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

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

~ 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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~ Stu ~

Lots of guys look at porn on their phone. Lots of guys have naked pictures of their wives or girlfriends on their phone. But I’m one of the lucky few who has porn of his own wife. Here is my wife sucking her black’s lover’s cock; see the way her lips stretch to fully engulf his thick shaft; see the glisten of water in her eyes as it almost chokes her with its size. Here is my wife getting fucked by her black lover; see her pink cunt lips grip his dark meat as if not wanting to let him go; observe the expression of pure wonder on her face, as though she is equally surprised that it fits.

Oh, is that not enough? Here, I have more. There’s plenty of Colby to go around. What position should I enjoy this time? Doggystyle? Missionary? Cowgirl? Reverse cowgirl? Anal sex? Do I want to see her take a load of cum to the face or watch it drip from one of her stretched and ravished holes? Maybe one on one action isn’t enough this time and I need more. Here is my wife licking a black woman’s pussy. Here is my wife doing the same with a tight white coed slut. And here is my wife getting fucked in an MFF threesome while another girl eats her swollen pussy. See that black cock slide out of her glistening slit while another woman licks all the juices? What a view!

Maybe photos aren’t cutting it right now. In that case, I have videos. I have close to one full hour in total, all videos capturing short, intense passionate moments with my wife. I can hear the sounds of ecstasy leaving her lungs. I can see the motion of her body rocking with frantic need. I can hear the wetness of her yearning pussy.

The only thing missing from any of this is… me.

But I won’t let a simple thing like “not making love to my wife” stop me from enjoying this incredible collection of sexual adventures. Viewing all these stunning images makes my cock throb and stomach hurt and my heart ache with a wonderful, confusing, thrilling mixture of jealousy and excitement. No matter how hard I try to stop myself, I can’t help opening up my phone and browsing this sensational gallery over and over and over again.

The part that blows my mind the most is that all these pictures and videos were captured in a single forty-eight hour window. Just two days in Big D’s Atlanta home is all it took for my innocent wife to be transformed into the most insatiable slut on the planet. I counted the number of different lovers in all the pictures and videos and couldn’t believe my eyes. The only man present was Big D himself, his massive black cock as familiar to me now as my own insignificant white penis.But the photos included at least ten other women; one black and nine white. And - unless the order I received them was not the order in which they were taken - it seems that Big D and Colby enjoyed at least two of those white women more than once. I recognize the blonde with the tattoo on her hip and the redhead with a neat strip of matching hair pointing the way to her womanhood. In fairness, I wouldn’t blame Darius or Colby for calling their favorites back into the bedroom for another round. If I had a fraction of his prowess, stamina, wealth, looks - fuck, everything - I’d no doubt try and live the same lifestyle.

No matter how many times I look at all these images and how many hours I spend jerking my jealous cock into a frenzy at my wife’s newfound sexual appetite, I can’t help but enjoy the expressions on her face. Not just that familiar look of intense orgasmic pleasure - eyelids half-open, eyes rolling back, lips parted, cheeks flushed - but the smaller, more subtle expressions, too. One of my absolute favorite pictures is from a series where Big D is standing over Colby and a black woman - Shaquana, I think her name is - and emptying his balls over their faces while the girls kiss, tongues on full display. One of those pictures captured my darling Colby looking straight into the camera with Darius’s cum rolling down her face and Shaquana leaning close to playing with those small, firm, perky tits. The look on Colby’s face defies words. She looks so goddamned proud of herself. “Look at me, taking all this cum on my face! Did you ever think your wife could act like such a whore?” No, darling, I did not. I still vividly remember the way she blushed when I asked for a blowjob for the first time. Look at her now. I’d frame this photo if I could. Hell, it should be hung in the Louvre.

Aside from sending me photos of her exploits, Colby does her best to try and call me at least once per day. These conversations used to be opportunities for us to catch up and talk about how much we missed one another. Now, however, Colby will whisper sultry tales into my ear and tell me how Big D fucked her the night before. She’ll go into exhaustive, erotic detail, sharing everything with me. Just a few months ago, my wife was embarrassed to admit that she found this man attractive. Now she’ll tell me exactly what he did to her and in which hole he did it. All with a smile in her lusty voice.

“...and then?” My voice comes through gritted teeth, sounding strange even to my own ears. My hand pumps my cock. My other hand grips a wad of tissue in preparation. Colby’s voice comes to me through a pair of earphones firmly pushed into place. The phone lies on the bed next to me. Morning sunlight filters through the blinds and the drapes. Somewhere outside the window, morning traffic rumbles by. But I don’t care about any of that. All my focus is on the voice of my wife on the other end of the line.

“And then Darius rolled me over. He pushed me into the mattress and climbed on top and fucked me until I screamed his name.”

“Oh, fuck…”

“I let him fuck my tight pussy all he wanted, baby. He couldn’t get enough of me. He made me take it all.”

“Fuck, fuck!”

“Are you close?”

“So close!”

“He came inside me, Stewart. He emptied his juicy black balls into your wife’s tight white cunt. He pinned me to the bed and filled me with his load and then he pushed his cock in my mouth and made me clean it all up.”

“Colby-!”

