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Hotwife Homestead

It was a beautiful day. The sun was shining brightly, it was warm but not too hot, and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. I had a brand new camera in my hand and I was standing in front of a chicken coop that badly needed repair. I was on my own property, all ten acres purchased by me and my wife just a few months ago. I was happy.

I lifted my camera and focused on my beautiful wife. Roxanne was twenty-four, with fiery red hair, and an exceptionally curvy figure. I don’t know how I ever convinced her to marry me.

As the camera automatically came into focus I got an even better look at her beauty. That fiery red hair was pulled back in a long ponytail. One strand had escaped and hung down over her beautiful face, looking so sexy. Roxanne had big green eyes the color of forest moss, she had a dusting of cute freckles across the bridge of her slight nose and over her cheeks. Her full pink lips were curved into a smile.

“How’s this?” she asked, her sweet soft voice like a soothing Summer breeze.

“Perfect,” I said, snapping a pic.

“Good enough for a thumbnail image?” Roxanne asked. “I really want to capture our viewers’ attention.”

“Oh you’ll capture them,” I said, panning the camera down her delicious body.

At only five-two, Roxanne was short for a girl, but if you saw her you wouldn’t notice her height. The first thing you’d notice is her breasts. Big, juicy, 36DD. Firm and perky. Roxanne had incredible breasts.

She had a slim waist, but it wasn’t tiny, and her hips flared out wide leading down to thick, shapely thighs and nicely toned calves.

I snapped another three pics.

“Maybe I should turn around,” Roxanne said.

She spun around, put her legs together, and leaned slightly forward, a very provocative pose that showed off the other thing you’d notice about my wife, especially if you were standing behind her. Her big, heart-shaped, bubble butt. Roxanne was a PAWG in every sense of the word, and that had always been one of my favorite porn searches, an acronym for Phat Ass White Girl. Roxanne had an epic booty to go along with her big tits which made her totally irresistible to me and all the millions of viewers that liked to watch her do work around our property. Our homestead.

I wish it were nicer, our place. It was a work in progress, and the money from all of Roxanne’s videos was starting to trickle in, helping out quite a bit. Lots of guys were more than ready to donate to the cause of a sexy redhead fixing up her property. It didn’t hurt that she always wore something sexy. Tiny tops that could barely contain her tits. Scandalously short shorts and skirts that just barely hid the goods. Like today, Roxanne had on a skin-tight pair of light gray yoga shorts. Front or back they looked incredible. And the matching sports bra she wore could barely contain her double D’s. She looked amazing, and again all I could think of was how did I ever convince her to marry me. Me, Allen Mills, the dorkiest guy in my graduating class, the guy that didn’t talk much but was always messing with cameras, the guy with floppy black hair, a wispy beard, and skinny arms.

“What do you think?” Roxanne said.

I shook away my thoughts and stared at her ass, snapping pic after pic. “I think you’re right. They love a good buttshot.”

“Who doesn’t,” Roxanne said, leaning over the chicken coop even farther and showing off her ass.

I took a couple more pics, then looked over the top of my camera. “Hey babe,” I said. “Could we have some fun before this video? You look so hot you got me all worked up.”

Roxanne giggled. “No,” she said. “I think we’ll do the video first. You know I love to tease.”

I gripped the camera tighter, then adjusted my jeans with my free hand. She was right about that, she loved to tease.

The video went well, Roxanne put some fresh wood and wire onto the old chicken coop, walking the viewers through the process as she removed old nails and hammered in fresh ones, then used a screwdriver and screws to secure the wire, and finally some fresh paint just to brighten things up. At the end of the video, like always, Roxanne leaned in, puckered those full pink lips, closed her eyes, and kissed the lens. It was the hottest signoff I had ever seen, and the viewers ate it up.

“That was a good one,” I said.

“Yeah?”

“Totally. When you were pulling those nails out the views were epic.”

“Let’s hope so,” Roxanne said. “We could use the cash.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying not to think about the stack of bills on the kitchen table in the cabin.

“I think I’ll start on the well tomorrow, that could be a three or four part video.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “And you might just happen to get wet.”

“Ooh, that’s right,” Roxanne said. “I’ll wear a white top for that.”

“Me and the viewers can hardly wait.”

“I bet,” Roxanne said. She giggled, she had the cutest giggle.

“So,” I said. “Can we have a little fun now?”

“You read my mind,” Roxanne said.

She started jogging toward the cabin. I almost dropped my brand new camera as I followed her jiggling phat ass.

* * *

I was in our cozy bedroom in our cabin, sitting on our queen-sized bed on top of a soft blanket. I was totally naked, my cock in my hand, already stiff and throbbing as I waited for my wife. Sun streamed in the only window, warming the room. Two vases on either side of the bed held bouquets of fresh wild flowers that Roxanne had recently picked. The bedroom was one of my favorite places on the entire homestead.

Roxanne walked down the hall. I could hear her soft footsteps. Each step made me throb and ramped up the anticipation. She stopped at the doorway and looked in, those green eyes bright with mischief, those full lips curved into a sexy smile. “I see you’ve already started without me.”

“I’ve been so hard for you all day,” I said. I loved saying stuff like that.

“I noticed it poking out,” Roxanne said. “I hope the viewers like my outfit that much.”

“They will,” I said. “They love everything you wear. I’ve read the comments.”

“Good,” Roxanne said, walking to the foot of the bed. She had on a white cotton robe. “I bet they’d like this even more.” She slowly opened her robe and let it slide off her shoulders and puddle on the floor around her feet. My heart started racing as I looked at my wife’s naked body. My cock throbbed and twitched as I stared at her breasts, her big pink nipples, her smooth belly, and that neatly trimmed red landing strip between her legs. I was ready for her.

Roxanne looked down and cupped her breasts, squeezing and massaging them, then tugging on her nipples. “I’m getting some tan lines. Only one way to get rid of those.”

“Yes!” I said. That meant she’d be working around the homestead topless, a wonderful sight.

“You want me?” Roxanne said.

I could tell by her smile she knew the answer to that question. She knew how bad I wanted her every single day. “Yes!”

Roxanne climbed onto the bed, stalking toward me like a cat, lowering her head and taking my cock in her mouth.

Her warm tongue slid up and down my shaft, then she took me in her mouth, that hot breath tickling as her lips sealed and she sucked so hard I nearly lost my load. She bobbed her head up and down and I tried to relax. I tried to think unsexy thoughts, but that was impossible. Besides her wonderful mouth and her big green eyes looking up at me, when I looked over Roxanne’s head her big round booty was sticking up in the air, looking incredible.

“I’m ready,” I groaned, wishing this could go on longer.

Roxanne popped up. She licked her lips. “Yeah, you’re so hard for me.”

“I am,” I said. “You’re so hot. So perfect.”

Roxanne made a sexy little satisfied sound in her throat as she got to her knees and grabbed my cock. She straddled me, then slowly sank down. Her soft pussy lips felt so good, then parting them and sliding into her depths felt even better. I couldn’t stop throbbing and twitching. I needed to calm down, but now my wife was all worked up and horny, she was so wet when she slid down on my cock. She leaned forward, put her hands on either side of my shoulders and started rocking back and forth. I quickly grabbed her ass, which was two nice big handfuls for my hands. I squeezed her cheeks and tried to slow her down, but she soon went from rocking to bouncing, and when her tits started to jiggle and she moaned and that dripping wet pussy slid up and down my cock I couldn’t hang on. I shut my eyes, trying to get my cock to control itself, but I was already past the point of no return. I couldn’t stop it.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “I’m cumming!”

“No!” Roxanne demanded.

She kept riding and I slipped out of her just in time. My balls clenched. I grabbed my cock and exploded, spurting two streams onto my wife’s ass, then stroking and gasping as the rest of my load dribbled out.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, finally catching my breath. “I’m sorry, babe.”

She rolled off me, looked up at the ceiling and sighed. “It’s fine.”

It was not fine. This happened way too often.

“I can use my fingers on you,” I said. “Or eat you out.”

Roxanne shook her head as she leaned up. “I need a shower.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to.”

“It’s okay,” Roxanne said, leaving the bedroom and walking down the hall toward the bathroom.

I put my head in my hands. I needed to clean up, but I didn’t want to.

* * *

As I sat on the bed, my cock still tingling from cumming so hard, I couldn’t help but think about mine and Roxanne’s first time. It was so similar to this time. Just minutes ago, when I was waiting on my wife, the anticipation was killing me. Almost the exact same anticipation I felt the very first time Roxanne and I had some fun in the bedroom. That wasn’t here though, that was back at her apartment, almost two years ago now.

