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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

(Two bestselling erotic writers return with another red-hot cuckold story!)

~ Stu ~

I don’t know how it happened, or why I agreed to it.

But now we can never go back.

My wife slept with the biggest rap star on the planet and I let it happen.

Can I keep on supporting her if it means this continues?

Can I really become her cuckold?

~ Colby ~

My world has changed so much in the past few weeks.

I’ve gone from a struggling actress to an overnight internet sensation.

And I’ve cuckolded my husband with my new black lover.

I had no idea what I was capable of, but now I’m all in on finding out.

Luckily, the men in my life are all in as well.

Looks like the sky’s the limit.


[image: ]

Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss

Click here to go to Andrea Martin’s Author Page

Click here to go to Lena White’s Author Page


Table of Contents

1

2

3

4

5

6

7


1

~ Stu ~

I am a cuckold.

I lie awake in the dead of night, next to my gently snoring wife, and stare at the dark ceiling. Those four words keep echoing through my mind on loop. I am a cuckold. A cuckold. I am married to a woman who had sex with another man. Colby fucked another man and I let her do it. My stomach churns with jealousy at the thought, but my erection just won’t quit. What the hell is wrong with me?

Less than twenty-four hours ago, I was a devoted husband with a faithful wife. She was an aspiring actress and I was the man supporting her dreams.

And then she got on stage with a world-famous young rapper and they danced in front of a wild crowd. He touched her body. She rubbed her ass into his bulging crotch. They kissed with hunger.

While I watched from the back of the room.

As if that wasn’t enough, she ditched me at the club and went to the afterparty with him. My wife was alone at a party with Darius “Big D” Williams, one of the hottest new music acts in a decade. I knew what was going down. She knew it, too.

So while I spent a restless night on the couch waiting for her to come home, my sweet, loving Colby was in bed with Big D. While I fought against sleep, expecting the door to open at any moment, she was getting fucked by his big, black cock. While I slumped on the couch and finally passed out with exhaustion, Colby was screaming his name.

I rub my tired eyes. Despite how utterly spent I feel, sleep still won’t claim me. All I can think about is what happened yesterday when she came home - and how I reacted.

Colby stood before me and peeled off her panties. I couldn’t help but notice how goddamn wet they were. Another man’s cum had stained my wife’s underwear. She had traveled across New York with someone else’s load spilling out of her used pussy. That knowledge made my cock throb twice as hard as it already was.

She climbed into my lap and grasped my aching penis and pressed the tip to her soaking cunt lips. I moaned at the feeling. So hot. So wet. Someone else had already been inside her. Someone else had already used her. Someone else had already filled her. And she was now giving herself back to me.

“I’m so sore right now, Stewart, but I’ll fuck you if you want me to. Do you want me, Stewart? Do you want to reclaim your hotwife?”

All I could do was nod in wonder. I had never seen her like this before. She seemed so wanton. So erotic. So lusty. The look in her eyes and the color in her cheeks and the way her hair and makeup were so messy sent waves of desire through me. I could feel the intense heat of her vagina washing over my yearning cock. I had known Colby for years and yet, at that moment, I didn’t know her at all.

Colby rubbed the head of my cock over her burning, wet slit and let out a gasping moan of need. She adjusted her position and slowly sank down on me, swallowing my cock with her warmth. I almost melted into the couch. Her pussy felt completely different this time, as though she was another woman. She wasn’t as tight as normal, but her heat burned hotter than ever. The most incredible part was that I could feel the slippery-sticky leftovers of her previous lover.

“Mmm, that’s so good,” she said in a lusty whisper.

She started to roll her hips in my lap. Even then, I knew I wouldn’t last long. After the long, restless night full of doubts and thoughts. After watching her dance with Big D on stage. After hearing that sultry lilt in her voice. I was never going to last long.

But then Colby leaned close to my ear and said something. A sentence that totally changed our lives.

“Darius wants me to come with him on tour, Stewart. And I want to go.”

All I could do was stare into her eyes, unable to hide my shock. She wasn’t just saying it. I could see in her eyes how badly she wanted to go. The thought of being away from home for months with Big D and his crew, the idea of sharing the stage with him, the fantasy of sharing a bed with him - these were driving her wild. She was more excited about that than having my cock inside her used and stretched pussy. She made a series of erotic, passionate moans and started to slowly ride me, her pussy gliding up and down my cock and leaving a gleaming trail of juice. Was it her creamy pussy or another man’s cum? That thought rocked me to my core and pushed me to the very edge.

“Can you imagine that, Stewart? Can you imagine me with Darius? Every. Single. Night.”

I moaned. Yes, I could imagine that. I could imagine my wife’s pale skin and his black hands and their bodies entwined. I could imagine the excitement on her face and the wicked grin on his lips. I could almost hear her impassioned groans and his masculine grunts.

The thoughts were as shocking as they were exciting. I couldn’t understand it. But I also couldn’t stop it. My manhood throbbed and I unloaded a thick spray of cum inside my wife, adding to the loads the Big D had planted there all night long.

Colby’s eyes widened and she gasped and cooed in wonder. She moaned in bliss and rolled her hips and squeezed her vagina around my pulsing cock, making me cum even harder. She leaned back and smiled and let the last of my climax pump inside her. We locked eyes. I had never seen her look so thrilled to receive my cum.

“Oh, Stewart… Mmm… I guess you liked that as much as I did, huh?”

And just like that, I went from a cuckolded husband to a willing participant in my humiliation. Since then, we haven’t spoken about what happened. It’s like we’ve reached a point of mutual understanding. Colby spends most of the next day recovering from her exhausting night. Every time I try to broach the subject of what happened with Big D, my courage fails and I back out. If I say the words out loud, that will make it real. If I admit that another man fucked my wife, it will become the truth.

So we talk about anything else. Anything and nothing. We hang out and have food and watch TV. Eventually Colby hits the sack early and I follow. But sleep doesn’t come.

Instead, I lie awake and stare at the ceiling, listening to her soft, deep breathing at my side. What is she thinking about now, I wonder? Is she dreaming about the other guy, the man who inserted himself into our marriage and stole her away for one night? The man who plans to take her on the road for God only knows how long? Colby’s contented sighs don’t give me any reassurance.

Eventually, I manage a few restless hours of sleep but wake up with the early morning light. Colby is still unconscious beside me. I rise and slip silently to the living room and turn on the TV. The first thing I see is a music video. A very familiar music video. My gut weighs like a lead ball. Big D caresses my wife’s nearly-naked body with sensual grace. According to the entertainment news update scrolling along the bottom of the screen, Big D’s new track is a global hit, trending in four countries and already topping the streaming charts. Which means that millions of people have seen this video. Millions of people have watched my wife grind her ass into his crotch.

I turn off the TV and make coffee. Just as the water bubbles to a boil, the bedroom door opens and Colby emerges, looking sleepy, but beautiful as ever. She stretches and walks over to me. We hug. I smell her hair. It smells like her again. Before - when we made love on the couch, when I reclaimed my hotwife - she had smelled of sex and sweat and another man. But now she smells like herself again, thank goodness.

“Morning, Stu.” She kisses my cheek.

I pour two cups of coffee, staying quiet. My stomach bubbles. If I don’t say something soon, it’s going to eat me alive. Colby looks at me with curious eyes. I take a deep breath.

“Morning, Colby. Look, can we…can we talk about what happened?

~ Colby ~

“Of course,” I tell my husband. He has every right to know what happened. Darius told me last night to expect a lot of questions. “What would you like to know?”

I wait in silence because it’s clear that he’s struggling to find the words. Finally, he looks away from me. “I guess I’m confused.”

“About what?”

“When you and I… When we were in the car last night, just before you got out to go into the club. I told you that I trusted you. Remember?”

“Of course,” I whispered.

“Well, when I said that, I didn’t mean…” He stops again and his eyes dart back and forth but he avoids looking at me. “I didn’t mean that I was okay with…” He finally looks at me. “I didn’t know you were going to sleep with him.”

My stomach drops. “Stewart, that’s not fair. I’d just told you that I wasn’t sure I wanted to do the show because I didn’t trust myself around Darius. I just told you that. And you said you trusted me. What was I supposed to think?”

“I just didn’t know that’s what you were going to do, Colby. I didn’t know.” He’s crying. I am, too. “I don’t know about this. I really don’t know.”

“So you didn’t want me to do the show? Because I thought I made it pretty clear what was going to happen, and you seemed okay with it. Why else would you say what you said, Stewart?”

He looks up and wipes his eyes with the back of his hand. “I didn’t want to tell you not to do the show and sabotage your career, Colby. I wasn’t going to say that to you. But I didn’t think I was giving you permission to sleep with him.”

“Really? You’re saying that to me now, after the fact, because you’re having second thoughts about this? That’s not fair, Stu. It’s just not fair.”

“I know it’s not, Colby, but it’s just so much. It’s too much.”

“It wasn’t last night, though, when you fucked me. Was it? Then it was just fine.”

“I was confused,” he says with a whine that makes my teeth hurt. “I was waiting for you and when you came home, finally, after being out all night, I was just…” He stops again and looks down. “I was just so confused.”

“So you want me to turn down Darius’s offer, is that it? Now that I’m on the verge of success, you want me to turn it down?”

“No, I really don’t want that,” he says without sounding like he means it. At all. “I just don’t want you to fuck him.”

“I don’t believe this,” I say mostly to myself. “I just can’t believe you’re doing this to me.”

“Can you go on tour with him and not fuck him? Isn’t that what most married women would do?”

It was my turn to roll my eyes. “No, not after last night, Stu. I don’t think I can just go on tour with him and tell him that last night was a one time thing. And I don’t think you want me to.” I turned to face him directly. “Ever since that billboard campaign started, all you’ve been telling me is how much you liked seeing other men look at my body. And when we watched the video that first time, you loved the way I looked with Darius, remember? Didn’t you?”

He nods but says nothing.

“And then when I told you that I didn’t think I could do the show without something happening between us, you said you trusted me. Why did you say that if it wasn’t true?”

“I don’t know,” he whispers.

I flop back against the sofa cushion and look up at the ceiling. “Are you worried I’m going to leave you for Darius? Is that it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“So when you said you trusted me, you were lying. Is that it?”

“No, not really. I just didn’t know how hard it would hit me after it happened.”

I reach for his hands and take them in mine. “But that’s just it, Stewart. I don’t love Darius and he’s certainly not interested in me. I’m just the white girl on the billboard to him. I’m just a fun little distraction, someone who looks good on stage and feels good in bed but he’s not interested in me. And I’m certainly not interested in him.”

“Why not? You could feel differently after you go on tour with him, and spend all that time with him. And fuck him every day. Like you said last night.”

“I was just saying that, Stewart. I thought you were getting off on it and I was just playing to your… I don’t even know what to call it. But he’s done this before with other married women, remember? This isn’t new for him. So he’ll have his fun and then he’ll forget all about me. Don’t you get it?”

“But doesn’t that make it even worse, Colby? Is that what you want, to be just another notch on his belt, another white wife, bedded and then discarded?”

“That’s one of the things that appeals to me, don’t you get it? I’ve always been the innocent young thing who wouldn’t dream of doing anything like this. Well, I like the idea that this one time, I’m anything but innocent. I’m being slutty, just like I was on stage and at the afterparty. I was so slutty that Darius took me to bed and fucked me like a tramp all night long, and I loved it. And you did, too. At least, you did this morning when I got home. You fucking loved it, so don’t try to tell me anything different now that you’ve had time to blame me for doing what you wanted me to do all along!”

Stewart looks broken and I wish I didn’t make him feel this way but he can’t have it both ways. And he can’t make me feel like I did this without his knowledge and approval. That’s just not fair. He’s trembling and crying again, and suddenly I feel like I’ve gone too far. Which isn’t fair either but what can I do? I had to say what I felt.

But I need to console him, that much is clear to me now that I’ve unloaded on him. If that’s even possible.

“Look, I think we both agree that going on tour with Darius will do wonders for my career, right? So if there’s any way I can go, I should go, right? But there’s no way I can do what I did on stage with him last night and then not do anything. You get that, right?” He nods. “But it’s just sex, Stewart. Great sex, mind blowing sex, but that’s all it is. I’m not in love with him and I never will be. I’m in love with you, and if you let me do this…” I stop, wondering if I should go on. I watch Stewart’s reaction but he’s just staring at me through watery eyes.

“If I let you do this…?” he prompts me.

I sigh and look up at the ceiling again. “I don’t know, Stewart. I already love you so much.”

“I love you too, Colby.” He smiles finally and I smile back at him.

“That’s the only thing that matters here, isn’t it?” I ask.

“It’s the biggest thing, yeah.”

“So, here’s what I propose. I’ll go with Darius. I think the first leg of the tour is supposed to last two months before we get a real break. I’ll call you every day and tell you what I’m doing. I’ll tell you everything, Stewart. Do you understand? Everything.” I look at him hard and he nods. “And if at any point you decide you can’t take it anymore, you just say the word and I’ll leave the tour, get on the next flight home, and that’ll be the end of it.”

“Do you think you can do that, Colby? Won’t they sue you for breach of contract or something?”

“I don’t have a contract yet, so I’ll make sure Bernard writes it into the contract, that I can quit at any time without them suing me.”

“You think Darius will agree to that?”

Finally, I feel like Stewart is getting to a place I can work with, the same place he was when I got home this morning. I smile and scoot closer and put my arms around his neck and kiss his ear. “I know he will, Stewart. After the other night, I know he wants me so bad that he’ll agree to whatever I ask for. The only question is, will you?”

“Will I what?”

“Will you let me go on tour with Darius, ‘Big D’ Williams, and let me dance with him on stage every night in front of thousands of people, and have him touch me, and hold me, and kiss me, and then, after everyone has gone home, let him fuck me with that big black cock of his, Stewart? Will you let me do all that?” I snuggle close and put my hand on his pants. He’s hard. Really hard.

“Okay, Colby.”
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~ Stu ~

I can't believe how easily I agree to go along with it. Maybe it's the excitement in Colby's face that makes my decision so easy. Maybe it's the aching strain in my groin. Or maybe - and I could never admit this, not to myself or say it aloud, not yet - the thought of my sweet, innocent, petite, slender white wife getting fucked like a whore by a big, powerful, dangerous rapper drives me fucking wild.

“You're sure?” She smiles but her eyes search my face. “No going back. No regrets. Once I make the deal, I have to at least start the tour.”

“I'm sure.” No hesitation. this time. Not even a hint of doubt.

Colby grasps my hardness, her hand now exploring me with sensual skill, as though she’s measuring me against her fingers. There’s a wicked, seductive gleam in her eyes now. That look makes my hard length pulse against my pants. She feels it.

“You know, Stewart, we didn’t really talk about what I did with him…”

“You told me the gist.”

“Is that what you want to hear? Just the gist?” She squeezes my rock-solid manhood, eyes gleaming with erotic intent. “Or do you want the details?”

The way she says that last word leaves me in no doubt that she intends to leave nothing out. All I can do is look into her sparkling eyes and return that naughty smile. Her fingers move to my zipper.

“What do you want to know, Stewart? Ask me anything. I’ll be as honest as I can.”