She giggles down the line. I almost don’t hear it over the roaring rush of blood pumping through my ears. I stroke my cock and pump, pump, pump it until the inevitable happens and a warm, thick spray launches from the tip. I aim my cock into the wad of tissues and stroke in a frenzy, moaning my wife’s name into the silent apartment.

“Yes, baby. Cum for me. Cum for your whore wife. Cum just like he did.”

And I do. I stroke my cock beyond release, emptying my balls until there’s nothing left except the dull ache of masturbating so frequently. I swear, I must be up to four times a day by now. Finally, I finish and slump back onto the bed, watching my manhood gently wither and retreat again.

“God, that was amazing. You’re amazing, I ever tell you that, Colby?”

“Only every day.”

“I can’t wait to see you again.”

“Me neither.” She lets out a soft sigh. “I miss you so much. But there’s a break coming up in a few weeks. I’ll come home then for a few days, okay?”

“God, yes.”

As my pulse slowly returns to a normal rhythm, I settle into the wonderful warmth that follows an orgasm. I don’t feel any sense of shame or guilt for masturbating while my wife told me how another man fucked her. All I feel is a hint of sadness that she’s not here to enjoy this with me in person. A sudden thought occurs to me.

“Hey, has Darius said anything about… you know?”

“He’s said a lot of stuff, babe. What do you mean specifically?”

“I mean about sharing you. With other guys.”

She inhales a sharp breath and pauses before answering. “Not yet. But you know Darius. When he wants to do something, he’ll do it, no matter what.”

“How do you feel about it?” A bead of cum gathers at the tip of my exhausted cock. I wipe it away with the tissue.

“Um… I’m not sure. I can just about handle Darius most days. The thought of having two of him is kind of intimidating, but…”

“But?”

“Also really hot. And exciting. I know he’ll make me feel like a whore but that means I’ll enjoy it even more, if that makes any sense.”

“It does.” I know all too well how she loves to be treated by Big D. I would never dare to treat her in a similar way, but that’s because I love her too much.

“I gotta go, babe. Time to start getting dressed. As much as I’d love to stay here all day and play with my pussy while we talk…”

“I’d love that, too.”

She giggles. “I love you.”

My wife hangs up. I stare at the ceiling and allow myself to wonder for a moment what our life might be like at this precise moment if I hadn’t pushed her to sign up as Big D’s dancer. It seems crazy that I might have gone my whole life without knowing how much I loved this strange new lifestyle. I might never have known about the woman Colby could truly be, when she finally embraced her inner whore.

~ Colby ~

The tour has been a lot quieter since we left Atlanta, after the non-stop sex of that debauched weekend. It’s just me and Darius every night after the shows. He still fucks me but it’s just him, no groupies, no Shaquana, no crew members. Which I’m fine with.

The shows are still going great and I’m feeling like a bigger part of things now that I kind of know what I’m doing onstage. I’m still no dancer – that comes through loud and clear whenever I perform. But the other dancers are a lot less dismissive of me and I’ve even started talking to some of them on the bus. Especially Shaquana.

“Hey, Snowbunny,” she says as we’re on the road between concerts in Mobile and Biloxi. “How’s Big D treatin’ you at night?” she asks with a sly grin.

“Okay,” I say cautiously. “I’ve been meaning to ask you about that.” She nods. “Are the other girls jealous? Are you jealous?”

“Me? Naw! I don’t much like dick so it’s fine, no problem, baby. You keep fucking that black dick of his and don’t worry about anyone else, you hear me? Gotta keep the big man happy, you dig?”

“You don’t like men?” I ask, astonished. It sure seemed like she did when Darius was fucking her in Atlanta. While I was licking her pussy. Or maybe that’s what made it bearable for her.

“I’m not partial to them, but I don’t mind, especially when I get to be with a sweet little snow bunny like yourself, baby.” She leans in and kisses my mouth. I don’t kiss her back but I don’t move away either. “What’s the matter, baby? Why you shy all of a sudden?”

“No, I’m just…” I look down the center aisle of the bus for Darius. He’s talking to Darnell and Marchand, not paying any attention to what’s happening in the back of the bus between me and Shaquana.

“Oh, don’t pay no never mind to him, child. He’s not the jealous type, you feel me? I’m surprised he ain’t shared you with those two.” She gives me a look and I’m sure I blush hard. “Besides, all them white college bitches he shared you with. I was jealous, truth be told.” She gives me another look and I’m sure I blush even harder before she bursts out laughing. “Don’t worry, Snowbunny. Before this tour is over I’m guessing you’ll be passed around by all them niggers, for sure.” She kisses me again and then stands up to go harass Darius. I just sink into my seat and wonder if she’s shining me on or if that’s what’s going to happen. Or if I want it to happen.

“Hey, Colby,” Darius calls out as he makes his way back to the back of the bus. I look up at him and he smiles, unaware of my inner turmoil. Not that he’d care. “What’s shakin’ girl?” He sits down next to me and pulls me toward him to kiss me. His kiss is quick but passionate, as if he’s showing me that he wants me. I just shrug.

“Shaquana told me that by the end of the tour,” I whisper, wondering if I’m talking out of school and if he’ll get angry with her. Or me. “That you’ll probably share me with the rest of the crew. Is that true?”