After dinner and a movie, Roxanne let me come inside her apartment. We sat on the couch and talked about all our hopes and dreams, that’s when we both realized we wanted to live on a homestead and be totally self-sufficient. We were almost there.

That first time, Roxanne was so hot. She told me to wait for her in the bedroom while she freshened up. She disappeared into the bathroom. Up to that point I’d only seen Roxanne in yoga pants and sweatshirts, so you can imagine my surprise when she walked out wearing a sexy black lace pair of panties and matching bra, both with sexy straps and lace trim. I was speechless when she walked out, my eyes were probably bugging out of my head. Roxanne giggled, that cute giggle she always did, then she asked me if I liked her lingerie.

Once I found the ability to speak I told her right quick that I loved her lingerie. I was in my boxer shorts, a gray pair of boxer briefs, and I was tenting them fiercely.

“I bet you’d like them even more on the floor.”

I gulped, then told Roxanne that I would.

She gave me a slow and sexy striptease, then crawled onto the bed, snuggled up against me and started kissing my neck, then my jawline, then my lips. Her tongue slid into my mouth first. I pushed back against it and as she kissed me right back she slung her leg over me and straddled me. Her warm, soft skin felt incredible against me. I ran my hands up and down her back, then let them settle on her big round ass. She moved her hips back and forth, grinding against me, driving me crazy.

She kept kissing me and grinding against me, then she reached into my boxer shorts and grabbed my cock. Her touch sent fireworks shooting through me. I kept squeezing her ass.

She slid down on me, her pussy like a hot, velvety cave for my cock. She rocked her hips, sighed, and I totally lost control, just like today, but even quicker. I had to tell her what was happening, I squeaked out that I was cumming and she quickly slid off, looking down at my cock. I spurted, then grabbed it myself and stroked.

I remember Roxanne saying, “Oh, baby. It’s okay.”

I kept cumming, finished, milking my load out with my hand. Then the embarrassment crept in.

“I’m sorry,” I said, pulling on my boxer shorts and gathering my clothes. I quickly made my way out. I thought that would be our last date, but I heard from Roxanne a day later, she didn’t even mention my little problem. Thank God. That led to more dates and eventually me asking her to marry me. She was the most beautiful girl I’d ever dated by far, and the smartest and most ambitious. She was great.

As if she knew I was thinking about her, Roxanne popped her head in the bedroom door, knocking me right out of that memory and back into reality. “Hey,” she said. “Have you checked the last video?”

“No,” I said.

“See how it’s doing,” she said.

She walked in. She was freshly showered, smelling nice and sweet like fresh strawberries, her hair down and brushed and still damp. She had on a plain white t-shirt and a pair of blue running shorts. She sat on the bed and slid over next to me.

I grabbed my laptop, opened it up, and navigated to the dashboard that showed all the stats related to Roxanne’s vids.

“Hey, it’s doing great,” I said. “Almost a hundred thousand views already.”

“That’s wonderful!” Roxanne said.

“Yeah, and over three hundred comments.”

“Read me some,” Roxanne said as she gripped my arm and put her head against my shoulder.

I clicked a button and the comments loaded. I scanned through them, quickly reading what I saw to Roxanne, “Hot body, Good info, I need a wife like her.”

Roxanne giggled. That made me smile. “Hey, this one comment has over two hundred likes.”

“What’s it say?”

I read. “She needs to do a collab with Roc Stone.”

“Who is Roc Stone?”

“I dunno,” I said.

I opened a new browser window and quickly searched the name Roc Stone. Tons of results popped up, the first being a video about building a drainage ditch. The thumbnail was some muscular black dude in jeans, yellow work boots, and nothing else. He was smiling and holding a pickaxe over his shoulder. It didn’t look like a good vid to me. That guy looked ridiculous with no shirt like he was trying to be supermasculine or something.

“Ooh, is that him?” Roxanne asked.

It irked me the way she said that.

“Click it,” Roxanne said. “Let’s watch.”

“It looks lame,” I said.

“Let’s just watch, it’s only fifteen minutes.”

“Fine,” I said.

I clicked and the video loaded. The black man was standing there shirtless, just like in the thumbnail. He was leaning against his pickaxe and smiling. “Welcome, welcome,” he said. “Today we are gonna be ditch digging. Enjoy the show.” Then he swung the pickaxe, slammed it into the dirt and the video cut to a half dug ditch and the black man drinking deeply from a big metal water bottle, some of it leaked from the bottle and ran down his shining chest.

“He’s got some big muscles,” Roxanne said. “Maybe you should dig us a drainage ditch and build up those arms.” Roxanne squeezed my bicep. I was angry at her comment, but when I looked at her she was smiling, so I forced a smile.

“I guess this is it,” I said. “Kind of a boring vid.”

“Just a minute more,” Roxanne said.

Roc kept digging, and a minute later something happened that I did not expect. He put his pickaxe down, unlaced his boots, kicked them off, then took his pants off.

“Whoa!” Roxanne said, leaning over for a closer look.

“This is gonna get reported,” I said. “He can’t do that.”

“He is,” Roxanne said.

Roc was in his underwear, a really tight pair of black boxer briefs. There was a big, and I mean big, bulge.

“This is obscene,” I said.

“I guess I see why he gets all the views,” Roxanne said.

“It might be fake, a sock probably.”

Roxanne giggled. “You think he’s stuffing.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I think somebody is jealous,” Roxanne said, her fingertips gliding up and down my forearm.

“I’m not,” I said.

“Good,” Roxanne said. “Because I want to collab with this man.”

“What? Why?”

“Look at his subscription numbers.”

I couldn’t believe my eyes. It said three point five million. “Whoa.”

“Yeah,” Roxanne said. “A little exposure on a channel that big might be just what we need to kickstart our numbers.”

She had a good point. I watched as Roc continued to dig onscreen. His body was shining with sweat, his huge muscles glistening, his big bulge bulging.

“I dunno,” I said. “Maybe we can find someone else. I knew I’d seen a bunch of older less muscular men doing homesteading type videos.”

“The people want it,” Roxanne said. “Didn’t you tell me this morning to give the viewers what they want.”

“I guess I did,” I said, thinking back to how good my wife looked leaning over that chicken coop in those tiny shorts. Would Roc think she looked that good? I didn’t know, but that’s what I was afraid of.

“It’s settled,” Roxanne said. “I’ll E-mail him and set something up. We need this.”

“Fine,” I said. “If you have to.”

“We have to,” Roxanne said. “To gain the viewership. It’s just a business decision.”

I nodded. “Okay, let’s do it.”

“Yes,” Roxanne said. “This is going to be so good.”

* * *

Less than two weeks later, on a bright, hot, humid day at the beginning of Summer, I found myself waiting by the entrance gate of our property. I was alone, Roxanne was up at the property getting ready. She told me to come down to the entrance to greet Roc Stone. That’s right, the big black, uber popular homesteading influencer was visiting our place, and my wife couldn’t have been more excited.

This morning she was up early, in the shower, then doing her makeup, taking longer than usual to get it perfect, then she put her fiery red hair in a long, sexy braid. After that she tried on a dozen different outfits before she settled on a tiny pair of jean shorts and a black tank top. She looked great, but then again she looked great in everything she had tried on. I don’t know why she was trying so hard to impress this Roc guy, it wouldn’t surprise me if he pulled up and was a complete fraud with a team of employees doing all his work behind the camera while he took all the glory.

I heard a low rumble coming up the hill. I stood up. A big black truck with huge tires came into view, a big winch on the front, and a trailer full of supplies behind. I stepped out of the way before I got squished like a bug. The darkly tinted driver’s side window rolled down and there was Roc Stone, the same big black man from the videos looking at me with a big smile on his smug face. “You must be Allen Mills. How ya doin’ man?”

“Good,” I said.

“Can you show me where to park?”

“Just go up to the cabin, you can park next to my wagon.”

“Shit,” he said. “You got a wagon out here?”

“It’s all-wheel drive,” I said.

Roc rolled up his window and started toward the cabin. His truck and trailer kicked up a ton of dust, making me shield my eyes.

* * *

Up at the cabin, Roc parked next to my wagon and jumped down. As soon as his big yellow work boots hit the dirt I heard the door of the cabin slam followed by a shrill squeal. What the hell?