God, where to begin? There’s so much I want to ask. So many things I need to know. But my masculine brain immediately focuses on one particular aspect of her night with this man. Just one thing that I have to know, even though knowing it might break me.

“How big…” My voice fails me. The question lingers in the air between us, hanging like an albatross around my neck. But I don’t need to finish the sentence. Her eyes tell me that she knows exactly what I was going to say.

Colby nestles into me even closer, her lips brushing my neck, her warm breath flowing over my skin. She eases my zipper down and reaches inside. Her voice is low, soft, and husky as she says, “Do you want to know how big he was? Do you want to know how big and thick and long his cock was, Stu?”

My only answer is a breathless nod. Her skilled fingers part my shorts and bring my manhood out into view. It stands from my open zipper, tall and proud and pink and somehow absurdly obscene. Colby wraps her slender fingers around it and lets out a naughty groan of excitement.

“Are you sure? Because I will be honest. And you might not like it.”

“Tell me.” I’m as firm as I can be with all the blood rushing south, leaving me in a euphoric daze of lust. “Tell me everything.”

She smiles. “He was big.”

“How big?”

“Bigger than…”

She throws a glance down into my lap. Under any circumstances, hearing my wife confess that another man - a man she fucked all night long - has a bigger penis than me would probably break my heart. But now, with her cradled up to me, cupping my hard cock in her hands, whispering into my ear with a sensual tone, those words make me throb with desire. I moan for her. She gives a wicked smile, delighted at my response.

“How… how big?” I need to know. It doesn’t matter - not really, not in the grand scheme of things - but I need to know. The competitive masculine voice in my head needs total clarity on this point. I need to know how much better this other guy is compared to me. I need to know what my wife experienced in his bed.

Colby’s eyes gleam, either enjoying her captive audience or getting a thrill from the memory of Big D. She slides from the couch and kneels between my feet, her face and hands close to my throbbing pink cock.

“You see this?” She places one elbow next to my stiff manhood, using it to measure the length. My penis, at full mast, trembling with the energy coursing through it, reaches almost halfway up her forearm. She puts a finger on her arm, showing my size. “This is you.”

And then Colby moves her finger up, climbing the length of her forearm, inch by inch. She looks at my face. Her finger rises past my penis, first a few centimeters. Then an inch. Then halfway up her forearm. And still climbing. My jaw drops. She giggles. Finally her finger comes to a stop just below her wrist.

“And this is him.” Her voice drips with passion. “This is how big he was.”

“No…” I stare at her arm. My penis is utterly dwarfed by the comparison. This man must be almost twice my size. It’s nearly the length of her entire forearm, for God’s sake! “That can’t be possible.”

“Oh, it’s very possible, Stewart. You know how I know for sure? Because I measured it. I measured it just like this when I sucked it.”

She leans closer and extends her tongue and gently licks the sensitive head of my manhood. I groan, watching her delighted face.

“And it was thick too, oh my God. So thick. Like this.”

She holds my aching cock in one hand, first gripping it tight. Then she opens her fist until her fingers form a loose circle that barely touches me.

“Fuck.” I stare at her hand. Not only was this man so much longer than me, apparently he was also so thick that my wife’s fingers didn’t reach all the way around his shaft.

“We did, Stu. We did fuck. A lot. You want me to tell you how it went down?”

“Yes.” There is nothing else I could possibly say at this moment. I’ll go insane if I don’t hear the full, graphic story. “Everything. From the beginning.”

“We were making out the second we got in his car.” Her expression is one of absolute arousal. I’ve never seen her look so goddamned horny in my entire life. “His tongue was in my mouth before the driver turned on the engine. We couldn’t wait another second, it was like neither of us could control it any more. We made out in the backseat and his hands were all over my body. He loves my boobs. He loved sucking them.”

“I… I saw his car leave the lot.” I don’t want to interrupt her, but the memory returns to me in a flash. I was standing in the lot, waiting for her to emerge via the stage door, when the car roared away and onto the road. “It drove right past me.”

“Mmm, he was already playing with my breasts right then. How hot is that?”

My manhood throbs in response. She grasps it with a gentle touch and allows her hand to slowly glide up and down. Teasing but not stroking. Not yet.

“We were making out in the backseat for the whole drive. He kept swapping between kissing me and sucking my breasts and nipples. God, his mouth was so hot! And his lips - mmm…”

She pauses her storytelling and effortlessly slips out of her top, allowing me to gaze on those perky breasts. I can almost visualize Big D’s large, thick black lips locked onto her creamy, pale skin. I can almost see his tongue swirling around each strawberry-red nipple. I can almost hear her cooing moans of delight.

“We got to the party - it was in this huge Manhattan loft - and we started dancing in the middle of all these people. There were a lot of people there and they all knew what we were going to do. I think there was a DJ playing music and it seemed like a party, but everyone was there to fuck. All the women were groupies. I think I was the only white person there. I heard someone call me a snowbunny. You know what that means?”

I think so, but I shake my head.

“It’s a white girl who fucks black guys. I’m a snowbunny, Stu. I fuck black guys.”

Her hand squeezes my manhood and she strokes a little faster. She kisses the tip of my cock, tasting the bead of excitement gleaming there.

“And I could feel his huge cock pressing into me again, just like it did onstage. We danced for a while, but neither of us was thinking about the music. He kissed me again, or maybe I kissed him, I don’t remember. And then we went to an empty bedroom.”

“Oh my God.”

“As soon as he shut the door, we were ripping each other’s clothes off. There was no restraint. None at all. We had both been horny since the first time we danced together and that was hours before this, so we were all pent up and frustrated. I wish you could have seen my face when I saw his huge black cock for the first time, oh God…”

Colby leans forward and runs her soft, warm lips along my cock, almost giving me a blowjob, but not quite. The tease is driving me insane now, but I guess she doesn’t want to make me cum yet. Not until she tells me the full story.

“I begged him to let me suck it. It looked so amazing. So big and hard. All I could think about was seeing if I could even get my mouth around it. But he was too excited. He told me that we were gonna fuck first. He said he needed to fuck me. He needed my pussy.”

Now she lavishes my cock with her tongue, trailing it up and down my length from base to tip. I moan with erotic frustration. I need her pussy, too. So goddamn badly.

“I was already naked by this point. So I got on the bed and spread myself open for him. God, I was so fucking wet. It was like I’d rubbed lube into my pussy, but I hadn’t. I was so fucking horny for him, Stu. And his big, black cock.”

Finally, after god knows how long she’s teased me, Colby begins sucking my cock, working her mouth around the sensitive head while caressing the shaft with one hand. I let out the deepest, most passionate moan of my life. She looks at me the whole time, while bobbing her head up and down my lap, letting out slutty little gasps of air. I watch her suck my rock-hard cock with wild need for a few moments, before it becomes too intense and pressure begins to mount in my balls.

“And he fucked you? How did he fuck you?”

Colby lets my cock slide out of her warm mouth. It makes a wet pop on release that almost sends me over the edge. Her lips gleam with spit and her cheeks are flushed.

“He climbed on top of me. Do you want to fuck me like he fucked me?”

She moves and sits on the other seat of our tiny couch, turning to face me and parting her legs the same way she did the other night for him. I tear off my clothes as if they’re on fire and throw them aside. I grab her hips and pull her toward me. She giggles, loving my enthusiasm. Our couch might be a hell of a lot smaller than the bed she’s describing, but that doesn’t matter to either of us right now.

“Like this?”” My voice is urgent. Desperate.

“Yes.” Her eyes gleam. “I was a little scared because he was so goddamn big. I didn’t know if my pussy could take it. But I needed him so fucking bad, Stewart. Like you need me now.”

A small growl slips out of my mouth. Here I am, mounting my wife on the couch, mimicking the way another man fucked her in bed just a couple of nights ago. My cock has never been harder. I look at her and say, “Can’t believe he can find a condom that fits him.”

Her naughty smile widens. She giggles. My jaw drops.

“We didn’t use one.”

With that, I plunge forward and push my yearning cock inside her tight, swollen cunt and fuck her on the couch in a frenzy. She claws at my body, moaning in bliss, writhing beneath me, pushing back against my furious strokes, her thighs wrapping around my hips.

“Yes, Stewart! Oh, yes!”

“Like this?” My breath hisses through clenched teeth. “He fucked you like this?”

“Just like this!” Now she’s talking urgently, both trying to speak through overwhelming pleasure while also trying to tell me the rest of the story before I finish. And there isn’t long to go - we can both feel it. “I couldn’t take all of his cock at first! It was too fucking big for my tight pussy. He had to go slow until I could take all of him and then he started to fuck me really, really hard. Oh, fuck! Stewart, yes!”

She looks into my eyes. She grips the couch. Her face is flushed with passion.

“Are you gonna cum for me? Just like he came inside me?”

“Yes!” I’m fighting, fighting, fighting to hold on but it’s a losing battle. That familiar pressure bubbles up inside my gut. My balls swell, eager to release their sweet load. “Tell me how he came inside you!”

“He fucked me so hard for so long!” Her voice is almost shrill with ecstasy now. “He fucked me like he couldn’t get enough! And then he said - he said, I’m gonna cum inside your tight married pussy, and I begged him to do it! I begged him to cum inside my little white pussy and, and, and-”

With that, I erupt. My cock throbs and my balls contract and I shoot a thick, rich, warm load of cum deep inside my wife. Just like another man did. Only not as deep or as hard.

“Yes!” She moans in bliss, holding me tight, grinding her pussy into me, determined to milk my cock for every drop. “He came in me like this and he didn’t stop fucking me until he was empty…”

But I can’t hope to match his prowess. All I can do is hold still and shudder with all-consuming delight and spurt inside her yearning tunnel and feel her writhe with pleasure beneath me. Colby smiles, looking so beautiful in her post-coital glow. A wave of jealousy rears up inside me - another man got to see this side of her, too. And he probably saw an even better version of it than I have.

“It was like that, Stewart. And it was so good.”

I have no words to reply. I’m a little ashamed of myself for what just happened - helping her relive the night she made me a cuckold - but it also felt so goddamn good. What’s happening to me, I wonder?

“Can you imagine what it will be like on tour?” Her eyes gleam. “Every single night. A new city, a new stage, a new crowd, a new bed. Mmm, I can’t wait…”

“Me neither.”

~ Colby ~

The rest of the morning turns into a frenzy of activity for me as I have to pack one suitcase with enough clothes to last for two months. I’m pretty sure I’ll have to do some shopping along the way because there’s no way I can stretch my wardrobe that far but it’s out of my hands so I decide not to worry about it. I just pile everything I think I’ll need on the bed and then work to stuff as much of as I can into the biggest suitcase I own.

“Geez, I’m going to miss you, Colby,” Stu says as he watches me pack. “I can’t believe this is really happening.” I give him a look to make sure he’s not backsliding on me again like he did last night but he gives me a lopsided grin to let me know he’s trying at least. I ask him to take a look at the contract that my agent, Bernard, just emailed over to me, my phone dinging while I’m packing my makeup in the bathroom.

“I’m sending you my contract,” I call out to Stu.

“Already hammered it out?”

“Apparently. Would you take a look at it and make sure I can leave anytime I decide I’ve had enough with no penalties?”

“Sure thing, babe,” he says and I forward the email to him. “I don’t even know what they’re paying me.” I feel guilty admitting that but it’s true. I didn’t even ask what the going rate is for whatever I’m doing.

“Wow,” Stu says before he rushes into the bathroom. “They’re paying you $1500 for each performance and you’re scheduled to play like over 30 times in two months, babe. Doesn’t that seem like a lot?”

“I have no idea, Stu. What does that work out to?”

“Almost $50 grand for two months' work, Colby. And that’s just the first leg of the tour. They’ve got two more legs scheduled after a break. Shit, I had no idea you’d be paid like that.”

“I guess I’m worth it,” I say, without trying to rub his nose in it.

“And there’s a performance bonus as well, but no mention of how it works or how much you can get paid.”

“Stewart, focus, please. Is there anything about a penalty if I don’t finish the first leg of the tour?”

He reads on his phone for a few long seconds until he finally finds it. “Yeah, here it is. It says you get paid for every show you complete but there’s no penalty if you leave the tour at any time. Just like you asked for, babe.”

“Good.” I’ve got all my makeup packed so it's time to go. “I have to get going, Stu. Are we still okay with this?” I cringe as I ask but he doesn’t flinch.

“I’m good, Colby. I’ll miss you something fierce but as long as you call me every night, I’ll be okay. I think.” He grins again, almost but not quite pathetically. I’ll assume he’s joking. Sort of.

“Good. I love you, Stewart. Always remember that I love you, okay?”

“Okay, Colby. I love you, too.”

“I know you do.” I kiss him hard and fast and then I’m out the door.

The cab drops me at the Port Authority where the tour bus is waiting for everyone. I’m a mess, wondering if I’m making a huge mistake by doing this but as soon as I spot Darius, my mood changes completely. I can’t believe how big an impact he’s having on me already, not only sexually but professionally as well. If this tour goes well, it could be really good for my career. I don’t dwell on how much I’m looking forward to being with him beyond being on stage – I can’t go there right now. I just can’t.

“Hey there, Colby,” he says with a big smile when he sees me walking toward him, my suitcase in tow. “Now that you’re here, we can get this show on the road.”

“Am I late?” I ask, suddenly mortified.

“Nah, I just don’t need anyone else on the bus besides you, babe.” He winks at me and I’m sure I’m turning fifteen shades of red right in front of everyone on the bus. I look around and see a couple of the black backup dancers exchange looks. I decide right then and there to nip this in the bud.

“Hey, Darius,” I whisper as I sidle up to him. “Could you go easy on the comments like that? I feel like I’ve already got a target on my back being the only white woman in the show.”

He gives me a sidelong look before he smiles and nods. “Sure thing, Colby. But if anyone gives you any shit about anything, you let me know, okay? I ain’t gonna tolerate no disrespect.”

“Thanks, Darius.” I smile and touch his arm, which sends a thrill right to my pussy. God, how am I going to last two months with this man? I hand my suitcase to the bus driver, also black, and climb onto the bus behind the two dancers who were giving me the stink eye. They ignore me pointedly and I decide I should probably avoid the back of the bus where I’m sure all the cool kids sit, just like it was in junior high. The front seat behind the driver is empty so I slide into the window seat and pull out my phone to text Stu.

~ I’m on the bus and ready to head to Philly ~

I wait for the blue bubbles to appear and they do almost immediately.

~ Miss you already, babe ~

I get a little annoyed that he refers to me with the same nickname as Darius did but then I chide myself for being petty. I just don’t remember Stu calling me ‘babe’ before although I’m pretty sure he has.

The back of the bus is already raucous as I settle in for the relatively short ride south on New Jersey Turnpike and wonder what today and especially tonight will be like for me. We’ve got a show scheduled almost every other day with two and sometimes three on the weekends, so grueling is the word that comes to mind, although for me it’s not going to be all that strenuous. I just dance my way through our big song and then reappear for the encore, which is nothing, really. I’m still digesting the fact that I’m getting paid so much money for so little work.