He looks at me and I can’t read his expression. “I don’t know, girl. You got a problem if that’s what I decide to do?”

“No, not necessarily,” I tell him in all honesty. I don’t know why but the thought of being with the others is exciting, degrading, and scary all at the same time. But how do I tell Darius? Would he even care? “I was just asking.”

“Well, don’t be so damn curious about everything, Colby. I’ll decide when I decide, understand?” He sits back in his seat and looks at the rest of the bus. “It’s tough, being responsible for all these people and making sure I do right by everyone. It’s a lot of responsibility, you feel me?” He turns and looks at me. I just nod.

“I’m sure it is, Darius.” I watch him but he turns away again and doesn’t move or talk or do much of anything. It’s as if he’s lost in thought and I’m not even there. Until he turns to me again, suddenly.

“Fuck, I just thought of something. We’ll be getting to Biloxi early, maybe an hour or so from now which will give us plenty of time before the show.” He looks me up and down. “I got a good friend who owns a tattoo parlor on Beach Boulevard, by all the casinos. We’re gonna stop in and get you a tat. And maybe some new jewelry.” He smiles at me but there is no warmth in his smile.

I don’t even bother to argue with him, mostly because I know it won’t do any good but also because there is something so naughty about the whole idea of letting him do whatever he wants with my body. I’m tempted for about a half a second to call Stewart and tell him what Darius wants to do to me, or even ask him if I should let him but the thought of Stewart objecting to anything Darius wants to do to me seems ludicrous. Whenever we talk about Darius, all Stewart can ask is what he did to me. He never asks how I feel about it. Maybe because he knows how I feel but still, it would be nice to be asked. It would be nice if anyone asked me how I felt about things.

“I’m gonna tell Steve to drop us off at Leon’s place so we can get you done before the show,” he says more to himself than to me. He stands and heads for the front of the bus without even looking back at me. I watch him go and shudder slightly – this is happening, and it’s happening soon. I pull out my phone and dial Stewart after all. I won’t ask him if he approves, but I’ll let him know what’s about to happen, just so he knows.

“Hey, Colby,” he says after just one ring. “What’s going on, babe. Where are you?”

“I’m on the bus,” I tell him. “We’re halfway between Mobile, Alabama and Biloxi, Mississippi. But I just heard from Darius that he’s got a friend in Biloxi who owns a tattoo parlor.” I let that sink in for a few seconds.

“Really? You’re going to get a tattoo?” He sounds excited and not at all concerned, which doesn’t surprise me in the least.

“Not just a tattoo from the sounds of it.”

I hear him swallow. “What do you mean?”

“Well, Darius said something about getting me some new jewelry.”

Silence. Then he says, “I don’t understand.”

“Stewart, come on. Use your imagination. What else do they do at a tattoo parlor?”

“Besides tattoos? I have no idea, Colby. I’ve never been in a tattoo parlor in my life.”

I roll my eyes. “Neither have I, silly. But I know what they do in them. I’m going to get something pierced, I assume.”

“Oh, god, Colby. What?”

“I have no idea.” I look up at the front of the bus and I see Darius talking to Steve the bus driver. This is happening.

“You don’t?” he asks, which surprises me. “Didn’t he tell you?”

“Not yet. Should I ask him?” It strikes me that I never thought to ask Darius where he plans to have me pierced. What is happening to me?

“No, don’t. Let him just tell you when you get there,” he says, the raw desire in his voice coming right through the phone. “I can’t believe you’re doing this.”

“You’re on board though, right? You’re okay with this?”

He hesitates, which causes my belly to clench. If Stewart tells me not to do this, how can I tell Darius? More importantly, do I want to tell Darius, or do I just go against my husband’s wishes? Luckily, I don’t have to worry about it.

“Do it, Colby,” he whispers at last. “Do whatever he wants you to do.”

I smile. “Thanks for standing by me, Stewart.” I sigh. “I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, Colby.”

I’m just about to hang up when Stewart calls out. “Hey, Colby.”

“Yes?”

“Have Darius record it for me, okay?”

I smile again. God, he’s more into this than I am. “I’ll go one better than that, Stewart. I’ll have him FaceTime it with you.”
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~ Stu ~

And just like that, all my concentration and self-control is gone. Thank fuck I’m working from home today.

My hand pumps up and down, stroking my rock-hard manhood in a frenzy. The moment Colby ended the call, I brought up her videos once more - from a folder called “Colby Porn” - and immediately started jerking off without any hesitation. What the fuck has happened to me in these last few weeks? I feel like I’m evolving backwards, starting out as a civilized man and upstanding member of society, only to deteriorate and succumb to my base urges at the drop of a hat.

It doesn’t take me long to climax. Not these days. I can usually make myself cum in a couple of minutes now. It takes longer if I’ve already done it once or twice that day, but it’s still fairly early and this my first stroke for today. I cum while watching on of my favorite clips: she’s on her back, legs splayed open, getting fucked in the ass by Big D’s huge black cock while a skinny white college girl gleefully licks Colby’s yearning pink cunt. Even when I finish stroking and the tissue is full of fresh cum, I can’t stop watching it. Once upon a time, I felt a surge of shame after masturbating and would turn off whatever porn was playing immediately. Now I can’t help but keep watching long after my cock has exhausted itself and wilted. If Big D can cum and continue fucking, I can cum and keep stroking.