I looked around just in time to see that my wife was the one squealing as she ran up to Roc and wrapped her arms around him. “I’m so glad you made it.”

He gave her a tight squeeze, then let go. “I’m glad I made it too. You must be Roxanne.”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

He chuckled. “You don’t have to call me sir, Roc is fine.”

“Yes, Roc,” she said, smiling and staring at him like a total fangirl. It was embarrassing.

“So show me around,” Roc said. “What have you got going on?”

We showed him the cabin, the chicken coop, the animal pen, the big garden, the well, and then we brought him back to the cabin and sat outside in camp chairs. Roxanne went inside and came back with a pitcher of lemonade.

“Thanks,” Roc said as he took a glass and held it while Roxanne poured.

I hated the way he looked her up and down as she poured his lemonade. When I told her about this she’d be so pissed. This Roc guy was nothing like he portrayed himself to be.

“You are so welcome,” Roxanne said as she finished pouring.

“So what do you think about the place?” I asked.

Roc tore his eyes from Roxanne and looked at me, his smile growing smaller. “Not bad for an amateur.”

“I’m not an amateur.”

“Really? You’ve homesteaded before?”

“Well, no,” I said, feeling frustrated by this conversation.

“Right,” Roc said.

“So what kind of improvements do you think we should work on first,” Roxanne said, taking a seat between Roc and I in a camp chair of her own.

“The well,” he said. “We gotta get that water source pumping for the garden and any animals you may get in the future. Plus it will help with the spotty running water to the cabin.”

“Oh yeah,” Roxanne said. “That would be wonderful. I hate it when the shower sprays then stops, then sprays then stops. Allen said I just had to learn to live with it.”

“Nah,” Roc said, that big smile spreading across his face. “We’ll get you all fixed up, babe.”

“That sounds great,” Roxanne said. “Doesn’t it, Allen?”

I couldn’t stand the way he looked at her, and the way he talked to her. I was so mad I was almost shaking. “Yes,” I managed to stay.

Roc stood up, towering over us. “Let’s get started.”

* * *

It was blazing hot as the midday sun hung high overhead. No shade or anything as Roc stood by our well, staring at the pump. He looked up at me, “Start rolling?”

“Huh?”

“The camera, honey,” Roxanne said. “He means start a video.”

“Oh, right, I knew that,” I said.

I lifted the camera, pointed it at Roc, and counted him down with my fingers. Three…two…one.

Roc plastered that big dumb smile on his face and he stuck his chest out and said, “Hey everybody. I got a special treat for you today. I’m up at a new homestead that belongs to someone you might know, and if you don’t know her, you should definitely subscribe to her channel and follow her on every platform out there. Come over here, babe.”

Why did he always call her babe? What a creep.

But Roxanne was smiling. She didn’t look creeped out at all as she walked over to Roc and gave him a big hug. In fact, she had a kind of shy and innocent look as she hugged him and looked up at him. “Can you fix our well, Roc?”

“Never had one I couldn’t fix,” Roc said. “Let’s check it out.”

I turned the camera off and we repositioned right in front of the pump. I pulled Roxanne aside and whispered, “Did you hear that, he called you babe.”

“Yeah,” she said, her cheeks turning a pretty shade of pink.

“Let’s go,” Roc said. “I keep a tight schedule.”

Roxanne bounced over to Roc and I saw him lick his lips. He was staring at my wife’s breasts in that tight tank top.

“Let’s roll,” Roc said as soon as Roxanne got into position.

I gave him the countdown and started the video. Roc examined the well pump. “Looky here,” he said. “Sometimes you just need a fresh set of eyes on a project to figure something out. I know just what will fix this.”

“What is it, Roc?” Roxanne asked. “Does it need to be redug.”

“No way,” Roc said. “Just needs a ten cent washer. I got one on my truck. I’ll be back, and don’t go away, the real show is about to begin.”

I shut the camera down. “A washer? No way.”

“Watch and learn,” Roc said as he walked off toward his truck.

I glared at the back of his bald head as he walked off, then I looked at Roxanne. Her arms were crossed and she was glaring at me. “You need to be nice,” she said. “He’s here to help.”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t you think he’s kind of an ass?”

Roxanne frowned. “He’s got a certain confidence. I wouldn’t say he’s an ass.”

“Of course you wouldn’t. Girls love assholes.”

“We do not.”

“Hey, hey, what’s up?” Roc said.

He couldn’t have had worse timing. When I turned my head to look at him I saw a tiny washer in his hand that would supposedly fix our problems. “Let’s get this done.”

Roc shook his head once and headed toward the well. I aimed the camera and started counting him down.

“Oh wait,” Roc said. “I almost forgot something.”

“What?” Roxanne asked.

“The real show,” Roc said.

The big black man handed Roxanne the tiny washer, then he leaned down and untied his boots, kicked them off, then unbuckled his belt. I heard Roxanne gasp when he unzipped and pushed his pants down.

Yeah. That bulge was there. And now I’m pretty sure he’s not stuffing, although it still seems impossible.

When Roc stood in front of the camera again Roxanne couldn’t take her eyes off his crotch. She must’ve been grossed out by the freakishly large bulge.

“Roxanne,” I said. “Camera.”

“Oh,” She looked up, her cheeks rosy red.

I counted them down and as soon as I started recording I realized Roxanne’s nipples were totally stiff.

“Here we are,” Roc said. “This one little part failure can ruin your whole day. But I can fix it up in no time.”

Roc leaned down and used his tools to install the washer. No way it was going to work. Roxanne watched closely, asking Roc questions and still staring at his crotch.

“Show time,” Roc said.

Here we go. Roc’s failure will be in our vid. I just knew it.

Then our pump started up, working like new.

“Yay!” Roxanne said, bouncing over and wrapping Roc up in a big hug. He hugged her back, his hands on her low back, damn close to her ass!

Roxanne let go, but kept one arm around Roc, “If you want your homestead fixed right, call Roc Stone.”

Roc grinned like a big idiot. He just got lucky with that washer, anybody could’ve fixed it. Although I didn’t.

“That’s good, man,” Roc said.

I turned the camera off, then I noticed something. That bulge in Roc’s boxers definitely wasn’t fake. It had grown.

* * *

I was in the bedroom, sitting on the bed with my laptop, editing the videos we had made today. I was still pissed at Roc’s arrogant behavior, but I knew we had to keep creating videos to get our numbers up. I smashed the trackpad when the screen froze on Roc’s smiling face.

“Wasn’t that wonderful?” Roxanne said as she walked into our bedroom, a towel wrapped around her body, her wet hair down around her shoulders.

She surprised me fresh out of the shower. “What?” I said. “What was so wonderful?”

“The way he fixed it,” Roxanne said. “It was so simple. He’s really handy.”

“Yeah,” I said. “And popular and muscular and he’s just everything isn’t he?”

Roxanne swatted my arm as she sat down on the bed next to me. “He’s here to help, Allen. I saw the way you looked at him earlier and the way you talked to him while we were filming. What’s your deal?”

I put the laptop on the bedside table, almost knocking over Roxanne’s vase of fresh wildflowers. They didn’t smell so sweet today, they made my nose itch. “He’s a big fraud,” I said. “And he’s an ass. I don’t like him and I don’t think he’s going to help us?”

Roxanne squeezed my arm. “He already has helped us, with the well. We needed that.”

“Yeah,” I muttered.

“It won’t be that long anyway, can’t you just keep your cool with him, for me?”

I let out a sigh, my boiling anger fading a little as I looked at my wife’s big green eyes. “Yeah, I guess I can.”

“Good,” Roxanne said. “You know, I got just the thing that might ease your tension.”

“Yeah?” I liked the sexy smile on her face.

“Yeah,” Roxanne said, loosening her towel and getting on top of me.

I cupped those big breasts first, holding and squeezing them. Roxanne was right. I could do this. She was my wife, not his. I was the real winner here no matter what he fixed.

Roxanne scooted down, she unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down just enough. She shoved my boxers down and took my hard cock out, stroking it with her hand.

“Oh fuck yeah,” I groaned.

I could tell she was really horny. I was too, seeing my wife in sexy outfits all day and now having her naked right next to me made me just as horny.

“Ready, babe?” Roxanne asked, still stroking me.

“So ready,” I said, throbbing in her hand and leaking precum that covered my shaft.

Roxanne giggled, it was so sexy. “My pussy is so wet. I need your cock inside me.”

“Yes!” I said. “I need that pussy!”