“Hey, Colby,” Darius says as he climbs on the bus. “What you doing up here in the cheap seats, girl? Come on, we’re going back to where the fun is at.” He offers me his hand and I reluctantly take it just to stand up, but he doesn’t let it go and we walk down the aisle like a couple of teens on a date, which brings a few more looks from the all-black members of the crew. I try to keep my eyes on the back of Darius’s head so I don’t have to look anyone in the eyes.

“Hey, Shaquana,” Darius yells at one of the dancers. “I want you to get Colby here into a couple more numbers,” he says while continuing to hold my hand. “Work on something for me.” He continues down the aisle and I keep my head down, feeling the heat of Shaquana’s gaze and several other of the dancers burning a hole in the back of my head. We get to the back of the bus and sure enough, the whole back row is empty, as if it’s reserved for the coolest dude on the bus, which of course it is.

“I won’t expect you to do anything new tonight so don’t look so worried, Colby. But I’ve got some ideas about where we can showcase your, uh, talents.” He gives me a smile that sends shivers down my spine but I feel like we’re just getting started and already I’m going to be seen as an intruder by the dancers who see me for what I really am - eye candy.

I slide into the rear seat and all the way over to the window in an obvious attempt to disappear, but Darius doesn’t seem to notice. He’s talking with the members of the crew and laughing about something I didn’t hear which is fine with me. I’m a fish so out of water I’m not sure I’m going to make it to the end of the week, never mind the end of the first leg of the tour.

After the bus pulls away from the PA and a few minutes of staring out the window at the bumper to bumper traffic, I sense someone sitting down next to me on the back seat. I turn, expecting it to be Darius but it’s not. It’s one of the dancers.

“Hey, Colby,” she says with a dour face but without any obvious animosity. “I’m Shaquana.” She offers to shake my hand which I do. “So, we gotta get you into at least two more numbers according to the man, so tell me. What can you do?” She just stares at me with a blank look as I must be coming across as a complete idiot until she laughs and leans over to pat my knee. “I’m just messing with you, girl. We gonna be fine, you and me. We gotta make the man happy cause if he ain’t happy, we all goin’ home early, you feel me?” She rolls her eyes and laughs again. “And you gotta toughen up a lil bit, girl, or you ain’t gonna make it, you know what I’m sayin’?”

I nod and try to smile but she’s intimidating as all get out. “I’m not much of a dancer, though.”

“Oh, that much was clear the other night, girl. But we’ll put something together for you to do, and you’ll be fine, I promise.” She looks up the aisle at where Darius is holding court with a big part of the crew and then she looks back at me. “And don’t let nobody give you a hard time about Big D, you hear me?”

I just nod and smile, not really knowing what she means. She pats my knee again and slides out of the seat to move up to where everyone is laughing and yelling at each other as the bus makes its way toward the Lincoln Tunnel. I look out the window again and settle in for a lonely ride.

But suddenly, just as the bus enters the tunnel and the world goes dark, Darius appears next to me. I smile and he slides close. “You okay?” he asks as the bus engine roars and we pick up a little speed.

“I’m fine, just a little overwhelmed, I guess.” I smile again and he leans over to kiss me. I’m not sure this is a good idea but I have nowhere to go so I let him kiss me but I don’t kiss him back. He stops and leans back, his eyes questioning my reaction. “And this isn’t helping.”

“Colby,” he says. “Everyone on the bus was at the party the other night. They know the score. Ain’t no reason to be shy about it.”

I almost want to cry. “Really? Don’t they all resent me?”

“Who cares? I’m the only one that matters and they all know it. And if I say you’re with me, then fuck it, you’re with me. You understand?” He reaches for me and puts his hand on the back of my neck to pull me toward him. He kisses me hard, and deeply, his tongue wrapping itself around mine and I almost melt. He’s such a good kisser and the bus is dark so I kiss him back this time. He slides closer and presses his body against mine, then his hand goes to my breast and he feels me up. I try to pull away from him but he doesn’t let me. I don’t want him to really, but I’m feeling so uncomfortable about how this looks and what everyone will think about me.

Finally, he stops kissing me and leans close to my ear. “Know this, Colby. For the next two months, you’re mine. All mine, you understand? It don’t matter what anyone else thinks, not to me. You got that?” I lean back and look at him. He’s so serious it sends a chill through me.

“I said, you got that?” he growls and I nod. “Good.”
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~ Stu ~

So here I am. Alone. In my tiny apartment, surrounded by nothing but memories. I should put on that song, All By Myself and eat ice cream and weep uncontrollably at my sudden change in fortune. Or I should down half a bottle of tequila and pass out on the floor. Or I should do something, anything, to try and distract myself from the fact that I’ve allowed my wife to go on a cross-country tour with a highly successful black rapper with the explicit knowledge that they will be having sex and there’s not a damn thing I can do about it.

Why does that thought make my cock throb? And why does it thrill and horrify me at the same time?

I pace around the small apartment and try to think of things to do, anything that might occupy my wild and unfocused mind. After maybe thirty minutes, my phone buzzes. It's a message from Colby to say she's on the bus. I reply and tell her how much I'm missing her. It's true. I feel weirdly unbalanced right now, as if I'm missing a limb or something. Sure, I'm used to being in the apartment on my own, but this is totally different. It's not like Colby is on her way home from an audition or coming back after work. She's gone. And she'll stay gone for this leg of the tour. She's beyond me now and there's nothing I can do about it.

That thought also makes my cock twitch.

After a few restless hours, I force myself to stop nervously pacing and checking my phone, instead choosing to sit down in front of the TV. I stare at the screen for a while and let it wash over me, watching some bland sitcom roll past.  Eventually, I grab the remote and fire up Youtube.

I am immediately greeted with the last thing I watched on here: Big D’s music video. I stare at the thumbnail image for a minute, at the rap star himself. The man who stole my wife for a night. The man who corrupted my innocent wife and turned me into… this.

Although that's not quite true, is it? Nobody forced me to let her go through with it. I was the one who wanted to share her with the world, after all. Maybe I didn't intend to share her quite so literally as this, but that's out of my hands. A monkey’s paw wish, if there ever was one.

I pull my eyes away from the thumbnail image of the man who is going to spend the next few months conquering my wife and see the current number of views. My jaw drops.

Almost one hundred million people have watched this video. Almost one hundred million people have seen my wife grind her body against Big D's. Almost one hundred million people have witnessed the prelude to my cuckolding.

And I cannot hide how much that thought excites me. My cock is at full mast already, begging and pleading for attention. I guess there's no reason why I need to ignore it, is there? Nobody is going to stop me.

I hit play and watch the video from start to finish. I remove my pants and shorts and stroke slowly, watching Darius Williams - younger than me, richer than me, more endowed than me - run his hands all over my gorgeous wife. I watch their bodies bump and grind and gyrate together in a borderline-pornographic display of animalistic lust. I think about the near-hundred million people all around the world who have watched this video as well. A worldwide audience to my cuckolding.

The video ends before I finish, so I wind it back to the best part - Colby’s arrival - and go again. I make it through the video three more times while gently bringing myself to the edge, but never quite spilling over.

But, in the end, I can't stop myself. I climax in blissful frenzy, watching Colby give herself to this young, black stud. Her voice echoes in my ears, telling me how good it felt to get fucked by that big black cock. How much she loved being his whore. How hard she came for him.

A wave of post-nut clarity hits and I turn off the TV in disgust and take a shower to cleanse my soul. It doesn't work. I'm still a cuckold husband.

I don't hear anything from Colby until much, much later that evening. I'm in bed, trying to relax and rest for the new work week. My phone buzzes with a picture message. I open it up to see a selfie from Colby, smiling into the camera, backstage at tonight's show. I can tell from the thin straps over her shoulders that she's already in her bikini for the big number. I see a few unfamiliar crew members behind her - all black, naturally - but my eyes are fixed on her beautiful face, freshly made up and ready to hit the stage.

Another message follows.

~ Show’s about to start! Wish me luck ~

I type out my usual reply - Break a leg - but stop myself. That doesn't seem appropriate.  That's something you say to an actor before a performance, but Colby is not acting. Not when she's out there with Big D. Instead, I write, Knock ‘em dead and hit send. She sees the message and responds with a little heart emoji.

I place my phone on the nightstand and try not to think about what my wife might be doing at this precise moment in time. No matter how much I try to force it, sleep won't come. All I can think about is Colby. And Big D. And their bodies, melding and connecting and entwining.

My bulging erection makes sleep impossible. I stop trying and instead enjoy another slow, methodical one-on-one session with myself. It's even better than the last time.

Finally, just before midnight, I get another picture message from my wife. If the previous picture was the ‘before’ image, this is definitely the ‘after’ shot. This is another selfie, but she's not alone. Big D is shirtless, standing at her side, one arm around her shoulders, his lips stretched into a sneering grin. She beams into the camera. Their bodies are slick and shiny with sweat. She wears a flimsy bikini that looks so small it could be painted onto her pale skin. My heart swells at the image.

She follows this with another message.

~ We killed it out there! Best night ever! Time to party! ~

I respond with a heart emoji and turn my phone on silent and try to sleep. It doesn't work. Once again, all I can think about is them together at that party.

Around one in the morning, I give in to my base urges and jerk off one more time, before finally falling into a sleep clouded with intense and erotic dreams.

~ Colby ~

The bus ride to Philly is just weird, there’s no other word for it. I spend most of my time looking out the window, counting the cars on the New Jersey Turnpike, while Darius bounces back and forth between talking to the members of his crew and coming back to make out with me in the back seat. It’s thrilling, embarrassing, boring, and everything in between for the almost three hours it takes to get to the City of Brotherly Love. Jokes about the city’s nickname are being bandied about the whole way down and I can’t tell if they’re directed at me or not. What I do know is that I’m not going to say a word to Darius about it.

When we arrive in South Philly and pull up to the hotel we’re staying at, I’m excited and dismayed in almost equal measure. It’s my first professional road trip so I’m really looking forward to seeing how everything works, but it’s also in a decidedly sketchy part of the city from what I can see of the street and the hotel lobby, which is a little run down and everyone behind the counter is black, just like at the venue in New York. I’ve got to get used to being the only white girl – the only white person – around but it’s going to take a while, that’s for sure.

“We got a few hours before we head to the theater for a sound check,” Darius says to me as we’re checking in and I’m sure I see a few looks and hear at least one snicker upon receiving that info. He grabs my hand and leads me upstairs as soon as he gets the key to our room – I can only assume it’s our room key – and before I know it we’re naked and he’s tossing me on the bed as if he owns me. Which, I can also only assume, he believes he does for the next two months. I’m already excited from all the making out we did on the bus so I’ve got no problem with his urgent need for me – I feel like I’ve been wet since the bus entered the Lincoln Tunnel. I giggle to myself at the symbolism but Darius doesn’t notice. He’s too busy fucking me.

“Fuck, this is the way to travel,” he says after he empties his balls into my dripping pussy. I’m panting from the suddenness of his need for me and wondering if I’m going to be the butt of even more jokes and eyerolls from the crew when he rolls off of me and sits up. “You good, Colby? You want me to, you know…?” He gives me a look that confuses me.

“No, what?” I ask as I prop myself up on my elbow.

“Well, I know you didn’t cum. You want to?”

“No, I’m okay,” I tell him and he nods and smiles.

“Just let me know if I’m being a dick about that,” he says when he stands up and heads toward the bathroom. “I never know what’s expected, and all.”

“Have you ever had a girlfriend, Darius?” I call out from the bed when he slips into the bathroom. I hear him peeing and frown that he left the door open even though I can’t see him. I guess he’s feeling really comfortable with me, I just don’t know if that's a good thing or a bad thing.

“Not really,” he calls out as he flushes the toilet. “I saw some girls in high school for a few weeks at a time, but ever since I got into the music business, it’s been nothing but one night stands and groupies after the shows.” He comes out of the bathroom and stands before me as uninhibited as a man can be. Even my husband doesn’t act so nonchalant about his nakedness and I’ve known Darius for all of a week. I wonder briefly how things might be a month or two from now - if I’m still on tour with him.

“Do you get groupies throwing themselves at you after every show?” I ask, wondering if I really want to know.

“Fuck, Colby. You wouldn't believe the shit I see.” He laughs, more to himself than anything. “I asked Marchand, the head of my security team, how many pairs of panties he gets on average after a performance. Guess what he said.” He looks at me like a little kid at Christmas.

“I have no earthly idea, Darius.” I’m stunned that we’re even having this conversation, even though I brought it up in the first place, a mistake I promise myself I’ll never make again. But he doesn’t get the hint I thought I made plain.

“Two dozen, every damn night.” He laughs. “You believe that shit? I mean, what the fuck?”

“So, you have a different woman after every show?” I ask, allowing my dismay to come through loud and clear. Which he finally realizes. Finally. 

“Well, that’s the way it’s been, Colby. But now that you’re here, we won’t be doing any more of that shit,” he says with what passes for embarrassment in his world. “We cool?”

“Sure, Darius. We’re cool.” I try not to make too big a deal out of it but I don’t want there to be any misunderstandings, either. “If you need me to get my own room though…” I give him a look and he comes to sit next to me on the bed.

“Naw, that’s not gonna happen, Colby. I’m good with this arrangement until we get back to New York, long as you are, too.”

I give him a long look. “Would have been nice to have been asked, Darius.”

He looks surprised, then chagrined. “Yeah, that’s fair. Sorry, Colby. It won’t happen again.” He stands and almost walks away but then turns. “You are okay with this, though, right? You’re staying with me. We’re good?”

“We’re good, Darius.”

After another lovemaking session, one in which I came which was nice, we head downstairs and over to the theater. We’ll be playing the same venue for two nights in a row, so Darius is especially focused on getting the acoustics just right, leaving me to entertain myself for as long as it takes. I track Shaquana down to talk about what she’s got planned for me if I’m supposed to start dancing in some of the other numbers. I find her in a small studio in the back with the other dancers. When I walk into the room, she looks my way and smiles but no one else does.

“Hey, Colby,” she says after she tells the others to take five. “So, I talked to Big D about what he’s thinking…” She gives me a look that I can’t really decipher. “And he told me he wants you to just join in with us onstage and try to fit in.”

I stare at her, not knowing what she means. Some of the other girls are snickering and looking anywhere but at me. “What’s that?” I ask, my words almost getting stuck in my throat.

“He wants you to just slide into our routine and try to follow along,” she explains while trying really hard not to laugh at me, I can tell.

“I’ll come off looking like a fool, Shaquana,” I whine. “How’s that going to help the show?”

“Only at first, Colby,” she counters. “I’ve seen you dancing with Big D and you got some moves. You’ll pick it up soon enough.”

“And be a laughing stock until I do.”

She frowns but I can tell she’s just placating me. “Well, talk to the man if you want, but once D makes up his mind about anything, there’s no changing it, in my experience.”

I look at the other girls who are still ignoring Shaquana and me. “How many numbers am I supposed to do this?”

She gives me a look and then leans close. “All of them, Colby.”