I clean up and try to get back to work, but I can’t. None of my tasks interest me and nothing can hold my attention for longer than a few seconds. No matter what I try to do, my thoughts inevitably return to Colby and Big D. He’s going to get her a tattoo today. Not just a tattoo - a piercing as well. Two things that Colby once told me she would never, ever get.

“I’m an actress, I can’t  have stuff like that on my body. What if I play a character who doesn’t have a piercing or a tattoo? Gotta waste time and energy covering that stuff up so it doesn’t show on camera. Better to not get one at all.”

And now she’s going to get both because her black rapper boss - her big dick bull - has decided that she should go through with it. She used to give me hell if I even joked about such a thing. She wouldn’t even get a temporary tattoo on vacation for fear that it might tan her skin in a weird or unnatural way that might compromise her future job prospects. I bet she didn’t try to resist when Big D made the suggestion.

Thankfully, I am not left in suspense for too long. After an hour or so, Colby calls me via FaceTime. I slap a big, goofy grin on my face and answer the call, but it’s not my wife waiting on the other end of the line.

“‘Sup, cuck? How you doing?”

Big D sneers into the camera, wearing the customary mocking smirk that he seems to reserve only for me. I understand that this man loves to gloat about his sexual dominion over my wife, but sometimes I wish he could afford me just a little respect for letting it happen.

“Oh, hi, uh Mister Dee.” It takes me a second to snap out of my flustered mindset. “I thought this was Colby.”

“She’s here, don’t worry about her, white boy. She’s just getting comfortable in the chair.”

He turns the camera around to show his location. It looks like a tattoo parlor - clean to an almost clinical level - but with a distinct “ghetto” flavor. There’s graffiti art all over the walls and an eclectic style to most of the decor. My beautiful wife is sitting side-saddle on a large raised leather chair, although it more closely resembles a single-person bed. I guess many people have to lie down for their tattoos. She looks into the camera and waves at me.

“Hi Stewart.”

“Hi babe. How are you?”

“A little nervous. He still hasn’t told me what I’m having.”

“Relax, girl.” Big D walks closer to Colby, still aiming the camera at her. I can’t help but notice that she’s wearing a loose and open outfit today - a pale blouse with a generous neckline, plus a short skirt that barely reaches halfway down her thighs. “I gotchu. A bit of ink is gonna make you even more fuckable, you get me?”

“I get you.” A knowing smile lifts the corners of her soft lips.

“As soon as we’re done here, I’ll get you back to the hotel and pound that pussy.”

A flash of excitement crosses her face. She glances into the camera - at me - as if wanting me to know how thrilling that prospect truly is for her. A third figure steps into frame, wearing a surgical mask and latex gloves. He’s a wiry-looking black man with a wild, artistic afro. He opens a small silver case and extracts a fresh tattoo needle, busying himself with preparations.

“Relax, girl. Lay back, getcha self comfortable. My boy here is a pro.”

Colby gives a nod, but her expression is clouded by worry. She doesn’t say anything to refuse him and neither do I. My wife gets into position and reclines on the chair. The tattoo artist finishes preparing his gear and looks to Big D, waiting for the next instruction.

“She’s gonna get some ink right here, on her inner thigh.” As he talks, Big D reaches over my wife and pushes up her skirt to expose a tiny pair of lace panties. He presses the soft flesh of her leg, close to her pussy. I can almost hear the relish in his voice. “A little something so her and the cuck will always remember me.”

“I don’t think that’s possible, Mister Dee.” I hate that I sound like a simpering subordinate, begging for his boss’s approval, but that’s how it is.

“Oh, I know that, cuck.” He chuckles to himself. “But I want you to think about me every time you see Colby’s body.”

I manage to bite my tongue before telling him that I already do. Even in the few photos and videos that don’t feature Big D, I can readily imagine him standing off to the side, black and naked and rock-hard.

Now Big D ignores me for a moment and talks straight to the tattooist. He says, “I want a nice, clear spade symbol, like on the playing card, you know the one?”

The tattooist nods. “I done a few’a them for white girls before. Popular.”

“I’m sure it is. White boys just can’t do it for them no more. I want it black, with the letter D in the center, you feel me?”

The tattooist nods.

“Nice and close to her pussy. So everyone knows I own it.”

“You got it.”

The tattooist leans in close to my wife’s body and prepares his needle. After a moment, the equipment starts to buzz and he begins his work. Big D aims the phone so I can see everything. After a moment, the needle touches Colby’s tender skin and a rich, black ink blossoms across her pale flesh. She gasps.

“Relax, girl. Relax. It’s okay. It don’t hurt, do it?”

“No.” She lets out a breath. “It’s like a pinch. I wasn’t expecting that.”

Colby settles and stays still. The tattooist resumes work. He’s quick, talented, and skilful. First, he draws a spade symbol - freehand - getting the outline perfect. It’s no larger than a coat button. Discreet. Sexy. Powerful. Then he begins to color it in, turning the symbol into a jet-black stamp of Big D’s total ownership. But the tattooist doesn’t color the enter spade. He carefully leaves a void in the ink that is clearly in the shape of the letter D, nice and clear, before he fills in the middle of the letter. Colby is breathing hard by the time he finishes and leans back. The spade is a dark, vibrant blotch of ink on her pale body, surrounded by an angry red line as her skin begins to heal. The letter D is totally obvious in the middle. Nobody who sees this will ever mistake it for anything else.