Roxanne kept stroking me. I was so stiff, twitching in her hand. “I’m ready,” I said.

She slid over me, her pussy lips grazing the tip of my cock. I lifted my hips, trying to get to that warm, wet pussy. But Roxanne was in control here. She slowly sank down, her hot pussy feeling so good. So wet. So tight. Then she started rocking. Back and forth, then circling her hips.

“Slow down,” I groaned.

But Roxanne didn’t listen, or didn’t hear, or didn’t care. She didn’t slow down at all, she went from rocking and circling her hips to bouncing, and it wasn’t her usual sexy little bounces, these were hard and fast, shaking our bed, making her tits jiggle wildly, and making me beg for her to slow down.

It was all so hot and I was holding onto her big round ass, holding on for dear life. But when she started moaning I was done.

“Fuck!” I gasped, closing my eyes tight.

“No,” Roxanne moaned, sinking down on me, her hands on my chest, her nails digging in just a little bit. She’d never done that before.

My balls clenched and my cock pulsed. “I’m cumming!” I gasped.

Roxanne quickly rolled off me, landing on the bed next to me with a loud huff. I grabbed my cock as I quietly spurted on my stomach, trying not to groan too much. I pumped and spurted again, my body stiffening with each powerful wave of orgasm, then I dribbled it all out, stroking, pulsing, cumming.

Once I caught my breath and my heart quit racing I quietly said, “I’m sorry, Roxanne.”

She shook her head. “It’s fine.”

She got up and started out of the room without her towel. Naked.

“Where are you going?” I said.

“I need another shower.”

I looked down at the mess on my belly. I used my boxer shorts to clean them up, then stayed there, staring up at the ceiling, wishing I could last just a few minutes with my wife.

* * *

I had stayed there long enough. I got off the bed and started down the hall to toss my cummy boxer shorts into the dirty clothes hamper. I was just a couple of steps out of the bedroom when I realized the shower wasn’t running. I know I heard Roxanne right. She said she needed another shower after I finished before her. I grinned and suddenly realized that the mighty Roc’s solution to our well must’ve not worked. I walked up to the shower door with some arrogance of my own. I put my hand on the knob, pushed it open, and said, “Water not working?”

Roxanne squealed, spun around, and threw a towel at me. “Allen!”

But I saw everything. Roxanne was standing in front of the small window in the bathroom. She had been fingering herself when I opened the door. She was looking out the window at Roc who was hosing himself down.

I slammed the door, leaned against the wall, and muttered, “Fuck.”

* * *

The next morning Roxanne sent me out to Roc’s truck to see if he was awake. I was still sleepy, still in my pajama pants, t-shirt, and flip-flops. I hadn’t brushed my teeth or my hair and my eyes burned from lack of sleep. I tossed and turned all night. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I caught my wife doing, masturbating to Roc. It made me squirm inside.

Roc had set up a canvas tent near his truck and he stepped out just as I walked up. He looked refreshed and ready to work. He wore a tight gray t-shirt, jeans, and his signature yellow work boots.

“Roxanne is cooking breakfast,” I said.

“It’s a little late for that,” he said. “But I won’t turn it down.”

“Come on,” I said.

“Hey,” Roc said, just as I turned around.

“Yeah?”

“I can leave anytime,” he said. “If you want me to.”

I paused for a second. “I—”

“Your wife doesn’t want me to. She wants me to fix this sorry excuse for a homestead, doesn’t she.”

I nodded, clenching my jaw, unable to speak.

“Yeah,” Roc said. “So why don’t you drop the attitude. We don’t have a problem, do we?”

I shook my head and said, “No.”

“Good,” Roc said.

We went inside.

* * *

After a delicious breakfast of eggs and bacon that I could barely eat, the three of us went to the garden. It was a little bit cloudy today with the sun peaking out here and there, it was a relief from that blazing heat yesterday.

“Now this is a place where y’all are doing pretty damn good,” Roc said to me as I held the camera. “The garden is doing great.”

“My mother always had a big garden,” Roxanne said. “She taught me everything I know.”

“So it’s all your doing,” Roc said.

Roxanne nodded proudly. She was right too, she did all the gardening and grew tons of food for us.

“You know what I’m most proud of,” Roxanne said.

“What’s that?” Roc asked.

“My melons,” Roxanne said, a mischievous smile across her lips as her cheeks blushed. The viewers were going to love that.

That big grin was on Roc’s face when he said. “I’ve gotta see them.”

Roxanne motioned for him to follow. We went to the back of the garden where a dozen big round watermelons were thriving.

“Damn,” Roc said. “Your wife has some impressive melons, doesn’t she, Allen?”

I rolled my eyes. Roc chuckled.

“Thank you,” Roxanne said.

“I got an idea for a thumbnail,” Roc said. “It’ll get millions of clicks.”

“What’s your idea?” Roxanne said, eagerly awaiting an answer.

Roc grinned at me, then leaned over and whispered in Roxanne’s ear. “That’s so naughty!” she said, her green eyes going wide.

Roc chuckled again. “But you know the viewers would love it.”

“They would,” Roxanne said.

“What’s the idea?” I asked.

Roxanne started to tell me, but Roc grabbed her shoulder and squeezed. “Just show him.”

I had the camera ready, Roxanne was grinning at me and Roc held two of those big green watermelons. Roxanne reached down, grabbed the bottom of the red sports bra she was wearing, and before I could say a word she pulled it up and over her head, exposing her big breasts.

“Roxanne, stop!” I said, rushing to her side and trying to cover her up with the sports bra before Roc could get an eyeful of her tits.

“Allen, what are you doing? Stop,” Roxanne backed away.

“Calm down, Allen,” Roc said. “I’ve seen a woman’s breasts before. I am a grown man.”

I glared at him. “This was your idea.”

“It’s for views,” Roxanne said.

“Here, babe,” Roc said, handing over the melons.

Roxanne positioned those big green watermelons in front of her chest. She posed and smiled. “I thought you’d like it, Allen.”

I did like it. In fact, I loved it. But I didn’t want to admit that since it was Roc’s idea. “I’ll take the pic,” I said.

“Good,” Roxanne said.

I snapped several pics of my wife strategically holding those watermelons to cover her big breasts. They were hot. Thankfully, Roc gave us some privacy. He said he had to get to work putting up a little bit of fencing around the garden to keep the wild animals from eating our food.

“This is going to get a ton of clicks,” Roxanne said, moving the melons and gently putting them on the ground.

I looked around, “Put your top back on.”

“Relax, Allen,” Roxanne said, walking closer and draping her arms around me. She softly kissed my lips. “Remember, this is going to help us, bump up our numbers, increase our income and make this place our dream homestead.”

“Yeah, I remember,” I said, feeling the soft squish of Roxanne’s big warm breasts against me made me stiffen.

“Hey, hey, this isn’t a makeout party. We got work to do.”

Roxanne broke away from me and covered herself with her arms. “Coming,” she said to Roc.

I turned around, trying to block any view he might’ve had of my wife and when I did I saw the big black man had stripped down to nothing but his black boxer shorts and yellow work boots, a post hole digger in his right hand. He carried the heavy tool like it was just a toothpick.

“Get your top on,” I whispered.

“We’re burning daylight,” Roc said.

I couldn’t look away from that bulge. It seemed like it was just right there all the time, and it was definitely bigger. Why wouldn’t it be, he’d just seen my wife’s big beautiful breasts.

“Ready,” Roxanne said, bouncing by me, her red sports bra back on.

“Okay,” I said.

“Remember,” Roxanne said quietly. “He’s here to help.”

“Yeah, I remember,” I said.

I trudged up the hill behind them to the front of the garden. Roc said he wanted to show my wife how to properly build a fence. And he did, slamming the post hole digger into the ground, big muscles flexing. He let out a deep grunt every time, which seemed to be overdoing it. After digging three holes, he wanted Roxanne to do the next, calling it a how-to segment as I filmed.

“I don’t even know how to hold the thing,” Roxanne said.

“Don’t worry,” Roc said. “I’ll show you, baby.”

He got right behind her, wrapped his arms around her, and put his hands on the handles, telling her to put her hands right below his.

“Got it,” Roxanne said, giggling and blushing.

Roc lifted the handles, counted down, then slammed the tool into the ground. Roxanne squealed, then with Roc’s help she scooped out the dirt.

“There,” he said. “You did it.”

She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled, “Yeah, with your help.”