As expected, I’m lost throughout the entire show. I keep trying to follow along as the girls do their routines behind Darius but I’m lost and it’s obvious to everyone that I don’t belong. I skip the last two numbers but reappear for the encore of our regular song. It’s a huge relief to be dancing with Darius after making a fool of myself, but he’s different. When we danced together the first time at the beginning of the show, he wasn’t that much different than during the show we did in Harlem. But for the encore, he’s rougher, more aggressive with me, pawing my body to the point where he’s almost assaulting me. Almost. And his demeanor is different, as well. He acts as if he’s pissed with me, and takes out his anger by manhandling my body. It’s shocking, almost too much, but hot as hell all at the same time. The crowd, however, loves it beyond all expectations.

After the show ends and we take our bows, I look at Darius for some sort of explanation about what just happened. He takes my hand instead and drags me to his dressing room where he closes the door and glares at me.

“What happened to you in the last two numbers, Colby? Where the fuck were you?”

I’m blown away. “I was terrible, Darius. I couldn’t do it.”

“I told Shaquana that I wanted you in every number, Colby. And she told you, didn’t she?”

I nod but my tears are flowing.

“Then where the fuck were you?”

“I was too embarrassed, Darius. I was making a fool of myself.”

“That’s the fucking point, Colby. I want you to look like you don’t know what the fuck you’re doing. That’s what I want and that’s what you’re going to do, understand?”

I nod again, but I’m a blubbering mess. “Yes, Darius.”

“Now get on your fucking knees, bitch.”
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~ Stu ~

I don’t hear from my wife for two whole days. Sure, I get the occasional text message or selfie as she’s getting ready - even a snap of the view of a particularly grimy-looking part of Philadelphia from her hotel window - but I don’t hear her voice for two long, long days. All I can do is go to work and try to put all my doubts and worries - and that nagging, gnawing sense of arousal - out of my mind. At the end of every work day, I stand beneath her billboard and look up at her gorgeous picture. For the first time since it was erected months ago, I don’t feel that sensation of pride in my gut, only a strange heavy loss. Have I made a terrible mistake in pushing Colby to do this? After all, she was reluctant to go on stage to begin with; I was the one who insisted that it would be a boost for her career. Well, it was a boost, all right. She’s making serious dough acting as a dancer for Big D, but is it worth putting our marriage, our life together, at risk? Right now, I honestly don’t know.

Mercifully, Colby calls just as I’m preparing dinner. I almost drop the phone in my haste to answer and hear her voice.

“Hey, baby!”

Colby lets out an audible sigh of relief. “Hi, Stu. I miss you.”

“I miss you too, babe. How’s… uh…”

I can’t find the right question to ask. How’s your lover? How’s it going, fucking another man? How’s his cock? None of them are appropriate, but they all rise to the forefront of my mind.

“The tour? It’s, um… I don’t know.”

My heart skips a beat - both in delight that she might want to come home so soon and shock that she’s ready to throw in the towel already.

“Is it going badly?”

“No, no. Nothing like that. We’ve played sold out shows back-to-back-to-back, and the rest of the tickets for this week are going fast. The crowds are, well they’re amazing, I’ve never seen anything like it.”

I sense hesitation in her tone and prompt her. “But?”

“But… You know how I’m not a dancer?”

“Could have fooled me. You got moves.”

My attempt at levity doesn’t land. She sounds the same as before. “No, I don’t. All I can do is shake my ass and grind up against him. I’ve got no rhythm, no timing, even my hips don’t sway like the other girls.”

“Hey, hey, come on-”

“I don’t know why, but Darius keeps insisting that I join his other dancers for every song. Every single one! They look great and they move so well and I feel like a sack of meat in the breeze. It’s humiliating!”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, babe. You’ll pick it up, I’m sure. It’s like learning lines, right? You have to keep at it. If anyone can do this-”

“But I can’t!”

I can hear the frustration in her voice now and it sounds like she’s pacing around somewhere. There’s a faint echo in the background. She keeps talking, not giving me a moment to interrupt.

“I can’t do it! I know it, they all know it! You should see the looks the other girls give me backstage, it’s like I’m stinking up the entire stage! God, I feel so stupid out there, so fucking stupid! It’s embarrassing!”

“It can’t be that bad-”

“Oh, you think? Last night I was a full move behind everyone else! I had to try to hide behind some of the lights, I almost cried onstage!”

I rub my head, distraught that my wife is going through this and I can’t even throw my arms around her. All I can do is provide moral support.

“Babe, I’m so sorry. What does Big D think about all this?”

She makes a derisive noise. “He likes it. I told him last night how I felt and you know what he said? He said that’s how he wanted it. You hear that? He wants me looking like an idiot on stage.”

“Come on, maybe he just-”

But she continues as if I haven’t spoken.

“Honest to God, I think Darius has never had a woman for more than a couple of nights! He seems to enjoy humiliating me. It’s like the more ashamed I feel, the more he gets off on it.”

“What do you mean?”

“After I complained about it, he-”

She suddenly stops speaking, as though catching herself.

“What? What happened?”

“I, uh… Maybe I shouldn’t say.”

Colby’s sudden shyness surprises me. She hasn’t refrained from telling me every intimate detail of her experiences so far. Maybe she’s worried about members of the crew overhearing her?

“Why not?”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

I steel myself before replying. “Yes. I never want you to keep any secrets from me, especially about this.”

From the other end of the line, I hear the sound of a door clicking shut. She must be trying to get some privacy. After a few moments of silence - in which I can almost see her taking a breath - she answers.

“He was different with me. Rougher. Like he got turned on by humiliating me.”

“What are you saying? Did he hurt you?”

“No, no, nothing like that.”

“Didn’t you like it?”

“No. I loved it.”

“Then what?”

“It’s hard to explain. Before, up until now, we’ve been equals, if that makes sense. Now, it’s like, I don’t know, he’ll take control if I’ve upset him. Does that make any sense?”

“In what way?” I can’t believe I’m pressing for more details. Do I really want to know this? The swelling bulge in my pants says, yes.

“I skipped out on two songs yesterday because I was so embarrassed and he was pissed. I mean, really pissed. I’ve never seen him angry before. And even though I was crying and trying to explain how I felt, he pulled me into the dressing room and ordered me to get on my knees.”

My bulge pulses at those words. I force myself to keep that same tone of concern. “Really? Right there in the backstage area?”

“Yeah. It was like he needed to teach me a lesson or something. My makeup was ruined and my face was a mess, but he didn’t stop.”

“And you… you liked it.”

Her voice falls quiet, almost ashamed. “I couldn’t help it. He was so different. I swear, it’s not something I normally like, but thank God he’s-”

Again, she stops herself mid-sentence, as though worried to say more. I prompt her.

“He’s what?”

She takes a breath. “Thank God he’s good. That’s what I was going to say.”

A heavy silence falls between us. That feeling of loss wells up in my gut again. She’s miles and miles away from me and there’s nothing I can do. The rational part of my mind tells me to drive my ass over there and take her home tonight. But I could never do that to her. All I can do is try to find the right words to comfort her.

“Babe, I know all this is crazy and it’s not something you’ve ever done before. But I believe in you. Look at it like this: you’re an actress and this is your role. You’re playing a woman learning to dance. That’s the character. You can play that character, right? At least for a little while?”

She’s quiet for a moment. Maybe considering what I’m saying. Maybe trying to imagine herself playing this character. Finally, she says, “I guess so. For a little while. But it’s humiliating.”

“I know, but it’s not humiliating to you, is it? Only to your character.”

She lets out a small laugh, but it’s enough. I know that I’ve gotten through to her and managed to take the edge off.

“Thank you, Stewart. God, I love you so much.”

“I love you too. I miss you, I really do. Where does your tour go next?”

“We’re in Philly for a couple more shows around town and then-”

She cuts off, but this time I hear something else behind her. The sound of a door opening. A distant, muffled voice. It sounds like Colby’s trying to cover the phone with her hand but does a bad job.

“Darius? Sorry, I was just calling my husband. Is it time for rehearsal?”

I can’t hear what Darius says in reply, only the low sound of his voice getting louder as he draws closer to the phone.

“Right - right now?” Colby sounds nervous again.

Now I hear Darious with perfect clarity. “Gimme dat phone. I’ll talk to your man. You do what I say. Yo, who dis?”

I suddenly stand bolt upright. I’ve seen this man before, but only at a distance. I’ve heard his voice a hundred times through my headphones and while watching his music video. But I’ve never spoken to him in person before.

“Uh, hello? My name is Stewart. Call me Stu.”

“Yo, Stu,” he says, almost sneering my name. “Dis Big D in the house.”

“Hello Mister D.” I can’t stop myself from saying the words, even though they’re so goddamned stupid. “I gotta thank you for giving my wife a role in your show, we’re both-”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. I couldn’t say no to a piece of ass like Colby, could I? Besides, white bitches look so good on my cock, know’wum’sayin’?”

I swallow hard. I had not expected him to be so - I don’t know - aggressive about this arrangement. It almost sounds like he’s gloating about taking my wife away.

“I, uh, I can imagine. Um, good luck tonight. Can I speak to Colby?”

He laughs down the phone. I can picture his face wearing a cruel, mocking expression. He says, “No, cuz. Yo’ wife’s busy right now. Especially her mouth, you dig?”

“Oh fuck…”

“Aw, we gonna do that too. But not before the show. That’s for the afterparty. Come on, bitch, suck it. You can take more than that.”

I gasp and end the call and stare at the phone as though it’s suddenly burning my hand. That motherfucking son of a bitch. I never in a million years thought he would rub in my face so openly like that. What  the hell is his problem? Now I understand what Colby meant about him being different when he took control.

And now all I can think about is my wife, kneeling on the floor of some room backstage at a Philly concert hall, her soft pink lips wrapped around his big, black cock, pumping back and forth while he leers at her with triumph in his eyes. Maybe she’s making little gagging moans. Maybe he’s telling her to keep going and encouraging her to take the whole length in her throat. Is she using her hands at the same time? Is she caressing his full and swollen black balls, determined to release his sweet nectar?

“Fuck!”

I toss my phone on the couch and pace around the room. All thoughts of making dinner are long forgotten now. I can’t do anything.

After about ten or fifteen minutes, I finally calm down enough to think straight. I need to talk to someone about this, but who? I wouldn’t want to admit this to my family or my co-workers. Hell, my friends will probably crack jokes about this until the end of time. There must be someplace I can talk to a person who understands what I’m going through.

I sit on the couch and grab my laptop from under a small coffee table and fire it up. After a few minutes, I’m searching the web for people in a similar situation. To my surprise, there are a lot of sites built for my exact dilemma. Chat rooms, discussions pages, forum boards, the works. I guess the internet is where guys like me go to hang out. I browse a few pages until I find one that seems suitable. It’s anonymous - thank God! - but there are discussion pages broken down by geographical location. I open up one for people based in New York. The page is reasonably active, with several people online right now.

It takes me a few minutes to muster up the courage, but I finally enter a room titled “Newbie Cuckolds Welcome!” and read the last few posts by other anonymous users. Men in this very city whose wives also have sex with other people. I read messages from other newcomers and the responses from wise veterans. Eventually, I open up the message window and type the words that I’ve never been able to say out loud.

~ Hi. I’m a cuckold. ~

~ Colby ~

I can barely pay attention to Darius’s phone conversation with Stewart as he keeps jamming his cock deep into my throat while they talk. I do notice, however, when he tosses the phone, my phone, on the table next to where he’s standing. It clatters noisily but my near-inability to breathe is top of mind for me.

“Fuck, Colby,” Darius says to me as he withdraws his rigid, dripping member long enough for me to gasp and sputter. “I’ve been fucking white sluts for years but I never realized how much fun it is to use them while I’m talking to their limp-dicked, cuckold husbands. This is new for me and I fucking love it.”

I just look at him, coughing and breathing. He slaps his wet cock on my cheek while holding my hair with his other hand and I wince. He’s not hurting me at all but it’s so degrading I can’t believe it. And I can’t believe how much I like it.

“You listenin’ to me, bitch? You hear what I’m telling you?” He growls with a predatory smile.

“Yes, Darius,” I manage to respond.

“You’re lovin’ it too, ain’t you?” he sneers. “Okay, finish me off so we can get to rehearsal. I want to make sure you’re in top form tonight.”

I can’t even imagine what he means by ‘top form’ but I have no time to think about it as he jams his cock down my throat again. I’m pressing my hands against his thighs but to no avail – he’s stronger than he looks, stronger than me for sure, and I don’t really want him to stop, anyway. I’m just pushing back because I feel as if that’s what he expects from me, to act as if he’s forcing himself on me even though he’s not. Not at all.

Why do I love this so much?

“Oh, fuck,” he grunts just before he empties himself in my throat. I’ve never been so humiliated as I choke and retch but he’s got me firmly held so I just take it until he lets me go and I collapse on the grimy floor in the back room of the theater. I’m a mess, I’m sure. My eyes are watering which I’m sure has ruined my makeup and my hair must be a fright after how he used it to control me. Which won’t matter to him in the least but everyone in the crew will know for a certainty what just happened, no doubt whatsoever about that. I can’t believe I’m letting this happen but I am. God help me, I am.

As I’m sitting on the floor, trying to catch my breath, there’s a knock at the door. I glance up at Darius and plead with my eyes for him not to answer it.

“Dee?” Marchand says from the other side of the door. “You ready to go?”

“Come on in, man,” Darius says with a wicked smile at me. I cower and look away as the door opens and the head of our security team steps into the room.

“Uh, everything okay, boss?” he asks. I cough again, still trying to clear my throat while wishing I could magically disappear between the cracks in the ancient floorboards as I hear Darius buckling his belt.

“Everything’s great, Marchand. Hey, I was telling Colby here just last night about all the panties I get at every damn show. That still happening?” I can hear Darius’s smile in his tone even without looking at him. “How many did we get last night, big man?”

“Uh, same as usual, Dee. About thirty or so.”

“See? What’d I tell you, Colby. It’s fucking ridiculous but there it is.”

“You still don’t want to see any of them, right boss?” Marchand asks tentatively.

“Yeah,” Darius says with a sad-sack voice. “It’s a fucking waste but I’m gonna stick with this bitch for the foreseeable future. Hey, if you and the boys want to take advantage of all that willing pussy, go for it.”

“Thanks, boss. I’ll pass the word.” The two of them walk out of the room but before the door closes I look up to see Darius staring down at me.

“Get your shit together and don’t be late for rehearsal, Colby. We got a shit ton of work to do.” He closes the door before I can respond.

I pick myself up off the floor and look at myself in the small mirror on the wall. I’m a mess – my hair is a fright and my makeup is beyond repair, so I use a tissue to wipe what’s left off my eyes in an effort to look halfway presentable, but I’m sure the reality of what just happened in here will be obvious, if not from my appearance then from Marchand’s recounting of the way he found us. Clearly, Darius’s desire to humiliate me, not just on stage but everywhere, is inescapable.

And also confusing to me. Last night, when we were in bed together, Darius was tender and almost loving with me. He held me in his arms all night as if we were a couple, which we’re not but it was really nice. I almost enjoyed it too much and felt guilty about it in the morning. I haven’t said a word about my conflicted emotions to anyone, including – especially – Stewart. But just when I get worried that Darius and I are getting too close, he treats me like this. Like shit. It’s maddening.