“There, now!” Big D sounds delighted. He aims the camera at Colby’s face. She’s flushed but thrilled. “Now you’re black-owned, girl. How do you feel about that?”

Her smile says it all.

“Now we’re gonna get you that piercing, too. Take off your top.”

She pauses for a moment, eyes glancing toward the tattooist. But Big D’s tone invokes no debate. And if she’s waiting for me to step in and say something, she’ll be waiting for some time. Colby lifts up her blouse and reveals her bare breasts, no bra. The nipples are flushed and firm. Big D immediately cups them with hunger.

“Man, I shot a lot of loads over these already, you know what I’m saying?” He laughs, then carefully points to each of her nipples in turn. “I want both’a them pierced.”

Colby’s mouth opens in an O of surprise. She reaches up and touches her breasts, as though trying to imagine what it might feel like. She looks at the camera and says, “What do you think, Stewart?”

I’m sitting here, open-mouthed and looking dumb as all hell. But in truth, I’m actually a little relieved. I had feared that Big D would demand a more intimate piercing. All I can say is, “If you’re comfortable doing this, babe?”

Colby thinks for a moment, hands exploring her breasts as if she’s never felt them before. After a moment, a naughty smile begins to spread over her lips. She says, “It would be kind of hot, wouldn’t it…”

Big D tells the tattooist to get going before anyone changes their mind. The artist is professional and effortless, replacing his tattoo gear with a small piercing gun that looks like a staple gun. He places the tip to my wife’s left nipple.

“Deep breath. This is gonna sting for a moment. Count to three”

“One, two-”

He squeezes the trigger and the clasps snap around Colby’s pink nipple with a firm click, clamping hard and pushing a small metal bar through the flesh. She gasps and sucks in air, the unmistakable sound of pain. But she manages a smile for me.

The tattooist carefully removes the tool. He uses a wire cutter to snip the metal bar down to size and screws a small bead onto either end. Now Colby’s perky nipple is pierced. The sight makes my manhood throb. The tattooist moves over to the next nipple.

“Okay, almost done here. Count to three again.”

“One-”

Click.

And just like that, my wife’s soft pink nipples are both pierced. The tattooist repeats the process with this one, snipping the bar and attaching the beads to hold it in place. Colby wipes water from her eyes. My heart aches. I should be there to hold her hand right now.

“Babe? Are you okay?”

“I’m okay, Stewart. It’s already dulling down a little. It was… sharp, that’s all.”

Big D pats her on the shoulder, a proud man. He turns the camera back to himself and leers at me once again. “See that, cuck? She’s owned now.”

“I see it.”

“I’ll send you a picture of the ink later.”

He grins in triumph and the screen goes black. I sit on the couch for a moment, utterly numb with shock. Is this normal? Is any of this remotely normal? I’ll ask Greg next time we get together for a beer. This honestly seems like things have spiraled way out of control. First it was dancing in a bikini, then it was performing on stage, then going to a party with him… Now I don’t know where the hell we stand. Will she even want to come back to me after all this?

After a few long minutes, I manage to drag my brain back to work and get a few simple tasks completed. But within a few hours, my phone buzzes again. A picture message from Colby. As promised, it’s a nice, detailed shot of her new tattoo. But that’s not the part of the image that makes my jaw drop open in disbelief. The tattoo is only a small part of the picture; the rest of my phone screen is filled by her glistening pink pussy, yawning open, a trickle of fresh white cum spilling out and rolling over her thigh.

~ Colby ~

I hate needles.

When Darius first told me he wanted to get me pierced and tattooed, all I wanted to do was tell him how much I hate needles. I always have. I used to scream when my mom took me to the doctor as a kid if I needed to get a shot. She’d have to hold me down so the nurse didn’t jab herself, I was so out of control at the thought of one of those things puncturing my skin. I hated them so much. I still do.

So I wanted, desperately, to tell Darius that I didn’t want a tattoo because they’re done with a needle of sorts. And I certainly didn’t want to get pierced, even though he didn’t tell me where he was going to do it. I still remember almost fainting when I got my ears pierced like it was yesterday. All I need is to pass out in a tattoo parlor when I see the needle and I’d never live it down. So I wanted to tell him I couldn’t do it. I really did.

But I didn’t. I can’t say no to the man. I can’t.

“I’m not so sure about this,” I told him as I watched the bus drive away after they dropped us off. I should have been more forceful but that was the best I could do, which of course he brushed off like I hadn’t said anything. I wanted to tell him that I’ve never liked tattoos, even after they got so popular that people look at you like you’re crazy now if you don’t have one. I never caved to the pressure to get one, not in high school, not in college, not after college. I used the excuse that an actress had to be pristine because she never knew what kind of role she’d be asked to play, but that’s not true, not anymore. Loads of actresses have loads of tattoos and they still get work. Heck, some of them get work because of their extensive collection of tattoos. It’s like a calling card for them.

