nights after Bella tendered her resignation. The first time with Gloria and Kim was a bit ragged, but my wife is a trooper.

		With Aaron’s big black cock in her pussy, she let Gloria eat her to three crashing orgasms and then it was her turn. I was so proud of her. She went down on Gloria’s cum filled cunt with hardly any hesitation and not much encouragement. Like the true professional she sucked all my cum out of Gloria’s box.

		When it was time for just the girls, Kim, or Anita rose to the occasion. Watching my tiny titted wife and Gloria’s huge knockers was a real turn-on for Aaron and I. I’m sure Kim can fake an orgasm as well as any woman, but I was also sure she wasn’t faking withy Gloria. Later when we were alone I asked her about it.

		“That crap will ever replace a hard cock,” Kim said seriously. “But it ain’t bad. I’ll make GK3 a hit.”

		And a hit it was. GK3 went right to the top of the adult movie list and it didn’t take very long to get there. I wasn’t aware that porn actors had fan clubs, but they do. We had to hire a person just to handle the fan mail for Anita Blackman and also for Gloria who’s stage name was Patty Kakes.

		“Are Gloria’s tits real?” I asked Kim one night while we were just getting into bed.

		“Oh hell yes,” Kim answered laughing. “In a few years she will have to get them tightened up or they will fall to her belly. I think I’m glad I won’t have to worry about that. Do you think I should get my little boobs enhanced?”

		“Not only no, but hell no,” I answered. “Your tits are perfect just the way they are.”

		“Thank you, sir,” she said getting on the bed beside me. “Big knockers are what men notice first, aren’t they?”

		“I guess so,” I said lifting her shirt to taste her tits. “Big tits will get you noticed, but great tits and a good attitude will win in the long run. Our gaze will go to big tits first, but that won’t hold our attention for very long. The gaze will quickly go down to your pussy.” I turned my attention to her pussy. “That’s what all men want to get to.”

		Later when I put my hard cock in Kim’s wet cunt I wondered how many cock had already been there that day. I asked her.

		“It was a light day for me,” she answered hunching upward against me. “We were shooting Gloria and a new girl for most of the day. Gloria had three men for part of the time.”

		A while later after I had fucked her to several climaxes and we were resting I brought up another subject that I had wondered about.

		“Honey, I noticed that you seem to like threesomes and group sex better than one on one. Tell me about your first time with more than one man.” She did and this is her story.

		

		***

		

		(Author’s note: Of course no sex of any kind occurred between anyone until they reached the magical legal age. Everyone knows that minors never engage in sex and that is why we never write about it.)

		

		Bill and I started dating in high school, and continued to date until we graduated. We were sexually active from the second date. I wasn’t what I’d consider easy. Most boys didn’t even get to first base until the third or fourth date. I was aware that Bill had a kinky side, but it didn’t bother me all that much.

		

		By kinky, I mean he liked to show me off to his buddies and even to strangers. Things like lifting my shirt or pulling my top down, to show off my boobs. I was always self-conscious of my breasts, because to me they were too small and looked funny. My nipples are puffy and breasts are cone shaped, but that didn’t deter Bill. He showed then to every man that seemed interested. I was a late bloomer that didn’t bloom all that much. Until I was sixteen, I had the body of a little boy. At twenty, I had the body of a thirteen year old girl.

		One night just a few months after we started dating we went to a Fourth of July fireworks show. As usual, Bill packed a lot of beer in a cooler. We ran into an old friend of Bill’s and he sat with us on our blanket and helped us drink the beer. The friends name was Chuck. After the fireworks there was still beer left and good old Bill was never one to save some for later. We ended up at the lake and Bill’s friend went with us. While Bill and I made out in the front seat of the car, Chuck sat in the back and watched us. I felt a flash of embarrassment when Bill took my shirt off. It wasn’t long before Bill had me out of the car and bent over the trunk. While Bill screwed me, Chuck watched us. I was terribly embarrassed, but I didn’t say anything. By that time it was too late anyway, because both Bill and I were too hot to stop.

		I didn’t know it until later, but Bill was a lousy lover. Most of the time he couldn’t get it up and when he did it didn’t last long. That night was typical for him. He did me long enough to get me really going and shot-off. The fact that I begged him to slow down didn’t help. He left me high and dry. Well not dry, but you know what I mean.

		Just as soon as his soft dick came out, Bill invited his buddy to fuck me. Part of me wanted to stop it, but I was hot and needed to be fucked. Bill’s friend was on me in a flash and man alive was he hung. Chuck rammed his cock in me and he went in farther than any guy had ever been before and I liked it a lot. I came within a few minutes and kept coming until Chuck dumped a load of his cum in me.