He gave her that big dumb smile of his. This was too cheesy.

“One more,” He said.

When they did this one, when he slammed down the tool into the ground he was really close to Roxanne, his crotch touching her ass. And he was in those tight boxer shorts and she just had on a pair of red booty shorts that matched her sports bra. That was too damn much.

“Hey,” I said. “Video card is full.”

“Well, damn,” Roc said.

“I wanted to do one more,” Roxanne said.

“We can,” Roc said. “We don’t have to film everything. Go grab another card, Allen. We’ll keep working.”

That pissed me off even more. First of all, the video card wasn’t even full, it was just the first lie I thought of to get them to stop. Then Roc said we didn’t have to film it and we could do one more. I could tell by the big smile Roxanne thought that was a great idea.

“You going, Allen?” Roxanne asked.

“Yeah, I’m going,” I said.

I walked over to the cabin and slammed the front door. It didn’t matter, they were down at the garden, they wouldn’t hear me. They were digging holes and giggling and touching each other.

“God dammit!” I yelled, nearly throwing the camera and breaking it. Why was Roxanne doing this to me?

I dropped down in the nearest chair and caught my breath. I squirmed in my seat. I just couldn’t get comfortable, my jeans were all tight and…

I looked down. I had a rock hard boner.

“What the fuck?” I muttered.

All I could think about was that black bastard, Roc, with his huge bulge right up against my wife’s perfect round booty. Why the fuck would that give me a boner?

I didn’t know. But it was. I was throbbing.

I looked at the screen at the back of the camera. I watched the vid I had just filmed. There it was, Roc right behind my wife. It looked like the beginning of a porn scene.

I reached down and grabbed my cock, it throbbed in my hand. I watched the video.

I throbbed harder and harder, until I couldn’t resist. I started stroking, watching that clip over and over as Roc shoved the post hole diggers down and his whole body pressed against my wife, making her squeal.

“Oh fuck!” I groaned.

I stood up, shoved my jeans down and pumped so hard my hand was a blur. I started to shake as that urge deep down rose up, right to the tip of my cock, then down to the tip of my toes. I yelled out again, still focused on that image of Roc right behind my wife. My balls clenched, my cock pulsed, and I gasped, “I’m cumming!”

I kept pumping and spurted on the cabin floor. I stroked hard, groaning and spurting again. I slowed down, milking my cock until I was done. Tingling all over, humiliated and ashamed.

I jerked my jeans up, went straight to the kitchen and grabbed some paper towels. I cleaned up my mess and tossed the cummy paper towels in the trash. I grabbed my camera from the chair and started out the door, but I stopped. “Why the fuck did I do that?” I muttered.

I couldn’t answer that question. And another question popped up in my mind. Why the fuck was it so good?

* * *

“Hey, what took you so long?” Roxanne asked.

I was back at the garden where all the post holes for the new fence had been dug.

“I couldn’t find another video card,” I lied. “Then I remembered they’re in my desk drawer.”

“Of course they are,” Roxanne said. “Look at all the work we got done.”

“Yeah, looks good,” I said.

“We work hard,” Roc said, that big grin on his face.

* * *

Over the course of the next two days, my wife and Roc got a ton of work done around the homestead. We created a lot of content as well. I had finished up the first video and posted it online already. The views were unreal. All the viewers really did want a collab with Roc Stone. They loved him and my wife together, but some of the comments were too much, pervy guys saying how much they liked seeing a beautiful girl and a big black man. But they were right, it was hot.

I couldn’t deny that, for some reason it was really turning me on, and every time I had a free moment I took advantage, sneaking off and jerking my cock, every time Roxanne and Roc did a chore or task together it turned me on even more. One morning, when Roc was building a homemade irrigation system, Roxanne got sprayed with cool water, dousing her tits and plastering the gray tank top she had on to those big orbs. Her nips quickly stiffened and the rest of that video Roc couldn’t stop leering at her, his bulge bigger than ever.

Another time, Roc got epic views of Roxanne’s booty in a tiny pair of black shorts as she dug our very own drainage ditch. When I edited that video I noticed his eyes were always on her. He loved her big round booty.

And it wasn’t just that, they were always hugging and touching each other, my wife always blushing when Roc put a hand on her shoulder or her lower back. It still irked me and made anger rise up inside me, but it also turned me on too. It was a strange pushing and pulling of emotions inside me. But deep down I knew what I wanted, and two days before Roc was set to leave, on a calm and quiet summer afternoon as the sun set and fireflies started lighting up over the garden, I caught them.

They had been busy that day working in the garden, and Roxanne had worn one of her sexiest outfits, a tiny white tank top that she had cut and modified to show off her breasts from every angle, and a pair of skimpy little denim shorts that showed off her round booty and thick thighs. She completed the outfit with a pair of brown cowboy boots. She always got a ton of comments when she wore that outfit, and she got a few comments from Roc as well.

After the chores were done and after dinner that evening I went inside to edit videos while Roc said he was going to his tent. He did not.

Half an hour later, I guess when Roxanne and Roc thought I’d be deep into the editing process I walked through the cabin to the kitchen to get something to drink. I stopped at the sink when something caught my eye out the window, it was Roc and Roxanne walking hand in hand toward the garden. I grabbed my camera and followed, staying back, easing the cabin door shut and quietly sneaking behind them.

On the walk up to the garden Roxanne was being so flirty, running her hands up and down Roc’s smooth muscular back, leaning against him. She bounced with every step, her fiery red braid swinging like a pendulum.

They stopped near the garden, just out of view from the cabin. I stopped behind a row of rose bushes, my camera aimed at them as I hit the record button.

Roc turned toward Roxanne and before I knew it they were kissing. It was a long, deep, passionate kiss that made me feel weak. My heart was thumping hard. That was my wife up there! She was kissing another man! I gripped the camera and kept filming. I should’ve yelled out for them to stop, but I knew Roxanne did not want to stop, just days ago I’d caught her masturbating in the bathroom, looking out the window at Roc after I had failed to satisfy her in the bedroom for the umpteenth time.

As they continued to kiss, Roc’s hands slid down Roxanne’s back and inside her shorts. He squeezed her ass cheeks again and again, enjoying her nice round booty. Then Roxanne broke the kiss and stood back.

I sighed. It was over.

But it wasn’t.

Roxanne squatted in front of Roc and unbuckled his belt.

No!

She quickly unzipped his jeans, unbuttoned them, and had them down around his work boots.

Roxanne! What are you doing!

Her hands were at his waist now, her fingers curling into the waistband of his boxer shorts, slowly pulling them down.

No No NO!

His cock popped free. His huge, long, thick, dark cock. I finally learned the truth. That bulge was real. It was all Roc in there, and it was a lot of Roc. His dick had to be ten inches long, and fat as a can of beer. His big black balls hung low, they were as big as plums.

“Holy shit,” I muttered.

Roxanne’s hands were all over that cock. Sliding them up and down, getting him nice and stiff. He looked up at the sky and then down at her, that big arrogant asshole smile on his face. Bastard.

Roxanne held his cock up and her head darted forward, mouth open, she took one of his big balls in her mouth, sucking on it, letting it pop out, then she took the other one in her mouth, sucking it and staring up at Roc. I heard him groan.

Roxanne moved one hand from his cock, grabbing his thigh, then holding him around the base of his thick black shaft. She opened wide and took his swollen head in her mouth, sucking, her cheeks hollowing, moaning.

Oh God, my wife was sucking him off. And she wasn’t just doing it like a favor to him, she was truly enjoying it, savoring it, like it was a favor to her that she was allowed to suck his black cock. Oh fuck.

She sank lower, taking more and more of him past her pink lips. She had over half of him down her throat before she gagged and pulled back, gasping and stroking him with her hand, looking up at him with that sexy innocent smile on her face. He looked down and said something to her, but I couldn’t hear what.

I zoomed in, focusing on my wife as she opened wide and took him again, energetically taking that big black cock down her throat, bobbing her head faster and faster, deeper and deeper, making a funny gagging sound that could be heard across our quiet homestead.

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG!

“Oh fuck!” I muttered.

I couldn’t believe it, but my cock was harder than it had ever been, and I’m not joking. I was so stiff I had to readjust myself in my jeans. That was a mistake, as soon as I grabbed myself I couldn’t let go. My hard cock pulsed in my hand. I had to stroke it. I had to masturbate, the scene in front of me was just too hot.