But they just weren't for me. I thought they looked cheap and ridiculous. As if the person who got them didn’t care enough to not mark their body for all eternity. Or as a sign they couldn’t go against the crowd, or the prevailing trend to permanently defile their bodies. That wasn’t me, I’d told myself a million times.

“Come on, babe,” Darius said when he held the door open for me. I looked up at the neon sign next to the door that announced it was a place to get tattoos and piercings and thought that I was about to change my appearance forever. I bit my lip and went inside.

The place was clean and grungy at the same time. It reeked of marijuana and the walls were covered with graffiti and framed examples of tattoo art that scared me half to death – what did Darius have in mind for me? We had a show to do in a couple of hours so the extensive ones couldn’t be done in such a short time. I calmed down but only a bit.

He ushered me to the counter to meet the proprietor, Leon, I assumed because I was never really introduced, and before I could get my bearings I was told to climb onto the table where the deed would be done. It all happened so fast.

“Lift up your skirt,” Leon said to me as Darius called Stewart. I was trying to pay attention but I couldn't focus. All I could think about was what I agreed to without knowing what it was that I agreed to. It was so out of character for me my mind felt like it might shut down or my head might explode.

Darius was explaining to Leon what he wanted while Stewart was listening and I just kept answering their questions with my mind in a whirl. Then I saw the tattoo gun which was more ferocious than I would have ever thought possible – it looked like something out of a science fiction movie that alien beings might use to torture people. I tried to tell Darius with my eyes that I was going to be sick but he just ignored me and gave Leon the nod, then he aimed the camera on my phone at my pussy as I took a breath and closed my eyes.

“Ouch,” I shouted when Leon touched my inner thigh with the needle, it was so surprisingly painful. I gasped and opened my eyes again just in time to watch as my skin turned black under his relentless attack on one of the most sensitive and intimate parts of my body. I gritted my teeth and tried not to yell at him to stop, but as the shape of the tattoo became evident, the pain of getting it receded and the reality of what was happening hit me. I couldn’t believe it. I just couldn’t believe it.

I loved it. I fucking loved it.

Suddenly, the pain was irrelevant. If anything, I reveled in the intensity of what was happening. I never experienced anything like it in my life but I was blown away by how much it affected me. I watched, fascinated, as Leon inked my thigh and changed me, both my appearance and my psyche, forever. I was blown away.

I don’t even know how long the tattoo took but I remember being disappointed when he declared that he was finished. I almost asked for another one but I knew we weren’t done, that Darius wanted me pierced as well, although he had yet to tell me how and where. Suddenly, my mind swirled with possibilities. Would he have Leon pierce my navel? My labia? My clit? The thought of it scared me and thrilled me, but more than anything I was overwhelmed by the reality that I had given myself over to him, that Darius would decide, if he hadn’t already, where I would be pierced, my body penetrated, my skin punctured, my very being altered by this man I barely knew, and I wouldn’t stop him.

I almost fainted.

“... take off your top,” Darius ordered me as I hung on to consciousness. I did as I was told in a near-trance. Darius turned the phone so I could see Stewart. I asked him what he thought but I didn't hear his answer. I think I said something about it being hot but Leon was already lining up his gun to puncture my nipple. I couldn’t look away as he counted down…

Pain. Pure, unadulterated pain shot through my poor delicate nub like nothing I’d ever felt before in my life. It was ten times my ears, the pain was so excruciating. I was blinded by the pain for a moment but it subsided quickly. It didn’t go away but it became bearable. Barely. I watched, fascinated and horrified, as he manipulated the post that was a part of me to make it permanent.

Then he lined up my other nipple and I was overwhelmed again. The pain was so intense I thought I was going to vomit but again, it was over almost as soon as it began. Leon fiddled with my new jewelry and Darius gushed at how hot it looked and Stewart looked like he might faint, too, and I just wanted to crawl into bed and pull the covers over me and never come out.

What had I done?

I’m lying on the bed in our hotel room, stark naked, with Darius’s cum leaking from my vagina. He’s just taken a photo of my new tattoo to send to Stewart after he made love to me, which I have to be honest, was pretty painful. My new tattoo is quite sore from all the little punctures of my skin and Darius made no effort to avoid it when he fucked me. He also took me missionary, which is rare for him as he prefers doggy-style, but I got the sense that he wanted to crush my nipples with his chest as he was fucking me, which he did, and which hurt like hell. Still does.

“Better get up and start getting ready for the show, babe,” he says after he sends the photo to Stewart. I was surprised he didn’t call him to rub his nose in what he just did to me, but I guess the photo says it all. “We’re gonna kill ‘em tonight, Colby. You’ll see.”

“This tattoo is going to be visible, you know,” I tell him as I climb off the bed. I put my hand over my vagina so as to not leak all over the floor on my way to the bathroom.

“Damn right it is,” he says with a laugh. “Ain’t no hiding anything in that itty bitty suit you wear.”

“That’s what you had in mind all along, isn’t it?” I ask rhetorically. He just shoots me a look with a big shit-eating grin.

“You didn’t really think you’d be able to hide anything, did you?”

“No, I guess not.” I hadn’t really thought about it but I was relieved that we’d recorded the video before I got the tattoo, I realized. I didn’t say anything, though. “Is this the only one you’re going to get me?” I’m not sure why that question popped into my head before it shot out of my mouth.