At the rehearsal, Darius has me work through the different dance routines with Shaquana and the others so that I have some clue of what’s going on and how I fit into it. I think I look idiotic but I don’t dare say anything to anyone. On the plus side, at least I’m given a place in each routine even if I look like I don’t know what I’m doing, which I don’t.

I bring my concerns up to Darius after we break for dinner. He just smiles.

“Of course you don’t look like you belong, Colby. That’s the whole fucking point. You ain’t a dancer and you sure as hell ain’t black so sticking out is exactly what I want you to do. But you’ll come around eventually. That’s what you’re shooting for, to look like you kind of belong even though you never really will.”

“That’s just cruel, Darius,” I tell him, wondering if he’ll give me the back of his hand. He hasn’t hit me yet but I wouldn’t put it past him. Astonishingly, he smiles and nods.

“I can’t argue with that, Colby. But that’s what I want, so either get on board or I’ll put you on a bus back to your cuck husband. You just give me the word.”

I nod my understanding and my tacit agreement to continue with the tour.

The performance that night is much like the one the night before, but I’m in every number as a dancer and feeling a little better about being there. I’m sure I still look absurdly out of place but now that I know that’s what Darius wants, I almost feel like I can live with it. And if I keep getting better without actually ever getting good, I guess I can live with that, too.

Darius is just as aggressive with me on stage as he was the night before, which now that I know it’s coming I was less put off by it. In fact, I kind of liked it. The way he manhandles me sets the all-black crowd on fire and he feeds on their enthusiasm, which makes him even more forceful with me although his intent seems to be less antagonistic. Which I find myself getting into.

“That was good, Colby,” he says to me as we leave the stage after our last curtain call. “Real good.” I smile and he grabs my hand, now acting as if he’s my lover again instead of my boss. It’s confusing but I tell myself to just follow his lead. We’re both sweating and exhausted from the strenuous performance and I’m tempted to ask him if we can skip the after party but he beats me to it. “Yeah, let’s just go back to the hotel room,” he whispers as we leave the theater.

“The rest of the crew won’t miss us?”

“Fuck em,” he growls with an ironic smile. “Besides, I’m looking forward to giving Stu a call while I fuck you tonight.”

My eyes go wide but I don’t say a word, I just let him lead me back to the hotel and up the stairs to our room. I wonder briefly if we’ll take a shower to wash the grime of the show off of us before we make love but Darius takes me into his arms as soon as the door closes. He embraces me in a loving way and kisses me passionately, almost tenderly, which is so confusing. I want to ask him where this sudden change of attitude is coming from but I don’t. I just kiss him back.

“Don’t know what’s getting into me, Colby,” he says as he breaks from our kiss. He’s still holding me and caressing me as he whispers into my ear. “One minute I want to humiliate the shit out of you, force you to your knees to suck my cock in front of all those people at the show, and the next minute all I want to do is make love to you. What the fuck are you doing to me?”

I just listen and hold him as he talks. I can hear the pain in his voice and it shocks me. “Where is this coming from, Darius?”

“I don’t know, that’s what I’m trying to tell you,” he says as he backs away from me and stares into my eyes. It almost looks as if he’s about to cry which is so out of character for him. I’ve never seen him like this or even had an inkling he felt this way about me. It’s dangerous, that much is clear. But it makes me feel good inside, which is worse.

“You can’t fall in love with me, Darius. I’m not leaving Stewart for you,” I say as gently as I can. “You have to believe me when I tell you that.”

He nods. “Yeah, I know that, Colby. Believe me, I get it.” He looks away, as hurt and as vulnerable as I’ve ever seen any man. “I think that’s why I treat you so badly, like this afternoon with Marchand. To prove that I don’t need you. To prove to you and everyone else that I don’t love you. To prove it to myself.” A tear runs down his cheek.

“Then keep doing that, Darius. Treat me like the worst whore who ever lived, if that’s what it will take. You’re already humiliating me on stage. Humiliate me backstage as well.” He looks at me, his eyes sad, his tears flowing. “Don’t love me, Darius. Just don’t.”

“Yeah,” he says as much to himself as to me. “Yeah, that’s the only way this is going to work, isn’t it.”

“You know it is,” I whisper.
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~ Stu ~

It’s late at night and I’m in bed, reading a book, trying to ignore that lonely ache in my chest. Talking to other men in my position - other cuckolds, men who understand what I’m feeling - has helped, at least a little. The things I’m feeling and the thoughts I’m experiencing are, I’m told, perfectly normal. In fact, one guy reached out to me via direct messages and offered to talk at any point. He said that his wife is away on a business trip with her co-worker right now and he knows exactly what I’m going through.

My semi-peaceful state is suddenly interrupted by the phone chirping beside me. The caller ID is Colby and a picture of her smiling face beams up into my eyes. I drop my book in a hurry and snatch up the phone and answer it with a wide, eager smile.

“Hey, babe!”

But the voice that answers is not my Colby. It is not even female. It’s a deep, gruff, masculine voice. The voice of a young, talented rap star.

“Yo wife can’t come to the phone right now, you feel me?”

“Dee?”

I sit bolt upright in bed, the phone clamped to my ear. My smile falls at once. Beneath the covers, my manhood gives an involuntary pulse.

“‘Ass rite. But you call me Mista Dee, you hear me? Only my friends call me Dee or Darius, and we ain’t friends.”

I stay silent. He pushes me.

“I said, you hear me, cuck?”

“Yes.” My jaw clenches. “Mister Dee.”

He makes a soft, mocking chuckle down the line. “Colby wanted to call and let you know how the show went tonight, but she’s kinda busy at the moment. After the way we danced, she got all fired up.”

My jaw is locked in place. Breath hisses through my clenched teeth.

“Ya know, I think we had a good show tonight. The crowd loved us. Especially the way I touched yo’ wife. I could see in their eyes. I hope people go home tonight and make babies.” He chuckles again, then pulls the phone away from his mouth for the next sentence. “Go slow. I want this to last.”

My cock throbs at that last part. Images start to race through my mind. What is he doing to my wife? Or, more accurately, what is my wife doing to him?

“Tomorrow, we’re heading over to New Jersey for a couple of shows. Both sold out. At least twenty thousand people are gonna watch us dance. Cool, ain’t it?”

“Y-yeah.” My throat is dry.

He is quiet for a moment. Then he exhales a low, sighing groan of enjoyment. My heart starts to pound faster.

“Ya know, cuck, you ain’t asked me yet what yo’ wife is doing right now.”

“Fuck.”

Another dark laugh. “What’s yo’ second guess? I’ll put the phone close to her, see if you can’t figure this out.”

There’s silence for a moment. I hold my breath, not daring to make a sound. Then I hear a new noise. One that I understand. One that I know. One that sends shockwaves through me. I hear a low sucking sound, with passionate, muffled breathing, and wet, throating smacking noises. I have no doubt what is happening on the other end of the line right now. After a few intense seconds of listening to that noise, Big D brings the phone back to his ear.

“So? What you think is happening, huh?”

“She’s… giving you head.”

“You got that right.” He laughs, loving the power he wields over both of us right now. “And if you hang up this call before I’m finished, I’ll send her ass home to you tonight, no money, you follow me?”

I swallow and say, “I follow you.”

“Glad we got that sorted. You want me to tell you what it looks like here right now?”

A surge of righteous indignation wells up in my gut. “No.”

“Good answer.” There’s silence for a moment. “Check your messages.”

I look at the screen of my phone. There is one new message. A picture. From Colby’s phone. I stare at the unopened message for a few moments, breathing hard.

“Open it, cuck. I wanna hear you.”

A heavy sense of shame pools in my gut. I’m ashamed that this is happening to me - but also that I’m excited. What kind of husband would get turned on by a stunt like this? A husband like me, I guess. I put the phone on speaker and open the picture. I let out an audible gasp. The picture is from Big D’s point of view. He’s lying on a large hotel bed in a dark room. He is naked. My wife is kneeling between his open legs. Her hand is wrapped around his manhood and I can see with my own eyes that she wasn’t exaggerating about his size or girth. She’s holding it with one hand and the head is inside her smiling mouth. Her eyes are looking into the camera; looking into my face. She’s looking straight at me while sucking another man’s huge black cock with a lusty smile. Her hair and makeup are a mess. Somehow this single image sears itself into my brain in a matter of seconds. I’ll see it every time I close my eyes for the rest of my life. It even replaces the billboard picture of Colby as my default mental image for her.

“That’s a little something for you, white boy. Yo’ welcome.” He groans again. In the background, I detect the sound of Colby’s muffled moans growing louder. She’s enjoying this. They both are. As much as I might try to deny it, the aching, pulsing erection straining against the sheets tells me that I’m enjoying it, too. “But if that image ever goes beyond yo’ phone, I’ll make sure you never walk again, you follow me?”

“I follow you, Mister Dee.”

“That’s good. Now I’mma let you fuck off ‘cause I need both hands for this next bit. Colby, you bring that white ass up, I wanna watch it bounce.”

My wife moans. I hear the wet pop of her mouth releasing his cock. The bed rustles. I hold my breath, almost crushing the phone to my ear, determined not to miss a single moment. Colby groans again-

The line goes dead.

I stare into space, more awake than I’ve ever felt in my life. Somewhere, in a hotel room the next state over, my wife is currently bouncing on a huge black cock and moaning in bliss. Her lover is gazing up at that lithe, slender, erotic body. He is enjoying a sight that was once reserved exclusively for me alone. Her tight pussy lips are gripping his thick shaft and her tits are bouncing with the motion of her desperate need.

Before I can stop myself, I toss back the sheets and grab my raging erection and start stroking in a frenzy, staring at the picture of Colby sucking Big D’s enormous cock. I gaze into her bright, sparkling, lust-filled eyes and jerk my yearning manhood, wishing she was here right now; wishing that her lips were wrapped around my shaft; wishing that I wasn’t so fucking turned on by all this.

My climax hits hard and fast. I cum into a wad of tissues, still staring at my wife blowing another man with a greedy smile on her lips. I clean up and flush the evidence of my shame and sit back in bed, staring at the wall. After a while, my post-nut clarity becomes too overwhelming. I open up the cuckold chat forum on my phone and fire off a message to my contact, giving him a rough outline of what just happened and how I’m dealing with it. At this time of night, I don’t expect to hear anything, but he surprises me by replying in less than ten minutes. Most of the message is the usual platitudes and advice I’ve read in a hundred other posts around the forum - don’t be too hard on yourself, you can’t help how you feel, these feelings are perfectly natural and part of the rush - but the second half of the message makes me pause.

~ If you want to chat over a beer, I’m working in midtown tomorrow. We could grab a drink together around six? ~

Do I want to do this? Could I really sit down opposite another man - who knows my situation - and talk openly about being cuckolded by my wife and how that makes me feel?

But, then again, what else would I do? I’d probably finish work, come home, play some video games, and jerk off to that picture again. After a few moments of hesitation, I reply and agree to meet.

The bar is a fairly modern space, mostly for viewing sports. After work on a weekday, there isn’t much of a crowd - thank goodness - so the bar has plenty of seats on offer and a relaxed atmosphere that helps to calm my anxious mind. I walk in and order a beer and scan the room. There’s a lone man sitting in a booth near the back of the room, well away from everyone else. He looks up at me and nods. I nod back. I take my beer over to his booth and stand there for a moment, feeling awkward as all hell. What exactly am I supposed to say to this man?

“How was work?” he says.

“Kinda sucked, to be honest. Overworked and underpaid.”

He laughs. “The American dream. I’m Greg.”

“Stewart. Or Stu.”

He extends his hand. I shake it and slide into the opposite seat and take a long pull on my beer. Greg drinks, too. He seems a few years older than me, a little chubbier in the middle, and his body shows signs of outdoor work - tanlines, white wrinkles, and rough hands. Despite how many messages we’ve exchanged online, I’m finding it really, really difficult to muster up the courage to talk to his face. Thankfully, he chooses to break the ice.

“Thanks for meeting me. Even after all these years, I find it so hard to occupy myself while she’s away, you know?”

“Yeah, I do. Kinda been going stir-crazy in my apartment.”

“Let me tell you from experience, it doesn’t get any easier. Don’t get me wrong, I love it. All this, it’s part of the thrill, but damn if it isn’t difficult to get through.”

His relaxed, casual demeanor eases my doubts and fears. The liquid courage helps, too. I take another drink and say, “Does it get any easier?”

He grins. “This part, you mean? The waiting?”

I nod.

“No. But you learn to embrace it. This part is all about the anticipation, the wondering, the waiting. The longer it goes on, the more intense it’s going to be when she gets home.”

“I don’t know if I can take it much longer.”

“We’ve all been there, brother! I know exactly what you’re going through. Believe me. I won’t lie, it’s always going to be hard - no pun intended. But the anticipation is part of the game. I really wish I could go with her, obviously, but…”

“Why don’t you?”

“Oh, well…” He chuckles to himself. “The guy she’s with right now, the guy from her work, he doesn’t know about our arrangement. He thinks she’s cheating on me. Makes it a lot hotter for all of us, you know?”

I don’t, but I nod anyway.

“Man, to be a fly on the wall in their hotel room…” He takes a drink, shaking his head at the prospect. “At least your lady is good enough to send you something, that’s really amazing. Especially as this is your first time, right?”

“It is, yeah.”

“Wow, awesome! Good for you. And good for her! I remember my wife was too shy to do anything like that for almost a year. You’ve got a hell of a woman, there.”

“I think it was more his idea than hers.”

“Even better!” His face lights up. “It’s so much fun when the bull joins in.”

“The… bull?” Heat creeps into my cheeks. I’m aware that I know painfully little about this world, but he doesn’t seem bothered by my lack of experience.

“That’s the term for guys like him. Guys who help with the fantasy. Guys like him, they’re a unicorn. Some guys get freaked out by the thought of a husband participating and some flat-out refuse to involve you. But a guy who joins in the fun, that’s rare. They’re great guys. And really exciting.”

I fall silent and drain the rest of my beer. Do I agree with Greg’s assessment? I’m not totally sure. Sometimes I don’t feel like Big D is a great guy. Sometimes I feel like he’s an asshole who enjoys having this control over our marriage. But, at the same time, I can’t deny how hot it was to hear Colby sucking his cock last night. Her throaty gulps and muffled whimpers hit me like a bullet to the chest and I’ve never been harder.

“Lemme get the next round, buddy.”

Greg takes out his wallet and walks to the bar. I still feel weird discussing all this with another human, but I’m glad that he understands. He more than understands; he knows. And I appreciate that.

I glance up at the TV and freeze. In the absence of a ball game, the TV is playing random music videos. And the one playing out across the bar right now is one I know all too well. Big D paws at my wife’s body on a half-dozen 60-inch flatscreens in high definition, while the bar conducts its business. I watch the nearest screen, watching Colby’s sultry face, picturing her smiling mouth stretched wide around his big, black cock.

“Are you a great guy, Darius?” I drain the last of my beer and keep watching.

~ Colby ~

The next few weeks go by in a blur. We do a show every other night as we work our way down the Eastern Seaboard. The bigger cities, like Baltimore and Washington, we do two shows back to back and they are all sold out. Every show is sold out. The Big D tour is on a roll.