I looked into the camera and started pumping and watching as my wife sucked Roc’s big black cock. She kept going deeper and faster, not having to stop as often. A sloppy mess of spit and precum drooled down her chin, her eyes watered. I’d never seen her give a blowjob like this. Of course she never had to work that hard to deepthroat my five inch dick.

I kept pumping my throbbing cock, trying not to moan too loudly, trying not to get caught, but it was hard.

“Fuck!” I gasped, precum oozing into my boxers.

I couldn’t last much longer, my balls were full and aching.

By the garden, Roxanne was making Roc groan, bobbing her head, her red braid bouncing off her back. If that had been me in her mouth I’d already be finished, but Roc had much more stamina. How he managed it I have no idea.

I groaned again as my cock continuously twitched in my hand. I was so close.

Then I heard a sound that startled me, a guttural roar that I thought was coming from the woods. But I was wrong, that roar wasn’t from a creature, it was from a man, from Roc.

When I looked in the camera, his hands were on Roxanne’s head, holding her, the big muscles in his arms flexing hard, his smile tight. I saw his balls jump and I saw Roxanne’s big green eyes go wide as he filled her mouth, shooting thick streams of cum down her throat with each jerk of his muscular body.

I couldn’t last one second longer. The sight of my wife swallowing this man’s seed was too much. My balls clenched. I leaned forward. My cock pulsed. I exploded in my jeans, shooting cum into my boxers, again and again, gasping and tingling as it all dribbled out, filling my boxer shorts.

I looked in the camera again and saw Roc zipping up. Roxanne stood and they started back toward the cabin. I grabbed my camera and rushed away, hurrying so I wouldn’t get caught.

* * *

The three of us had dinner around a campfire a few hours later, it was very quiet although I thought I saw Roxanne and Roc share a few quick smiles. I didn’t say a thing about what I had seen, all we talked about were homestead projects.

After dinner, I went back to editing. Roxanne gathered the dishes and carried them to the kitchen to be cleaned. Roc went to his campsite by his truck.

I was in the living room, sitting in my favorite recliner, my laptop open, when Roxanne came in and sat on the arm of my chair and put her hand on my shoulder, “How are the videos doing?”

I looked up at her. She was smiling at me so I smiled back. “They’re doing really good actually.”

“See,” Roxanne said. “It was good that we did this collab with Roc.”

“Yeah,” I said, looking back at the computer screen.

I couldn’t help but wonder if Roxanne was more excited about the views, or the big black cock.

“How much more work do you have to do?” Roxanne asked.

“A couple hours worth,” I said. “I want to get these videos out rapid fire.”

Roxanne squeezed my shoulder again, then stood up, “Don’t work too hard.”

“Hard work is what we’re all about,” I said, putting a smile on my face.

“You sound like Roc,” Roxanne said, standing up and walking down the hall to the bedroom. I watched her ass the entire way.

* * *

A couple hours later I woke up. I was still in the living room, still in my chair with my laptop still on my lap. Outside it was dark, just a little bit of moonlight shining through the windows. I closed my laptop and started to get up and head for bed, but I heard a sound, so I stayed right where I was.

It was soft footsteps coming down the hall. Slowly, out of the darkness, I saw my wife carefully walking toward the living room. She was being more careful and quiet than I had ever seen, and when she got closer, enough for me to see her, it was easy to figure out why.

My wife had on a lacy black bra and matching panties. The special lingerie that she hadn’t worn since my birthday. She never wore that stuff because she said it was uncomfortable, but she loved how sexy she looked in it. I kept quiet.

Carefully, her bare feet barely making a sound, Roxanne walked to the door. She was going to visit Roc. I was sure of it. Where else would she be going in the middle of the night in sexy lingerie.

She put her hand on the doorknob, carefully unlocked it so slowly it only made the tiniest click, then she turned the knob and opened it, but she must’ve been just a little bit too excited. She forgot how badly that door squeaks, and when it did I said, “Roxanne?”

“You’re awake?” she said, her voice on edge.

“Where are you going?” I said, knowing I had caught her off guard.

“I thought I heard something. I was going to check things out.”

I stood up and walked over to her. “In that?”

She looked down at her big breasts in that sexy, strappy lace bra. She looked up at me and bit her lip. “I mean…I was coming to surprise you.”

I shook my head. I don’t know if she could see it or not. “Roxanne, I know.”

It was dead silent in our cabin for a few long seconds before my wife said. “You know?”

“I saw you and Roc by the garden,” I said. “I saw you suck his cock.”

Suddenly I felt Roxanne’s warm body against mine, her arms around me, her face in my neck, her hair all around smelling so fresh and sweet. “I’m so sorry,” she said softly, kissing my neck over and over. “I couldn’t control myself, he helped us so much, not just with the homestead but with video views and everything. I had to reward him. I had to—”

She stopped talking, and I knew why.

“Allen,” she said, grabbing my shoulders and leaning back. “You’re hard!”

I didn’t plan on it, but it just happened, and I wasn’t just hard, I was rock hard, my cock trying to rip right through my jeans.

“Do you…like it?” Roxanne asked.

Now I had been caught. “I—I don’t know.”

“When you watched us,” Roxanne said. “You didn’t come stop us.”

“No,” I said. “I guess I didn’t.”

I heard Roxanne gulp. “Did you like watching me suck his cock?”

I could see just how wide her green eyes were as she waited for my answer. I shrugged, swallowed hard, and said, “I guess I did.”

I was caught off guard by another tight hug from Roxanne. She squeezed me so hard I couldn’t breathe for a second. When she finally let go she grabbed my hands and squeezed them. “Allen, this is perfect.”

“It is?”

“Yes,” Roxanne said. “Get your laptop and come with me back to the bedroom.”

I did what she said.

* * *

I was on the bed sitting next to my wife. She had turned a light on and she had the laptop in her lap, typing away. I shoved my jeans off so I’d be more comfortable. I was still hard. Roxanne knew I’d seen her and she had started to apologize, but once my dick betrayed me she seemed all excited.

“What are you doing over there?” I asked.

“Just finding something to show you,” Roxanne said as she smacked the enter key and moved the laptop so I could see the screen.

What I saw surprised me. On the screen a video was playing of a black man pounding a white woman in the doggystyle position. She was moaning loudly as the muscular man fucked her. It turned me on, but I pretended it didn’t.

“Porn? You wanted to show me porn?” I asked.

“Not just any porn,” Roxanne said. “Look a little closer, at the man.”

I gave her a funny look.

“Just take a look,” she said.

So I did. He was dark-skinned and very muscular. The camera moved around and his face came into view, and his big arrogant smile. “Roc Stone?”

“The one and only,” Roxanne said.

“He’s a pornstar?”

“A content creator,” Roxanne said.

I let out a single laugh. I couldn’t believe it.

“Look at this,” Roxanne said, using her fingertip to scroll through the entire website, video after video of Roc fucking different women popped up.

“Wow,” I said.

“Yeah,” Roxanne said. “It’s what he does when he’s not homesteading. He’s a bull?”

“A what?”

“A bull,” Roxanne said. “He told me all about it. These husbands call him and get him to fuck their wives while they watch. They’re called cuckolds.”

“I know what a cuck is,” I said.

“These are real ones,” Roxanne said. “And Roc said it’s more popular than ever.”

“So that’s how he’s making so much cash,” I said.

“He told me it’s a very nice supplemental income to his homesteading videos.”

“I bet,” I said, noticing that every vid was $9.99 or more.

“And now that I know you like it we can do one,” Roxanne said.

My stomach knotted up. “What?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Look at you, you’ve got a hard boner,” she said, reaching over and giving my cock a nice squeeze through my boxer shorts. So nice I nearly lost my load.

“I dunno,” I said.

“It’ll be fun,” Roxanne said, green eyes wide with excitement, mischievous smile on her lips as she snuggled up against me and squeezed my arm. “We can make a special naughty site like Roc has, put the video up and sell it to all our loyal viewers. You’ve seen all the comments, they are dying to see me naked. And what a debut it would be.”

“What about me?” I asked.

“You’ll have fun too,” Roxanne said. “In fact, a lot of husbands participate in the videos.”

“Like a threesome?” I said.

“Not exactly,” Roxanne said. “Remember, it is cuckolding. Watch this one.”

Roxanne tapped a button on the laptop and a video started playing. I watched it with my wife, trying not to cum in my boxer shorts as Roc fucked a hot blonde MILF in a hotel room. Her husband was clearly behind the camera, moaning occasionally and panning down to show us just how stiff he was.