“Why? You want more?” He grinned at me. “It’s addictive, ain’t it? At first, the pain is all you can think about but then it feels good. Like, the pain makes it all so real.”

“I can’t imagine how long it took you to get all of those.” I wave at his body, naked from the waist up, his chest and arms almost covered in complicated patterns and images.

“Years, and I ain’t lyin’.” He raises his arms like a weightlifter posing for the judges. I laugh. “But answer my question, girl. You want more tats?” 

It’s a question that’s been on my mind since we left Leon’s. If I stop with the spade on my thigh, I can easily conceal it when I’m not wearing a bikini like I am during our shows. But the tour won’t last forever and if I want to go back to acting, legitimate acting, I can’t be all tatted up like Angelina Jolie or Ariana Grande as I don’t have their fame or, let’s be honest, talent.

But the experience of getting my first tattoo is weighing heavily on my mind. I can’t believe how exciting it was even if it started out excruciating. And it wasn’t nearly as painful as getting my nipples pierced although that wasn’t so bad, either. Have I been kidding myself my whole life about all of this? Do I want more of both?

“Earth to Colby,” Darius says, shaking me out of my own head at last. “You zoned out on me, girl.”

“I don’t know, Darius. I’m not sure what I want to do.” He comes into the bathroom and wraps his arms around my waist from behind while looking at my breasts in the mirror.

“Fuck, I love the way you look. Those posts are fucking sexy as hell,” he whispers as he smiles and holds me close. I put my arms around his and smile back at him.

“I wanted to ask you,” I venture with some trepidation. “Have you had other white women get tattoos like this one?” I turn my leg so my new tat is visible in the mirror.

“Nope. You’re the first one.” He looks at my eyes in the mirror for the first time.

“Really?”

“Fuck, you need me to say it twice. You’re the first, Colby. Why?”

“I don’t know, I was just curious.” Then I ask what’s really on my mind. “Why me?”

He looks at me again. “Fuck if I know.”

“Seriously? You don’t have a clue?”

“Nope. All I know is I’m really enjoying fucking you, and fucking with Stu. It’s a real trip.” He shakes his head. “Never got so far up a cuck’s ass before.”

“Is this more about Stewart than it is about me, Darius?” I don’t want to sound like I’m whining but it did come out that way, I realized after the fact.

“Fuck, babe. Does it really matter?”

“Yeah, it kind of does.”

“Why? You falling for me or something?” He’s got his eyes on mine and I suddenly feel like this is getting all too serious all of a sudden. “You know that wasn’t part of the program, Colby. Right?”

“No, yeah, I know,” I tell him too quickly. “I’m fine, Darius. Really. It’s fine.” I peel his arms from around my body and step into the shower. “We should get ready to go.” He watches me for a few seconds before I see him shake his head and walk out of the bathroom.

Fuck, what is going on with me?
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~ Stu ~

I almost can’t look at myself in the mirror now. Even several hours after Colby got her tattoos and Big D sent me that incredibly graphic - and undeniably arousing - post-sex picture of the spade symbol, I’m torn between feelings of shame and delight. What kind of husband am I? I’ve allowed another man to possess my wife; to mark her skin with his symbol; to transform her body according to his whims. And the worst part is that I’m all for it. This is the most incredible period of my entire life so far. The only downside is that I can’t share it with anyone. My wife isn’t coming home today or tomorrow, but in several weeks. The only person I can talk to about these experiences is Greg, my fellow cuckold from the online chat group. There’s nobody else in my life who knows about this, let alone understands what we're doing. I'm not even sure I fully understand it, to be honest.

After watching my wife get her body permanently marked with Big D's initial, I pretend to work until the clock strikes five. In truth, I've barely achieved anything today. It's been a struggle to think about anything except Colby and Darius and what they might be doing together at any given moment. I'm one hundred percent certain that my wife has at least one load of his cum inside her at all times by now. Sometimes I'm amazed at her transformation over the last few weeks. When she left me, Colby was shy, reserved, even innocent. Now she's… well, there's no other way to say it. My wife is a black cock whore. She can't get enough of this man and I can't get enough of hearing about it from the sidelines.

Every now and then, I wonder what it will be like when she finally gets home after the tour. I've long since accepted the notion that Colby is going to see this through to the very end. Despite all her previous protests, my wife is not going to activate the escape clause in her contract and leave before the tour concludes. And I can't blame her one bit. All the photos and videos and breathless stories she shares with me all confirm that she is having the time of her life. As her husband, I'm proud that she's working so hard and earning so much for the first time in her life. As her cuckold, I'm more in love every time I get a new update.

I close down my work laptop and fire off a quick text to Greg, asking if he's free for a beer tonight. His reply lands within a few short minutes; he can't tonight - his wife is home after her trip - but tomorrow night? I tell him, sure, that sounds great, and we leave it at that. Then I stare into space, feeling and absurd sense of jealousy for this man I hardly know. His wife spent several days working out of state with her hot coworker. His wife is now home. His wife is going to give him one hell of a reunion.