Darius takes our talk in Philly to heart and treats me like a whore all the time now. He’s still rough with me on stage and even rougher in our hotel room after the shows. We have sex every night and he sends photos to Stewart during the calls to him, which also happen every night. I have to squeeze my calls to my husband in on the sly, as I’m almost never alone anymore.

“You doing okay, baby?” I ask as we’re on the bus outside of Charlotte. “Is it too much for you?”

“No, Colby. I’m okay and it’s not too much.”

“I wonder sometimes if Darius goes too far with the things he says to you.” I was shocked the first time Darius called Stewart when I was sucking his cock but now it’s a normal part of our routine, if you can call something like that normal. I love it, though I couldn’t explain it. There’s something about having my husband listening in as I go down on my bull that just excites me like nothing else. So I’m relieved when Stewart says he’s still okay with it.

But I’m thinking it’s time to take the next step. So I wait for him to answer my question.

“It’s a lot, I’ll admit it, Colby. But I get a thrill every time I hear you two.”

“Every time?” I ask with a smile.

“Yes, every time.”

“What if we upped the ante a little?”

He goes quiet. “What do you mean?”

“Well, what if instead of sending you a photo, we did a FaceTime call while, you know…”

He goes silent for an even longer time. “FaceTime? You mean…?”

“Only if you want to, Stewart. I haven’t brought it up to Darius yet. I wanted to talk to you first and see how you might feel about something like that.” I wait but I only hear him breathing. “Do you think you’d like that, or would it be too much?”

“I don’t know, Colby.”

“Okay, then I won’t bring it up.” I wait. I can almost hear him thinking about it.

“Well, maybe it would be okay,” he says at last.

“I don’t want to talk you into something you don’t want to do, Stewart.” I do want to talk him into it because I know how hot it would be. I want to do it but I don’t want to force it on him. It has to be a mutual decision.

“No, I appreciate that,” he says so softly I can barely hear him. The bus is loud so I duck down almost under my seat. “Let me think about it before you talk to Darius, okay?”

“Sure, baby. I love you.”

“Love you too, babe. And I miss you.”

“Me too.”

When I hang up, I look at Darius in the middle of the bus, talking to his crew as usual. In the past few days and nights, I’ve gotten a sense that he’s slipping back to the place I thought we’d buried, where he looks at me more like a girlfriend than a hotwife. I need to bring him back to using me and I need to do it fast, so I’m hoping that Stewart decides he can get on board taking things up a notch. Otherwise, I don’t know what else I can do.

The show in Greenville, South Carolina, is just as raucous and energized as all the others, but the crowd is quite a bit whiter than we’ve seen before. I guess it’s because we’re near a college town and the Clemson student body is mostly white, but a lot of white groupies show up at the afterparty which is also new. I ask Darius about it but he just waves me off.

“We’re near Clemson but I think it’s mostly you, Colby. Word is getting out about you and me onstage and the white college bitches all want to see what’s happenin’.” He pulls me close and whispers in my ear, “They liken what they see, no doubt.” He kisses me hard and deep without any concern for the people watching us, something I’m still a little embarrassed by. But I won't stop him. I never put up a fight anymore.

When he lets me come up for air, I ask him if the crew is fucking the white groupies.

“I imagine so,” he says with a look around. Two white coeds are hanging onto Marchand and he looks like he’s definitely going to get some action with at least one of them if not both. I feel a little twinge in my pussy. “Bitches these days, they be all about getting with black dudes, ‘specially on tour. It’s a thing, you feel me?” 

As usual, we leave the party early to go back to our hotel room. I’m nervous about what I’m going to ask him which surprises me – I have no doubt he’ll be into it so what’s my problem? Am I worried about how Stewart will react? Am I nervous about how I’ll react? I guess I am.

When we arrive at the room and Darius takes me in his arms to kiss me and grab my ass, I ease away from him. He’s surprised, almost angry but I take his face in my hands and look into his eyes. He softens just a bit which is likely the best I could hope for.

“I was wondering if tonight we might do something a little different.”

“What’s that?” he practically growls but with a small smile on his lips.

“I thought it might be time to get Stewart on the phone while we, you know…” I don’t know why after so much time with the man he still intimidates me so much that I can’t even say the words. I guess some things never change.

“What the fuck you talking about, Colby. I’ve had him on the phone before.”

I undo his belt buckle. “I mean a video call.” I look up at him through my eyelids and smile as seductively as I know how. When he realizes what I’m saying, he smiles broadly.

“Fuck, that’s a great idea. You got your phone?”

I slip it out of my pocket. “I do.” I step back and activate the FaceTime app. That special sound that you only hear with an iPhone makes my pussy clench.

“Colby?” Stewart says with a confused look on his face when he appears on the screen.

“Hey, baby,” I whisper. “I was thinking that maybe you’d like to see more than a photo tonight. Would you like that, Stewart?” I don’t wait for him to answer, I just hand my phone to Darius as I sink to my knees to finish unbuckling his jeans. He doesn’t add any commentary to the scene, he just aims the camera at my face as I free his semi-rigid cock from its confines. I lick the tip seductively and marvel at how different it feels to be performing for my bull and my cuckold simultaneously. My pussy is practically gushing.

“Oh, Darius,” I tell them both between licks and kisses on his erection. “You really are hard for me tonight. Are you going to fuck me with this big black cock of yours, in my poor little married white pussy?”

“Fucking right I am, bitch. You ain’t been fucked nearly enough today so I’m gonna take care of that right now.” I look up and catch a glimpse of both of my men, Stewart staring at me on my phone with his mouth agape, Darius almost snarling at me but smiling at the same time. He’s getting into the performative aspect of this, too, which shouldn’t come as a surprise to me but it does.

“Let’s get you out of these clothes, Darius,” I coo as I pull off his shoes and jeans. “I can’t wait to get that big black cock of yours inside me again. It’s been hours.” He laughs but doesn’t stop shooting. I lead him to the bed and push him down, then I crawl on top of him with my dress and shoes still on.

“Oh, my god I need your cock inside me, Darius. I need it so bad,” I whine as I aim it at my pussy. I ease it into me and close my eyes, moaning so loudly it has to seem too much but I’m just so into performing for Stewart and Darius. I begin to rock back and forth on his cock as I moan and gasp for the camera. I feel like the dirtiest porn star ever.

Darius feels it, too. “Fuck this shit,” he growls as he puts the phone on the nightstand and flips me off of him. “Get out of that fucking dress, bitch.” I scramble off the bed and pull my dress over my head in a frenzy as he positions himself on his knees. As soon as I’m naked, he grabs my hair and drags me into position on my hands and knees and impales me with his cock. I almost swoon, he’s being so forceful with me. He keeps his grip on my hair as he fucks me doggie-style and the sound of his thighs slapping against mine fill the room. I’m fingering myself to an overwhelming orgasm as he fucks me so hard I can’t stand it but he just keeps fucking me and fucking me and fucking me until I feel his cock swell in my pussy and he groans as he shoots his sperm deep inside me. I scream as I cum hard with him in an incredible simultaneous orgasm unlike any other.

Finally, he collapses on my back, pinning me to the bed, breathing hard against my neck as I struggle to catch my own breath. I reach back to caress his head and pull him to kiss me, which he does, and it’s amazing. Fuck, he’s amazing, the best lover I’ve ever had, which I say to him.

“You’re fucking amazing too, Colby.” he rasps in my ear. “Fucking incredible.” Then he lifts himself up so I can take a breath but he calls out, “You hear that, cuck? Your wife’s the best fuck I ever had.”

Stewart! I reach for the phone but Darius grabs it first. “You hear me, cuck? I just fucked your wife into next week and she fucking loved it. She ain’t never been fucked like that before, cuck. You hear me?”

“Give me the phone, Darius,” I plead with him but he laughs as he climbs off the bed and then tosses it to me.

“Talk to your cuck, Colby,” he tells me dismissively as he walks toward the bathroom. “Tell him what you told me just now.”

“Stewart?” I ask. “Are you there?”

“I’m here,” he whispers, looking as miserable as I’ve ever seen him.

“I’m sorry, baby. I don’t know what came over me.” I’m crying, as is he, but he’s smiling through his tears.

“It’s okay, Colby,” he tells me over and over. “It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not,” I sniff as I wipe my eyes. “I’m just so sorry I said that.”

“It’s okay, Colby. I know it’s true. I couldn’t see it happening but I know it’s true.”

“But it’s not, Stewart. It’s not true.” I can’t believe I’m lying to him like this.

“Come on, Colby. I’m not stupid. I could never be what Darius is. And that’s okay. That’s what I want for you, Colby. I really do.”

“But why, Stewart? Why would you want that?”

“I don’t know, Colby, I just do. You deserve a lover like Darius and I’m thrilled you found him. It’s a dream come true for me, so it’s fine. It’s fine, really.”

“Are you sure?” I want it to be true but I want him to be sure as well. I need him to be sure.

“Yeah, babe. I’m sure.” He’s smiling again and his tears are gone. “Tell you what. When he comes back to bed, prop up the phone so I can watch this time, okay?”

My heart swells so much I feel like it’s going to burst out of my chest. “Really, Stewart? Really?”

“Yeah, babe. Really.”
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~ Stu ~

If I had not struck up a loose friendship with Greg, my fellow cuckold, I would not have the guts or the fortitude to make it through this night.

Listening to the muffled sound of my wife worshiping Big D’s cock with her mouth is one thing. Hearing him taunt me while she blows him is another. But this - actually eavesdropping on them having sex together - is way beyond anything I could have expected. There’s no chance I could ever have prepared myself for that. The sound of their bodies colliding in a frenzy of lust; the dull, wet smack of flesh meeting flesh; her breathless moans of ecstasy; his furious, passionate snarling; all of it hits me like a tidal wave slamming into the shore.

But the thing that cuts me to the core are the words that she says. My wife - the woman I’ve always viewed as the pinnacle of innocence and soft sensuality - was so vocal about her pleasure that my jaw fell open listening to her.

“Oh my God, Darius! Your cock is amazing! You’re the best I’ve ever had!”

No matter what Colby might try to say later, no matter what she might tell me, no matter what excuses she could try to make, we both know that those words are God's honest truth. At that moment, Darius was giving her the best sex she’d ever had and there is nothing I will ever be able to do to change that fact.

My hand glides up and down my diamond-hard prick as I listen to them together, touching but not stroking. One of the most important tips Greg gave during our semi-frequent meetings over beers was to always cum last. He knew of far too many men whose forays into this fantasy were ruined by the dreadful impact of post-nut clarity. His advice was to avoid touching myself at all until my wife and her bull were completely finished. That way, I wouldn’t suddenly regret everything that was happening.

“It’s like learning to swim and then suddenly finding yourself in the middle of the ocean,” he had said. “Don’t do that to yourself.”

So I allow my hand to gently glide over my erection - not too hard, just enough to send tingles through me - and listen to the raucous sound of my wife and her black lover in a hotel room in a different state. It’s exhilarating and stomach-churning in equal measure.

When it finally ends and Darius leaves to wash up, I find myself asking to watch the next session. There’s no doubt in my mind that there will be another round; the way Colby tells it, they’ve never gone a single night with only making love once. Her face is surprised and delighted in equal measure. I can’t be sure if she’s thrilled about sharing this amazing new part of her life with me or if she gets off on the slight humiliation of involving me indirectly.

“Really, Stewart? Really?”

“Yeah, babe. Really.”

She smiles, her cheeks glowing with post-coital energy, and she places the phone on a low table next to the bed, giving me a nice, wide view of the room. I can see every detail of Colby’s naked body; the sheen of sweat; the wetness between her thighs; even the faint marks on her hips where Darius gripped her.

“Is that okay? Can you see all right?”

“That’s perfect.” I offer a smile that doesn’t convince her.

“Are you totally sure about this? You’ve already done it once.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t get to see anything.” A small whine creeps into my voice. “I heard it all, but…”

Her eyes gleam with erotic excitement at the thought of performing for me. How can someone so adorable and innocent as Colby have a hidden slutty side as wild as this?

Our brief talk is interrupted by the bathroom door opening. I see a brief rectangle of light flood across the room from one side of the screen, before Darius flicks the switch. He saunters back into view, utterly naked, his black skin looking so dark next to Colby’s pale figure. He doesn’t bother to hide his nudity, even strutting with a swagger, as though proud of what he’s wielding. In truth, if I was packing something that impressive, I’d walk with a swagger too.

“Still there, cuck?”

“Still here, Mister Dee.”

He chuckles to himself and climbs on the bed. He pulls Colby into him without saying a word. She goes along with it, allowing him to move her body at his will. They lay together for a moment, kissing with obvious relish and hunger. His hands roam her body – black fingers, white skin - and he paws at her tight, firm ass. An ass I have also pawed at in much the same way. My cock aches at the sight.

“Get down there and suck my cock.”

Big D commands her in a way that I would never dare; as if she’s a whore, simply a plaything for his entertainment. But she smiles at the prospect of satisfying him and moves into position and lowers her mouth to his semi-hard and cum-coated cock with a whorish groan of need.

I’ve received dozens of photos of this act, taken from every angle. I’ve heard the sounds Colby makes while sucking his cock. But I’ve never witnessed it with my own eyes until now and the sight takes my breath away. I even forget to control myself for a moment and start freely stroking my hard cock, before reality sinks back in and I stop.

Colby works her hands and mouth around Darius’s cock with incredible skill, bringing him back to full stiffness in a matter of seconds. But she doesn’t stop. She continues bobbing her head up and down in his lap, taking his shaft into her mouth, down her throat, moaning with erotic delight the entire time. She runs her tongue over his thick black member, tasting her own cum, cleaning him with such adoration that I’ve never seen before. In fact, she’s never sucked my cock after we’ve had sex. But she does this for him every single night. Probably more than once.

I can’t tear my unblinking eyes away from the screen. I watch my wife lavish his huge black cock with all her passion, licking and sucking and caressing and stroking him, even pausing to wrap her soft lips around his large, dark balls, making him groan with delight.

“How’s the view, cuck?”

But I don’t answer. I don’t need to answer. There’s nothing to be said. He doesn’t really give a shit, anyway. But he glances at the camera with a devilish grin and says, “Watch this.”

He places a hand on the back of Colby’s head and pushes her down gently. But instead of forcing her to throat his massive cock, he pushes her down his body. For one moment, I have no idea what’s happening. Then Darius lets out a wicked, masculine groan of pleasure and I understand.

My wife is licking his ass.

The mouth that once vowed to love, honor, and obey me until our dying day is now pleasuring the asshole of a black rapper, while I watch, with my cock in my hand and a stunned look on my face.

“That’s the fucking shit, cuck. She’ll do anything I fucking ask.”

Colby worships her lover’s ass for several long moments, before working her lips back up, pausing at his balls, before resuming her sensual blowjob. It takes all my strength not to jerk off in a frenzy. I slide my free hand beneath me to try and resist the urge.

After a few intense minutes, Colby eases her mouth off Darius with a wet pop, breathing hard. She looks at him - ignoring me, the third wheel, the voyeur in the room - and says, “Do you want to fuck my married pussy now, Darius?”