At one point, the husband blew his load, cumming all over the hotel carpet. On the bed, Roc was on top of his pretty blonde wife, pounding her, making her scream as she orgasmed.

I thought the vid was pretty much over, but Roxanne squeezed my arm and said watch this. Roc roared, he was behind the woman and his muscles flexed and his body jerked as he came inside her, filling her pussy just like he filled my wife’s mouth just a few hours ago.

When Roc finished he eased back and the husband quickly jumped on the bed.

“What’s he gonna do?” I asked.

“Just watch,” Roxanne said. “Leaning in.”

The wife rolled over, spread her legs wide, and the cuckold husband just buried his face in her pussy.

“Oh God,” I groaned.

“It’s so hot,” Roxanne said. “He’s licking her clean.”

The husband lifted his head and smiled, his face was covered in pussy juices and cum. He gulped as he looked into the camera, then the video faded to black.

“Fuck,” Roxanne said, squirming next to me. “That gets me so horny.”

“I can’t believe he ate it,” I said.

“He’s a cuckold,” Roxanne said. “Just like you.”

“Like me?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm,” Roxanne said. She closed the laptop. “Now get some rest, we’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

“We do?”

“Yes,” Roxanne said. “It’s Roc’s last day, we don’t want to waste it.”

“Yeah,” I said.

Roxanne leaned over and turned off the light. She sighed, snuggled up next to me, and started softly snoring. I couldn’t sleep. In fact, I was wide awake, my cock still rock hard. I couldn’t stop thinking about it all, my mind was a whirlwind.

Finally, I just jerked off, thinking about Roxanne and Roc, thinking about that hot video, thinking about what we might do tomorrow. It didn’t take long for me to spurt a big load in my boxer shorts. I managed to keep quiet and not wake Roxanne as my body jerked through my orgasm. After cumming I closed my eyes and went to sleep.

* * *

When I woke up the bed was empty. I rubbed my eyes and sat up, thinking about last night. Had it all really happened or was it just a crazy dream? I knew it had happened, my boxer shorts were still stuck to me from cumming last night. I got up, changed into some fresh clothes, brushed my teeth, and headed into the living room.

I found Roc sitting in my favorite chair dressed in a white t-shirt, tan work pants, and his signature yellow work boots.

“Good morning,” he said, that big dumb smile on his face.

“Morning,” I said.

I saw Roxanne in the kitchen, holding a couple of plates. She was still in her sexy black lingerie, she had put makeup on, and her hair was now in two sexy braids. She looked incredible.

I looked back at Roc and he said, “She’s really something, isn’t she?”

“Yeah,” I said. “She is.”

Roxanne put a plate in front of Roc and he grabbed a strip of bacon and chomped on it. “Ready for breakfast, Allen?”

“Sure,” I said, looking at the plate.

“It will be a minute,” Roxanne said. “I’m hungry.”

I pointed at the plate. “That’s not mine?”

Roxanne shook her head. “You’re having something else.”

“I am?”

Roc chuckled. “Shit, man. I thought she told you all about it.”

I looked at him, then back at her. She smiled as she nibbled a piece of toast, chewed and swallowed. “I did tell him,” Roxanne said. “He’s just nervous.”

Roc finished his piece of bacon. “That’s normal.”

I sat down. I was getting nervous and squirmy.

“Where do you want to do it?” Roxanne asked.

“Well,” Roc said as he ate his toast. “Y’all are famous homesteaders, let’s do it out in nature.”

“Ooh, I like that,” Roxanne said. “But we’re not famous just yet.”

“You will be after this,” Roc said, taking another big bite of toast, licking his fingers and smiling.

* * *

“Right here,” Roc said, pointing to the spot in front of the garden where Roxanne had sucked his cock. “This is the perfect spot, the lighting is good and the backdrop of the garden and the property will look perfect. Everyone will remember this vid.”

“I’m so excited,” Roxanne said as she unfolded a big flannel blanket and put it on the ground, the blanket we used for picnics up here when we first bought the place.

Roxanne giggled as she sat on the blanket and struck some sexy poses. “How do you want me, baby?”

I thought she was talking to me, but Roc answered her. “Let’s start with some romance,” he said. “Some kissing.”

“Ooh, I like that,” Roxanne said, popping up to her feet, those big tits jiggling so perfectly.

I cleared my throat, thinking they had forgotten I was there.

Both of them looked at me.

“Get setup, babe,” Roxanne said. “I’m so horny I don’t think I can wait a second longer.”

Roc’s hand wrapped around Roxanne, he slid it up and down her back first, then lower, which made Roxanne smile. I didn’t have to see it to know he was fondling my wife’s perfect round booty. “Yeah,” Roc said. “Get that camera ready. Get yourself ready too. Don’t fuck up my video. Hear me?”

I nodded. “I hear you.”

“Good,” he said. “Count us down when you’re ready.”

I had the camera setup on a tripod. I focused it on my wife and Roc who were already smiling and looking at each other. Roxanne was so excited.

“Okay,” I said, holding my hand and counting them down with my fingers. This was it. It was really about to happen. My wife and the famous black influencer Roc Stone. Three…two…one.

Roc wrapped his arms around Roxanne, pulling her close in a tight hug. He had pulled his shirt off and just wore his work pants and boots. Roxanne was in her sexy lingerie. She giggled as Roc hugged her tight. He looked into the camera, that ridiculous smile on his face, “I’ve got a special video today. It stars Roxanne Mills, famous homesteader. I know you’ve seen her videos, but now you’re gonna see a side of Roxanne and her husband you never knew about.”

Then they started kissing. It was those deep, passionate kisses, just like before, Roxanne’s arms around his neck, holding him tight, Roc’s hands sliding down lower and lower, over her ass cheeks and squeezing. I squirmed behind the camera as I watched his big black hands roam all over my wife’s perfect curvy body.

Their tongues played, hers pushing against his and into his mouth, then his following hers. She moaned with each deep kiss, and when they broke apart he was smiling of course and Roxanne’s cheeks were blushing a beautiful shade of pink.

Roxanne kept kissing, going down Roc’s jaw, then his neck. She slid her hands all over his muscular chest and abs, kissing him again and again as she worked her way down to his belt. She ran her hand over his cock and squeezed. “What have you got in here?”

“A big tool,” Roc said.

“I hope it can do the job,” Roxanne said.

“It will.”

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t stop watching as my wife unbuckled his belt, unzipped him, and undid his pants, sliding them down his muscular thighs. She went for his boxer shorts next, curling her fingers into the waistband and sliding them down slowly, her eyes locked in.

Slowly, Roxanne revealed inch after inch of Roc’s huge penis until it popped free, bobbing in front of her. She let out a delighted giggle and grabbed it, her green eyes wide.

“Does that tool look big enough?” Roc asked.

“It looks perfect,” Roxanne said.

Roc chuckled. Roxanne opened wide and took the tip of his big black cock in her mouth. She sealed her lips, closed her eyes, and sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing. She popped off him and held him in her hands. She looked up at him and said, “Your cock tastes so good.”

He grinned at her, then at the camera, it was almost like he knew that Roxanne had never said anything like that to me.

She took him in her mouth again, sealing her full pink lips and bobbing back and forth, her braids swinging as she sucked that BBC.

“Fuck,” Roc said. “You’ve got a good mouth, babe.”

She smiled, moaned, and kept on sucking, going deeper and deeper, taking more and more of his cock. Roc put his hands on her head, holding onto those braids and urging her deeper and deeper. His cock bottomed out in the back of her throat, making her gag.

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG!

“Oh fuck yes!” Roc moaned.

If Roxanne had been sucking me like that I’d already be finished. I glanced down at my cock and saw my boner tenting my jeans, a small wet spot leaking through. Fuck.

Roxanne came off Roc’s cock, gasping and slurping up spit and precum, licking her lips and kissing up and down his shaft.

“Let’s get you naked,” Roc said, grabbing Roxanne under her armpits and pulling her right up to her feet like she was light as a feather.

She squealed, then stood in front of Roc, smiling up at him as he reached around and unhooked her bra. She shrugged it off her shoulders and before it even hit the ground Roc’s big black hands were fondling her breasts, squeezing and kneading the big soft orbs, pinching and pulling her big pink nipples, making her moan and bite her lip and squirm.

Roc leaned in and kissed down Roxanne’s right breast to her nipple, taking it in his mouth and sucking it, then running his tongue around it as she sighed with pleasure, her hands gripping his wide muscular shoulders.