		Watching Chuck do me got Bill going again and he fucked me for the second time which was a first. He did me better than he ever had and I came some more. By the time Bill was finished Chuck was ready again and I welcomed his big cock back in me. That night I learned a valuable lesion. Two men can do a girl better than one man can.

		That night at the lake set the mood for the rest of the summer. Chuck was a frequent guest lover that summer. About three or four weeks before I was to leave for college Bill introduced me to his uncle. Uncle David was a grown man and he was a nice looking older man.

		The first time with Uncle David was kind of weird, but weird in a nice way. Bill took me to David’s office. It was late in the day and most everybody was gone.

		“Well now,” David said after Bill introduced us. “Aren’t you a little beauty. Billy said you were a pocket size girl.” I was blushing like crazy. David was an adult and that was the first time a grown man had come on to me. I liked it.

		“She’s a hot little thing, too,” Bill said apparently proud that he had brought him a girl that Uncle David liked. “Look at these tits.” He pulled my shirt up and gave his uncle a look at my tiny tits.

		“Absolutely stunning, “Uncle David said coming closer to touch my breasts. He grasped both my breasts and used his thumbs on my nipples which sprang to attention. I couldn’t help it, I moaned.

		The next thing I knew I was naked and on the couch in Uncle David’s office. Uncle David’s dick was in my pussy and Bill’s dick was in my mouth. There wasn’t a lot of size difference in them, but Uncle David had more control. They kept me there for almost two hours and when I managed to leave with Bill my knees were so weak I could hardly walk.

		I went back to Uncle David’s office by myself the next night after he summons me. Uncle David wasn’t alone. He had two of his employees with him and I fucked all three that night. I went back a few nights later and did some other men.

		When Bill found out about it, he was pissed. So pissed he dumped me, but by then it didn’t matter much. I had a lot of men and they were giving me some good lovin’.

		By that time, we had moved the fun and games out of the office and into a rental house, which Uncle David owned. When I was out all night with the men, my parents thought I was staying with a girlfriend. I loved it so much and hated to leave the new friends I had made and couldn’t wait until I got back to them. It got so that I was there being fucked nearly every night and it was one of Uncle David’s friends that gave me my first butt fucking.

		Uncle David called me one afternoon and told me to get my ass to the house. I nearly ran all the way there. It was a new group that night. It was Uncle David and three other men. I got wet just thinking about fucking them and I didn’t have to wait long.

		“I don’t want to wait,” one of the new men said. “That little bitch has more than one hole, so let’s make use of them.” I wasn’t sure what he was doing when he put some lube on my butt, but I found out a moment later when he rammed his cock in my ass.

		I had heard about anal sex, but it was new to me. I had also heard from some of the girls that they didn’t like it at all. Not me. I loved it from the first time until this day.

		The one great thing about anal sex is it opens up a lot of other opportunities. Getting double fucked is one and I really liked that. There is nothing better than having two dicks in me unless it having three dicks at the same time.

		I stayed with Uncle David and his gang until I left for school that fall. I liked what I was doing so much I nearly backed out of going to college. I finally decided I needed an education more than I needed to be gang fucked. Besides, I figured I could find some fucking at college.

		

		***

		

		“So that’s how I got into group sex,” Kim said. She was stroking my now hard cock. “I guess I’ve always been a slut for group gropes.”

		“So how come you changed when we started dating?” I asked. “Until I found that magazine I never had a clue.”

		“Josh, I wanted to be different for you,” Kim said. “You were special and I wanted to be with just you. When you asked me to marry you, I determined I would be a good and faithful wife for you.”

		“Okay, I appreciate that,” I said. “Were you tired of group sex?”

		“No, not at all,” she said taking her mouth off my cock long enough to answer. “After you started your new job with Red Gash I was kind of hoping you might get us into a sharing arrangement. I never dreamed I would get back to acting or even directing porn. Thank you, dear.” She lowered her head back to my throbbing cock, sucked it for a moment then looked back up at me. “I fuck the others, Josh, but I love only you.”

		I could live with that.

		

		***

		

		All that happened more than ten years ago. Anita Blackman stared in ten more videos before she gave up acting and concentrated on just directing and producing. We are still married and still love each other with a deep burning passion. She is and will always be the Sizzler.

		Gloria Stiles married Aaron Harper. She maintains that the other three wives were just starter wives and that she would be his last wife. Kim and I get together with them at least once a week for fun and games.

		I’m still managing the erotic division of Harper’s publishing empire. It has grown over the years and growth is projected for years to come.

		Roy Washington finally succumb to the cancer and died, but Sam is still semi-active in the business. Sam claims he still loves the business and it never got old to him. I hope I can say the same when I get as old as he is.

		The Sizzler is still sizzling.

		

		THE END
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