“Shit, girl. Thought you’d never ask. Get on top. Turn around so I can watch that ass bounce.”

My wife giggles - such an innocent sound - and gets into position, slinging her leg over him and lowering her ass into his lap. I stare at the screen in disbelief. Despite how many times they’ve already fucked, I still don’t believe that a cock his size can fit in such a tight pussy.

But it does. The thick, purple head plunges into her swollen cunt, quickly followed by the rest. She unleashes a wild, sultry groan of primal lust and sinks down onto him, taking every fucking inch as though he belongs inside her. I watch my wife’s tight white pussy and juicy pink lips stretch around his black cock until he’s completely swallowed up. Her firm ass sits in his lap for a moment.

“Now fuck me, Colby. Show ya husband what a slut you are.”

And she does.

~ Colby ~

As I sink down on Darius’s glorious cock, I turn my head to look back at him and catch a glimpse of Stewart watching me on my phone. I can’t believe how dirty and exciting it is to be watched by my husband as I fuck my employer. I ride his cock up and down and he fills my pussy so good.

“God, Darius,” I moan back at them. “You’re touching me in places no one ever has before. God, it feels so good.”

“Looks good, too, bitch. I love watching that skinny white ass of yours fuck my black cock,” Darius growls. Stewart doesn’t say a word.

“Oh, god,” I groan as I turn away from them. “Oh, my, fucking, god, you’re so deep inside me, Darius.” I’m laying it on extra thick right now for Stewart’s benefit, but not too much. This position is one of my favorites even if I do wind up doing all the work.

Suddenly, I feel Darius’s finger at my asshole. “You ever been fucked in the ass, Colby?”

“No, Darius,” I tell him honestly. He’s probing my puckered hole with what feels like his thumb. It kind of feels good but I don’t want him getting any ideas. “I’ve never been penetrated back there, Darius, and I don’t think I could ever fit your big black cock inside me.”

“Fuck, bitch,” he snarls at me. “I can feel how tight you are but I can’t believe you’re a fucking virgin back here. We’re definitely going to have to do something about that, right Stu?”

I barely register that Darius is talking to my husband now because all I can focus on is how strange it feels to have his cock in my pussy and his thumb up my ass. It doesn’t feel bad, exactly, but I can’t say that it feels particularly good, either. It just feels weird.

“Come on, bitch,” Darius growls at me. “You’re slowing down. Fuck me like you mean it. Put on a good show for your cuck, Colby.” He slaps my ass with his other hand hard and I let out a yelp, but he keeps fingering my ass as I’m fucking him and I don’t know whether I should tell him how hard it is to focus like this. I’m almost ready to call it quits when he pulls his thumb out of my ass and grabs both of my hips with his hands.

“That’s it, you fucking whore. Fuck my black cock with that tight, married pussy of yours. Make your husband proud that he gave me this tight cunt to fuck all night long and all day, too.”

I’m fucking him as hard as I can but my legs are about to give out when he pulls me back onto his body and flips me on my stomach, then he kneels on either side of me and fucks me so hard, bottoming out at my cervix with every stroke. I scream and he covers my mouth with his hand as he roars in my ear as he cums deep inside of me.

We’re both gasping for breath for several minutes but neither of us move a muscle until Darius rolls me onto my side, holding me in his arms and keeping his cock buried in my pussy. We’ve slept like this before and I assume we will again tonight. But as I’m sighing and falling asleep, I look over at the nightstand to see Stewart still watching us. He’s quiet but he must see me looking back at him. I feel Darius sleep-breathing behind me so I raise my hand and wave at my husband, to make sure he sees that I’m still awake. He waves back at me and I smile. He smiles at me but it’s a sad smile and I wonder if he’s going to be okay.

Not that I can do anything about it.

Can I?

When I wake up the next morning, the sun streaming through the curtained window of our hotel room, I feel Darius’s cock still buried deep inside me. I’ve never experienced this feeling before I began sleeping with him, being impaled all night long. He doesn’t remain hard inside me but even when his cock is soft, it’s still massive and long enough to stay inside me. It helps that I sleep wrapped in his arms all night, neither of us moving. It really is an amazing feeling.

I glance at the nightstand before Darius wakes up. My phone has gone dark but I can’t remember when Stewart ended our call. It must have been him who ended it because the phone is still propped up against the base of the lamp where I put it so that Stewart could watch me fuck Darius. I’m amazed all over again at the memory of last night, the first time my husband watched me have sex with another man. We’d been dancing around the moment it would happen, coming close but never quite getting there, until it finally happened. And it was worth the wait. I can’t believe how much I loved fucking Darius with Stewart watching. I’m still marveling at how slutty and nasty it was.

“Mmm,” Darius murmurs in my ear as his cock begins to slide and stiffen inside of me. “I fucking love waking up with your pussy wrapped around my cock, you know that? I fucking love it.”

“I love it, too,” I whisper as I reach back to caress his face. “What is it about this, Darius? I can’t get enough of you and that cock of yours.”

“Best you ever had, that’s why,” he says as he grinds his pelvis into my ass. “Who else got what it takes to stay inside that cunt of yours all fucking night, Colby? Not that lame-ass cuck of yours, that’s for sure.”

I wince at the way Darius makes fun of Stewart but I know there’s some truth to what he says. I love my husband and I especially love the way he makes love to me, but there’s something about the way Darius fucks me that is so much more erotic and sexy, so satisfyingly slutty, something I never thought I’d enjoy but, god help me, I do. I love being a total slut for this man and I love that he enjoys it as much as I do. I know it’s wrong but that just adds to the forbidden pleasure of it all. God, I’m so bad.

“Speaking of your cuck, he enjoy the show last night?” While he’s talking, Darius ups his tempo slightly making it harder and harder for me to concentrate. When he reached around to finger me as he fucking me, I almost become incoherent.

“Uhn, I think he, uhn, loved it, Darius,” I manage to say as he pushes me toward another orgasm. “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck,” I moan as he fucks and fingers me so good.

“Yeah, I bet he did,” Darius whispers. “Fucking shit, girl. You get all wet and excited like nothing I ever seen before.” He ups his tempo even more and my orgasm overwhelms me suddenly. I gasp and moan as quietly as I can, not wanting to wake the others in the motel. He slows his tempo as I come down from my climax and he tightens his hold on me.

“We got some unfinished business, though,” he whispers ominously. “Can’t be a true slut without taking it in the ass, bitch.”

“Darius, I can’t. You’re too big. You’ll tear me up.”

“Shit, girl. You think I don’t know how to pop a bitch’s anal cherry. Plus, with all the cum I dumped in you last night and the cream you just pumped out this morning, my cock is well lubed. I’ll be careful, but I want to do this, Colby. I want your ass.”

I don’t say yes but I don’t say no, either. I just wait as he withdraws from my pussy and positions himself at my pucker. “Push out like you’re trying to go. That’ll make it easier.” I do what he tells me as he presses the head of his cock against my asshole. I moan pitifully as the pain is almost unbearable but suddenly his head pops into me, past my sphincter and he slides slowly into me. It feels strange but it doesn’t hurt anymore. It almost feels good but more than anything it just feels so dirty. I feel so dirty.

“Oh, you’re fucking my ass, Darius. You’re fucking my tight little asshole for the first time ever.”

“I knew you’d love it, you fucking slut,” he growls but I can sense that he’s smiling. He slides all the way into me and I feel like he’s going to split me in two but I bear down and take it because, oh my god this is so fucking hot.

“Fuck my virgin asshole, Darius. Fuck my ass.”

“So fucking tight,” he whispers over and over. Long, languid strokes excite me more than I ever dreamed was possible. I can’t believe I’m doing this, I just can’t believe it.

“Play with yourself, you fucking slut. Make yourself cum again,” he orders me.

I reach down and my finger barely touches my clit when I jump. I’m so sensitive after cumming once but it feels so amazing that I bury my fingers inside my empty pussy as Darius fucks my virgin asshole for the first time and I gasp and thrash and scream and he swells inside me and he’s cumming in my bowels and I’m cumming and he’s grunting and I’m screaming and oh my god, oh my god, oh, my, fucking, god!

A few hours later, we’re back on the bus and heading for Darius’s hometown of Atlanta. I’m sitting in my usual spot in the back seat watching him interact with the crew. Although it’s been a few weeks since we left on tour, I’m still feeling mostly like an outsider when it comes to everyone on the bus. Darius doesn’t do anything that makes me feel like I don’t belong but he hasn’t really tried to bring me into the fold, either.

He told me a few days ago that he recently bought a big mansion in a nice neighborhood and that before the tour continues he wants to spend a couple of days at his new home. I offered to fly back to New York to give him some space but he laughed at me.

“This might be a good time for you to work on some new relationships with the guys, Colby,” he said in a way I didn’t quite understand.

“Are they staying at your place?” I wasn’t sure where everyone was from – all I knew for sure was that Darius was born and bred in Atlanta.

“Yeah, they are,” he said. “Most of them are from all over the country and it’d be too much trouble for them to go home and then come back. We’ll only be there for a couple of days and we’re right back at it.”

I agreed to stay in Atlanta with him and the crew but now I’m feeling like I missed an opportunity to reconnect with Stewart for a weekend, which isn’t much but after last night I feel like he needs to see me again. I realized this morning that I might have gotten a little carried away last night, when I made such a big deal out of how much I loved fucking Darius. I’m still feeling pretty insecure about how my husband is dealing with my infidelities, especially when I’m not being swept away by the heat of the moment being with Darius. I wonder if, against all odds and everything I’ve read, there’s such a thing as post-nut clarity for women like there is with men. I’m sure feeling it.

“Hey, babydoll,” Darius says when he slides into the seat next to me and kisses me deeply. “Talk to your cuck today? He good?”

“We exchanged texts but I haven’t talked with him. Why?”

He gives me a wicked smile and nods at the back window of the bus. “Because Marchand just told me a few of last night’s groupies are coming down to Atlanta with us. That’s their ride right there, the white SUV.” He nods at the window again and I turn to look at all the pretty young white faces in the Ford Bronco tailgating way too close to our bus. They smile and wave when they see us looking back at them.

“They’re coming to your place, too?”

He pulls me tight to him and whispers, “That they are, Colby. That they are.”
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~ Stu ~

Almost twenty four hours after I watched Colby and Big D together, I’m still stumbling around like a drunk. Is this what it’s like to be cuckolded? Really, truly cuckolded? It’s not like my wife is just sleeping with another man; this was far, far beyond that. What I witnessed was a level of sexual passion and exploration that I’ve never known before. The sounds of rapture that Colby made for him were on another level. I’ve never heard her enjoy sex with me in the same way.

Every time I think about it, my cock throbs and pulses all over again. The memory of last night will remain etched in my brain forever.

But it’s not just a memory. While Colby and Big D were - shall we say, distracted? - I recorded my phone’s screen so I can watch and rewatch it as many times as I want.

Right now, for instance, my cock is hard and I’m alone and there’s nothing else to do. I may as well jerk off, right? All those feelings of shame and guilt and jealousy and sadness fade away once I start masturbating. This is the perfect antidote to any negative sensations brought on by being a cuckold.

I get comfortable on the couch and bring a box of tissues closer to me, along with some lube. They’ve been constant companions since maybe the third or fourth day after Colby left. When she finally returns home, I’ll have to hide them again and act as if I haven’t spent almost all my spare time jerking off to the idea of her being another man’s willing whore. Although hopefully when she gets home, I won’t need to masturbate because we’ll be reunited.

The video begins from the start. I watch the whole thing again, all the way through, without touching myself once. It’s twenty minutes long and I don’t care. The sight of Colby sucking that huge black cock before riding it - her pert ass bouncing before the camera - is exquisite. But my favorite part is when Big D finally loses it and takes over. The way he commands her body, the effortless way he assumes control, the look of rapturous bliss on her face as he rolls her into the mattress and pounds her tight pussy in a frenzy of passion… it’s perfect. Utterly perfect. I’ve seen plenty of porn in my life, but nothing has ever turned me on to the same level as this.

Once the video gets to its calm conclusion - I ended the call as Colby’s eyelids began to droop with exhaustion - I run my thumb along the scroll bar and find my favorite moments. I watch my wife lick her bull’s ass with gleeful willingness. I watch her mount and ride his ride cock, moaning as he pushes a thumb into her virgin asshole - something she has never allowed me to do. I watch her eyes roll back in utter ecstasy as Big D takes her roughly from behind. It’s absolutely sensational to witness again. On the one hand, this is the most humiliating, degrading, painful moment of my entire life. And on the other hand is lube.

But before I get too lost in recapturing the wonders of last night, the image suddenly freezes, replaced by a picture of Colby’s smiling face and text declaring that she’s calling me. I panic as though busted in the heat of the moment and scramble to wipe my hand clean before punching the green answer button with a finger.

“Hey, babe!” I sound way too chipper, it must be obvious that I’m covering something up. “I was just thinking about you.”

“Yeah?” There’s a smile in her voice. “Missing me?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe. God, I need you back here.”

“I wish I was there, too. Last night was… pretty intense, huh?”

I smile. “Yeah. But, wow. It was amazing.”

“Good.” She giggles. “I’m glad you liked it, too. I loved you watching us.”

“Fuck, that was so hot. For a moment there, I thought he was going to fuck your ass, too.”

There’s barely a second’s pause before she says, “No, he did that this morning.”

“He - what?”

“You heard.”

My cock pulses. I let out a small gasp, my body almost as rigid as my prick. For a moment, words fail me. Then I manage to say, “He fucked your ass? For real?”

“Yes.” Her voice is wicked. Seductive. Almost taunting. “I didn’t think it would fit, but…”

“Oh my God, tell me everything.”

“Nope.”

She giggles again but offers no further details. My cock stands straight up at the very thought of them having anal sex together - something else she has never done with me. How did it happen? Did she like it? How long did it last? A thousand questions race through my mind in a matter of moments. In the background, I hear the sounds of muffled conversation and distant laughter and beers cracking open.

“Where are you now? Are you getting ready for a show?”

“Not today.” Is it just my imagination or is she hesitating? “We’re in Atlanta right now. Darius lives here. We’ve got a couple of nights to take a break.”

“Oh?” For a wild moment, I let myself imagine her walking back through the door, radiant and splendid as always. But before I get carried away, she cuts me off.

“Yes, but Darius wants everyone to stay close. Everyone in the crew, including me. He’s hosting us all until we get back on the road.”

“That’s, uh… that’s generous of him.” I can’t find the right words.

“They said it’s going to be two straight days of partying. I have no idea how we’ll even get back on the road after this.”

I hear other voices growing louder and then fainter as they walk past. They sound feminine. I ask, “Are the other dancers there, too?”

“Yeah. Everyone’s here. There’s, like, at least thirty people. They’re all crashing here, too.”

“Wow, he must have a lot of space.”

“Something like ten or more bedrooms and at least two living rooms. Most people are out by the pool right now. The weather’s good.”

She pauses for a moment before talking again. There’s a hint of hesitation in her tone that makes me sit upright.

“I think it might get pretty wild over the next couple of days. I just wanted to warn you. I’m not sure how often we’ll get to talk, but I’ll call you as much as I can.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well-”

She pauses for a moment. It sounds like she’s talking to someone else. Then she returns to the speaker.