He released her nipple and kissed lower and lower. He pulled her panties down, exposing her pussy to the camera, he kissed it and Roxanne leaned forward, letting out the loudest moan yet.

“You’re all wet,” Roc said as he slid a finger inside my wife.

“Yes!” Roxanne gasped, grabbing his wrist and holding it there.

“Get down on the blanket,” Roc said.

Roxanne got on her back and spread her legs wide for Roc and the camera. It was a beautiful sight seeing my wife naked out here on our property, looking so sexy, her pink pussy glistening wet. Then Roc got between her legs, kissing from her knee to her pussy, and when he put his mouth on her pussy her moans got very loud.

“OH FUCK!” She moaned.

As Roc ate my wife’s pussy, she threw her legs over his shoulders. Her hips came off the blanket like she was trying to grind against his face. Her hands grabbed the blanket and squeezed. Her back arched and she yelled out, “YES! YES! YYYEEESSSS!”

Roc kept his head down and I got it all on camera as Roxanne started to quiver, first her legs, then her whole body. She gasped and moaned and tensed up, then she totally relaxed, her green eyes taking on a dreamy stare. Roc lifted his head, his lips and chin shiny with her juices. He crawled over her and gave her a kiss. She eagerly licked his lips and chin, tasting her own juices.

Wow.

I couldn’t believe how transfixed I was to the scene in front of me. It was so hot, such a turn on, and deep down I still didn’t want it to happen, but I couldn’t stop it, I could only watch, my cock throbbing, my balls full and aching for release. I knew I shouldn’t, but I unzipped and unbuttoned my jeans and put my hand down my boxer shorts, grabbing my cock and squeezing, but not stroking. I didn’t want to cum immediately.

Roc was up on his knees between my wife’s spread legs. His huge hard black cock rested on her stomach. She held it, looking up at him and smiling.

“You ready for it?” he asked.

Roxanne nodded her head up and down quickly. Roc chuckled, grabbed his cock, and slid the tip up and down my wife’s glistening pink lips. Then he slowly slid inside, stretching and filling Roxanne as she let out the hottest sexiest noises I had ever heard.

Roxanne happened to glance at the camera, at me, just as Roc slid all the way in. Her green eyes were so wide and her mouth hung open. It was really happening. Roc was fucking her. I stared at her beautiful face, stroked my cock, and came right then. My heart racing, my body tensing and jerking as my balls clenched and I spurted in my boxers, filling them with hot, sticky cum, covering my pumping fist.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

I stroked slowly, milking it all out until I was done, then I looked back up at my wife. She was focused on Roc, and Roc was pumping in and out of her pussy, fucking her hard on the blanket right in front of me, making her moan louder and louder and giving her an orgasm like I never could.

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YYYEEESSSS!” Roxanne screamed as she gripped the blanket and her back arched, legs quivering around Roc’s glistening, sweat-covered muscular body.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped as he pulled out, his cock covered in her cream.

He grabbed her hips and rolled her over. “This way,” he said, positioning Roxanne so she was facing the camera on her hands and knees. She looked into the camera and smiled and stared at me with those big dreamy green eyes. Behind her, Roc was on his knees, ready to fuck her doggystyle. I saw him grab his cock, then I saw the expression on Roxanne’s face change as he entered her. She looked like she was in pain for a moment, but then it was all pleasure.

I couldn’t stop staring as Roc fucked her faster and faster. She was constantly moaning, and her big breasts swung and jiggled with each hard fuck. Roc gripped her waist, holding on tight as he pounded her, grunting, his muscles flexing. He was getting close. And that meant I’d be doing my part soon. My mouth suddenly went dry and I felt a bundle of nerves bouncing around in my stomach. Could I really eat his cum from my wife’s pussy?

“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! YYYEEESSSSSS!” Roxanne yelled, gripping the blanket as her eyes rolled back.

“SHIT!” Roc grunted, pounding my wife so hard.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“SHIT! I’M CUMMING!” Roc roared.

He was deep inside her, holding her waist as his body tensed, his big arms and chiseled chest flexed, Roxanne gasped when it went deep inside her, filling her, his big black cock shooting stream after stream of hot, gooey cum into her, her eyes going wider and wider with each spurt.

He finished and pulled out, the biggest most arrogant smile on his face I’d ever seen. Roxanne rolled over on the blanket and he looked at me.

I knew I was up.

I checked the camera one last time and walked over to my wife. I looked down at her beautiful naked body. She was glistening in the morning sun, a big smile on her lips. “Eat me out, babe. Clean my pussy.”

I nodded, dropped down to my knees, and I didn’t even hesitate. I put my mouth against her pussy, dove my tongue between her lips, and started lapping up Roc’s warm, salty load. It was overwhelming, a total rush of emotions as Roxanne moaned and slid her fingers through my hair, gripping me so I wouldn’t stop.

I gulped it down, then slid my tongue deep inside her, continuing to taste Roc’s bitter load. He came so much.

“Good boy,” Roxanne said softly.

I kept at it until her pussy was clean, just like the husband in the video we watched. Roxanne lifted my head and smiled at me. “You did so good, babe.”

I smiled and licked my lips, tasting a little bit of her juices, but mostly Roc’s salty load. I needed a drink.

Roc walked over to the camera and shut it off. “Damn good vid.”

“Thank you so much,” Roxanne said, jumping up and hugging Roc again. “For everything.”

“No problem,” he said. “I think our video will be a huge success.”

* * *

Six months later Roxanne and I were setting records for video views. We were one of the most popular homesteading couples on the Internet. Our video with Roc was also doing quite well.

I was sitting with Roxanne one afternoon around the campfire. We had just had sex, and I unfortunately couldn’t control myself. Roxanne was hotter than ever, glowing even.

Her phone chimed and she quickly answered it with an excited, “Hey there!”

When I heard the deep voice on the other end I knew it was Roc Stone.

“Hey, Roc,” Roxanne said. “We have a surprise.”

“Yeah? He said.

“Yep,” Roxanne said, she handed the phone to me so I could hold it up and show Roc our surprise.

Roxanne lifted her shirt, turned to the side, and smiled at the camera, showing off her well-developed round baby bump.

“Oh shit!” Roc said, laughing and smiling on the video chat. “Is that mine?”

“It has to be,” Roxanne said. “I never let Allen cum inside me.”

Roc continued to laugh. “I gotta come visit y’all soon.”

“Please do,” Roxanne said, taking the phone from me and blowing Roc a kiss.

“Hope that cuckold husband is ready?” Roc said.

“I always am.”

Roxanne squeezed my thigh and giggled. My cock started to stiffen.


Also by Crystal Red
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Superstar: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://books2read.com/u/mdweLl

My wife, Kara Lipson, is the hottest up-and-comer in country music. The busty blonde bombshell is a huge talent. She sings from the heart and loves her fans, but one simple video brings her dreams crashing down.

Out celebrating with friends, Kara is caught on camera drunkenly yelling a racial slur. Now her record contract and her path to fame and fortune are slipping away.

With the help of her manager, Kara and I start a new path to regain her fame. We will do whatever it takes.

Her manager sets up a solution, a naughty video to post to her social media to prove she is no racist.

It starts simple enough, but something awakens inside me while filming that scene. Kara feels it too. A feeling that takes us deep into the world of cuckolding, humiliation, and big black alpha males.

[image: Cruise: An Interracial Cuckold Story]

Cruise: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://books2read.com/u/b5Reyp

Ben and Steph do not have a lot of money. Burned out and stressed to the limit, the suburban couple need a getaway. But the cruise they are going on is unlike any other. It is a vacation where wimpy white husbands like Ben sit back and watch as their beautiful wives find new partners. Big, black, muscular, alpha male partners. Men that can truly satisfy all those gorgeous white wives.
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Contract: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://books2read.com/u/3nMjK8

Drew Green is on the cusp of doing something big.

Sports agents like him are always looking for the next big deal, the next player to become a legend in the pros, and Drew thinks he has found it with star linebacker Jerrick Wayne.

Drew knows the big black man will be picked first at the professional football draft, and with that first selection comes big money. And with a big fat commission Drew can buy his gorgeous blonde wife the penthouse apartment she deserves.

But what if Jerrick Wayne does not sign his contract?

Drew could lose it all.

He can not have that. So he and his wife, Ashlynn, set out to convince Jerrick to sign by taking him out on a private yacht and offering him something he can not refuse.
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