“Darius insisted that his crew invite as many groupies as they could fit one on one of their buses. There are a lot of girls here.”

“How many girls?”

“Enough to go around.”

She doesn’t say anything more. She doesn’t need to say anything more. I completely understand what type of party this is, even though I’ve never been to one before and can’t really picture it. But I know the kind of man Big D is. He’s young. Rich. Talented. Surrounded by adoring fans and devoted followers. He could easily throw a party like this without breaking a sweat.

And my cock aches at the idea of my sweet, innocent wife being in the middle of it all.

“Holy shit, babe. Are you gonna be okay out there?”

“Yeah, I - hang on.”

She breaks off again, distracted by someone else. In a moment, I hear that other person’s voice. It’s Big D. I can tell. I’ve heard his voice so often in the last few weeks that I could pick it out of a sea of voices.

“Ayo, Colby, what the fuck you doin’ back here, girl? Shaquana is out there doin’ body shots - I wanna see you lick vodka off her ass.”

“I’ll be right there, I’m just talking to-”

“Gimme that.”

Now his voice is right up to the speaker. Big D is holding my wife’s phone, as he has so many times before this. I’m not even touching myself, but it feels like I could cum at any second.

“You there, cuck?”

“I’m here, Mister Dee.”

“I’m keeping Colby’s phone until we’re back on the road, you dig? I want her to enjoy the party - and I want the party to enjoy her, too.” He lets out a cruel laugh. “Don’t worry, I’mma send you plenty of pictures. You won’t miss anything.”

“Thank you.” I can’t help myself from saying it, despite how pathetic it is to thank him for this. He’s going to send me photos of what? My wife acting like a whore in front of all his friends and roadies? God, why does that excite me so damn much?

“Don’t mention it, cuck.”

The call disconnects. I stare into space, trying to imagine the scene that must be unfolding right now, somewhere in Big D’s enormous property in Atlanta. Is Colby doing body shots off one of his other voluptuous black dancers right now? Are they being watched and encouraged by a crowd of horny, cheering men? Is Colby preparing to fuck Big D in front of everyone? So many questions, so little time.

And yet, I can’t do a damned thing about it. All I can do is fire up the video again and apply some fresh lube and start stroking. This time, I am not in control. There is nothing slow or methodical or thoughtful about my actions now. I’m jerking my cock as fast as I can, unable to hold on, and I climax in less than a minute.

For once, I don’t get that absurd sense of shame and guilt as post-nut clarity hits. Not this time. If anything, I’m still horny. Still determined to cum. Still desperate for more.

I restart the video and go again. Then, once I’ve unloaded a second time, I take a short break to recuperate before going for a third session.

I cannot stop. Nor do I want to. I am a cuckolded husband and somewhere in Atlanta, my innocent wife is acting like the sluttiest white girl in the world for her big, black bull.

~ Colby ~

When Darius takes my phone away from me I frown dramatically but he doesn’t even see me do it. He says a few words to Stewart before ending our call, then he grabs my hand and leads me to where the party is already in full swing. Several of the black dancers are making out with the crew in the huge living room at the back of the house that overlooks the pool. Most of the white girls are out back, some of them in the pool but most of them lounging on the chaises that Darius has set up as if this was a resort.

“Come on,” he says as he pulls me into the crowd in the living room. “Colby gonna do the next one, nigga,” he growls at one of the crew who is pouring vodka onto the small of Shaquana’s back. The woman is lying on a coffee table with everyone watching from the chairs and sofas that surround her, shouting encouragement, but as soon as they see me, they all start booing and yelling at me. I’m sure I blush hard but Darius almost loses it.

“Fuck that shit,” he screams as he pushes me toward Shaquana’s black form. She turns her head to see what’s going on and when she sees me, she smiles.

“Come on, Snowbunny,” she says with a laugh, shutting down the disapproval from the crowd. “Get in here and take a shot, bitch.” She laughs but there’s an edge to it.

“Go on, now,” Darius says as he holds my phone up to record everything. “I’m gonna send this back to your fucking cuck to get things rolling.” The man with the bottle pours some liquor onto the small of Shaquana’s back and she laughs.

“Fuck, that’s cold. Warm it up next time, Darnell,” she shouts and the crowd cheers. “Hurry up, Snowbunny. Lick it up.”

“Lick it, lick it, lick it,” the crowd chants as I position myself next to Shaquana’s black body and lick the vodka as best I can. I’m not sure how much I get but the act of doing it is so sexy – I’ve never licked another woman’s skin before. Especially not a black woman.

Darius gets caught up in a conversation almost as soon as I finish so I head out to the pool to find out if the white girls are staying the whole weekend. As soon as I exit the house, they all turn to look at me.

“You’re the girl in the video,” one of them says as if she’s surprised. “Oh, my fucking god, what you do with Big D onstage is so fucking hot!”

The girls on the chaise lounges stand and crowd around me as if I’m some kind of celebrity, which I find amazing. Up until now, I haven’t run into any fans after the shows so this is all quite new for me. The girls are peppering me with questions one after another.

“What’s he like?”

“Is he as sexy as he seems?”

“Are you sleeping with him?”

“Is his cock as big as your arm?”

I can’t believe how dirty they get but I play along and they’re eating it up. “Oh, it’s even bigger than you realize,” I tell them and they all laugh hysterically. “What are y’all doing out here, anyway? Come on inside.”

I can’t believe I’m acting as a sort of liaison between the races but that’s the way it works out. I’m introducing the crew, mostly the men but some of the dancers to the girls who I don’t know at all but everyone is already a little drunk so no one cares. Darius seems pleased with my efforts which thrills me.

“Hey, girl,” Shaquana says as she taps my shoulder from behind. “That was sexy as fuck before. You up for a little more with me?”

“Uh,” I say stupidly but she just takes me into her arms and kisses me, deeply. I’m stunned but I don’t pull away. Her lips are even thicker than Darius’s but softer and somehow more sensual. Her breasts are huge and pressed against mine through her flimsy blouse and I feel as if she’s about to devour me but I just go with it as she holds me and kisses me, her tongue insinuating itself into my mouth. I had no idea that Shaquana was into girls but she clearly is. I’m just not sure that I am. In fact, I’m pretty sure I’m not.

“What the fuck, Shaquana?” Darius asks with a sinister tone. “What the fuck?”

“You said we were gonna share this weekend, Dee. What’s your problem?” He doesn’t answer her but grabs my hand and leads me away. She doesn’t follow as we go up the stairs leaving the orgy that is beginning to take shape in the living room behind.

“You’re going to share me?” I ask when we get to his bedroom.

“I haven’t decided,” he says as he closes the door.

“Do I get a say?”

He looks at me, a smirk on his face. “You want me to share you, Colby?”

I stare at him. “It would have been nice to be asked.” He doesn’t respond. “You get that, right?”

“Don’t much care what you want,” he says in a tone that chills me. And thrills me. Where does that come from? “You ever been with a woman before?”

“No, never.”

“Just like you never been with a black man before me, right?”

I hesitate. “Yes, Darius. Just like that.”

“You know, Shaquana goes both ways,” he says with another smirk. “We could have some fun here, just the three of us.”

“Are you asking me what I want, Darius?”

He snorts a laugh. “Fuck, bitch. What'd I just say to you? I don’t much care what you want.”

“Then why did you ask me?”

“I didn’t fucking ask you, Colby. I was just talking to myself.” He stares at me for a moment before he walks to the door and pulls it open. “Hey, Shaquanna,” he yells. “Get your black ass up here.” He comes back inside his bedroom but he leaves the door open and Shaquana appears a few seconds later. She’s smiling at me.

“You surprise me sometimes, Dee,” she says as she sashays over to where I’m standing. “But no matter,” she says more to me than to Darius. “I been eyein’ this little snowbunny since you found her.”

“Just lose the clothes and lie on the bed, Shaquana,” Daius tells her and she slips out of her dress and is naked before me for the first time. I’m surprised at how dark her nipples are but all I can think of is how fast this is happening. I’m still not sure I can do this.

“Climb on up there, Colby,” Darius orders me. “Straddle her face and lick her pussy.” I look at him briefly but he’s not looking at me. He’s stripping off his clothes. I pull off my own dress and glance at Shaquana who is smiling and reaching for me. I put one knee next to her head and then the other as she wraps her arms around my thighs and pulls my pussy to her lips. I look down at her black body, amazed at the contrast between her skin and mine, but when I lean forward and look at her shaved vulva, I’m astounded at how black her skin is and what a contrast her pink slit makes when she spreads her legs fully.

My amazement deepens as she inserts her tongue into my own pussy. Darius never goes down on me and Stewart and I never do this position, but my head is spinning as I’m confronted with the prospect of licking her vagina while she’s licking mine. I kiss her thighs tentatively but she moans into my clit and the vibrations are intense. Everything is intense as I work myself up to licking her cunt, slowly, cautiously, finally nipping at her clit which sends a shudder down her body that I can feel as I’m now pressing my body against hers, wrapping my hands around her thighs as she pulls me tight herself. It’s an amazing feeling and a life-changing moment that is not lost on me.

“Fuck, you two look good,” Darius says from behind me as I feel him fingering my pussy while Shaquana licks my clit. I feel as if my head will explode. I'm so turned on, then everything goes to a whole new level when I feel Darius cock penetrate my hole while Shaquana’s tongue continues to stimulate my clit so unbelievably while I’m licking hers. She clamps her thighs around my head, locking me in place but I don’t care. I love it, being the instrument of another woman’s pleasure as she pleasures me and Darius fucks me from behind, his hard cock sliding in and out of me as Shaquana pushes me to an incredible climax that wracks my body. My limbs are shaking but I can’t move. They just keep fucking me and licking me and I’m screaming and I’m destroyed, just destroyed.

“I can’t take it,” I scream as I push away from them and they let me, thank god. I collapse on the bed next to Shaquana and gasp, trying to catch my breath and looking up at Darius as he smiles that gorgeous smile of his at me. “Oh, my fucking god,” I say at last. “What have you done to me?”

“Fuck, Snowbunny,” Shaquana says as she props herself up on her elbow and smiles at me. “We’re just getting warmed up.”

“Then what happened?” Stewart asks. It’s the night after the concert in Atlanta and I’m talking to my husband for the first time in almost 72 hours. So far, I’ve only told him about that first threesome I had with Darius and Shaquana, and I know he wants me to tell him everything but I can’t. I’m exhausted, not only from the non-stop party and orgy that stretched on for days but from tonight’s big concert in Darius’s hometown.

“I’ll try, Stewart, but I’m so tired.” Darius finally gave me my phone back after the concert but it was only then that I found out he hadn’t sent any of the photos and videos he took over the weekend. “I’ve got a bunch of stuff to send you, though.”

“I just want the highlights, Colby. Whatever you can give me.” I can hear the longing in his voice and I know he deserves my attention right now, but I haven’t really slept in days and I’m wiped out.

But I persevere. “Well, we had almost a dozen college girls follow us from South Carolina to Atlanta. They all stayed with us at Darius’s new place, which is amazing, by the way. Fifteen rooms, a pool, five acres, a real mansion, Stewart.”

“A dozen coeds?” he croaks.

“Not quite a dozen, I think.” I smile to myself. “But yeah, close to it.”

“And you made love to all of them?”

“No, I don’t think so, but I kind of lost track.” I smile again. Men. So predictable.

“Did you sleep with any of the crew, Colby?”

“No, Darius said he wasn’t ready to share me with the men yet.”

“Yet?”

“That’s what he said.” I wait, then ask, “Is that okay, Stewart?”

“If he shares you with the other men?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t know, Colby. Is that what you want?”

“I’m not sure, Stewart. I’m too tired to think right now.”

“Yeah, I get that, babe. It’s a lot, though. You know that, right?”

“Of course, baby. I get that.” I close my eyes and smile. “I don’t know how much more I can tell you tonight.”

“Just a little more, okay?” His desire and neediness both come through loud and clear. I force myself to rally. Again.

“Okay, baby. What else would you like to know?”

“Did you enjoy the women?”

I roll onto my side in Darius’s bed. He’s off with the crew still celebrating their homecoming and the success of tonight’s performance, the first in his hometown since he blew up with his latest release. “Yeah, it was surreal at first, especially with Shaquana…”

“Because she’s black?”

“That, but also because I knew her a little from the tour. The groupies were all strangers, which made it easier in a way. I kind of understand the appeal of one-night stands now. It’s way different.”

“But you did the same thing with the coeds that you did with Shaquana?”

I have to smile again. “Yes, Stewart. I did the same thing with the coeds. They licked my pussy while Darius fucked me, and sometimes I licked their pussies while Darius fucked them. I couldn’t believe how different they all were. So many white pussies, so many…”

“Oh, god. Colby, that’s so fucking hot.”

“I know, baby. I know.” I pause again. “And…”

“What?”

“Sometimes he fucked my ass while they licked my pussy.”

“Really? He did?”

“Yeah, baby. And sometimes he fucked their asses while I licked their pussies.”

“Oh, Jesus, Colby. Oh, Jesus.”

“And you know what else, baby?”

“What?”

“Sometimes, he’d pull his cock out of my ass and shove it into their mouth.”

“No! Really?”

“Yeah, baby,” I whisper. I’m almost wide awake now because I’m getting excited right along with Stewart, reliving the endless debauchery of the last few days. I can’t believe it happened myself and I was there for every minute of it. I’m playing with my pussy as I tell him what went on and it’s so hot I’m almost ready to cum again, which is beyond my comprehension. I can’t believe what a horny slut I’ve turned into. “Are you playing with yourself, Stewart. I’m playing with myself, you know?”

“Oh, god, Colby. Oh, god.”

“Let’s cum together, Stewart and then I have to get some sleep, okay?”

“Okay, babe.”

“Are you close, baby? Are you close?”

“I’m really close, Colby. I’m really fucking close now.”

“Good, because I want to tell you…”

“What?”

“Sometimes, Darius would pull his big black cock out of their asses and…”

“No!”

“Yes, baby. Isn’t that nasty?”

“Oh, god, Colby! I’m cumming!”

“Good, baby. That’s so good.” I wait for a few seconds before I asked if he was still there and if he was alright.

“I’m okay, Colby.” His voice sounds ragged and spent, which is exactly what I want him to sound like. “God, I miss you.”

“I know, baby. I miss you, too. And I’ll see you soon enough.”

“Really? Soon?”

“Soon enough, baby. Soon enough.”

Click here to pre-order

My Innocent Hotwife (A Cuckold’s Bliss - Part 3)

[image: ]

~ Stu ~

She used to be so innocent.

Butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.

But now I’ve seen a side of her that I can’t unsee.

She used to be mine and I wanted to share her with the world.

Well, that wish has come true in ways I could never imagine.

All I can do is hope she’ll still be mine at the end.

~ Colby ~

I can’t believe I’m doing this but there’s no way I’m going to stop.

I had no idea I had it in me but clearly, I did.

Way more than I ever thought possible.

Stewart keeps saying he’s okay and I choose to believe him.

So I guess we’ll both see just how far we can take this.

One way or the other.
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Please leave a review, or even just a rating! We so appreciate it!
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