But his wife is nothing compared to mine. My wife is getting fucked every day and every night by he biggest, blackest cock I've ever seen. My wife is flaunting her body on stage in front of thousands of adoring fans every single night. My wife is fucking her bull and every hot piece of ass college slut who manages to get invited to the party. When I think about it like that, I've got nothing to be jealous about - except maybe that his wife is already home and ready to be reclaimed.

After a few moments of thoughtful reflection, I launch the YouTube app on TV and start browsing. Colby’s music video debut with Big D is saved as one of my favorites for ease of finding - and close to a hundred million views by now! - but I don't need to watch it just yet. Instead, I hit the search bar and type in yesterday’s date, plus, Big D tour live and hit enter. After a few moments, I'm presented with dozens of videos captured by fans in the crowd, all recording parts of last night's show from a multitude of different angles. The wonders of modern technology.

I sit and watch a few clips from last night's show. Most people are trying to focus the camera on Big D as he struts around the stage, singing and rapping to the adoring crowd. But some videos capture a wider angle of the entire stage and these are the ones that appeal to me: I can see my wife dancing along with the other girls. Maybe it's my imagination, but she gets better every performance. Her moves are on time, her confidence is growing, the way she sways her hips is more pronounced. It's totally different to how she described that embarrassing first show.

Of course, it probably helps that the main star is rocking her world every chance he gets…

“I thought it would be really uncomfortable, but it wasn’t. My piercings didn't catch on the bikini and I didn't rub against the tattoo, either.”

“That's great, babe.” Despite the lateness of the hour, I'm wide awake on the couch, wearing nothing but loose shorts and a goofy smile. It doesn’t need to be said, but - yes, I am sporting a major erection already. It sprang up the moment my phone started ringing. “Do you think anyone noticed?”

“You mean in the crew? Sure. Darius told everyone the second we got backstage. He made me show the piercings to everyone.”

My cock throbs at the thought of my wife baring her breasts to the entire road crew, but that’s not what I was asking. “No, the crowd. Do you think anybody in the audience noticed your new ink?”

“Oh, God, I have no idea. None at all. There were thousands of people and more camera flashes than I could count. Maybe they did, maybe they didn’t. I don’t know.”

I let out a long sigh of arousal at that thought. Thousands of eyes were on my wife just a few minutes ago. Some of them must have glimpsed that strange new dark spot on her inner thigh, there was no way the bikini would have hidden it. No way at all. Even if her pierced nipples were fully covered for the entire performance, almost the entire rest of her body was fully on display. Somebody, somewhere, must have spotted it. My manhood trembles.

“What are you doing right now?” Her voice brings me back to reality.

“Not a whole lot. Just on the couch, missing you.”

“How much you missing me?” There’s a teasing edge to her voice now. A hint of erotic mischief.

“About six inches.”

“All for me? Aw, I’m so lucky!”

I can’t help but laugh. “Not quite as exciting as the one you’re used to by now, huh?”

“I don’t know about that. It’s still my favorite and I can’t wait to have it again.”

“God, I can’t wait to have you all to myself, Colby.”

She gives a soft murmur. Behind her, I hear distant voices and gentle clanging. The usual sounds of the road crew tearing down the rigs from the show. My manhood demands attention, prompting me to ask a more intimate question.

“How does it feel to have sex with those new additions?”

“It’s different. The tattoo is kind of uncomfortable when there’s friction. I have to keep it wrapped up and use lots of lotion to help it heal. The piercings feel really nice. Like, so freaking nice. I can feel them right now. It’s weird, but good weird. Does that make any sense?”

“Yeah, it does. Do they hurt?”

“Only when they catch on things. Darius loves them, I can tell you that. He usually fucks me doggystyle, but earlier we would only do missionary so he could see them. I’ve never seen him so excited.”

“Oh, fuck. That’s so hot.”

“It was.” I hear a smile in her voice for a moment. Then she says, “Are you sure this is okay? I mean, once the tour is over I can remove these and we’ll see about getting the tattoo covered if it’s a problem.”

“Are you kidding me, babe? I’m so turned on just thinking about it. I can’t wait to see them for myself.”

“Thank God.” There’s real relief in her voice. “I know I said I would never, ever get anything like this, but now that it’s done, I kind of love the way it makes me feel.”

“And what’s that?” My cock is in my hand now.

“A bad bitch.”

“Fuck, Colby…”

She giggles down the line, loving how easily she can cast a spell over me, even from hundreds of miles away. “Aw, I’m sorry, baby. Was that mean of me?”

“So fucking mean. I’m gonna have to punish you for that, you know.”

“Mmm, punish me how?”

“So many ways. I want to tie you down and spank your tight ass…”

My hand is gliding now, slowly stroking while I talk to Colby. She can probably tell; I pleasure myself a lot while we talk these days.

“You know you’re going to have to fuck me a lot for this.” Her tone is a silky, seductive purr in my ear. So fucking erotic.

“I can manage that. Hours, days, weeks - you’re not leaving the bedroom until I’m convinced you’ve learned the error of your ways.”

“God, that sounds so good right now. Maybe when-”

She suddenly cuts off. I hear a muffled voice nearby - someone talking to her. After a few moments, Colby’s mouth returns to the speaker.

“Sorry, babe. I gotta run. It’s time to go to the afterparty.”

“Aw, already? Come on, just a few more minutes. Please?”

She giggles. Then another voice reaches my ears. Big fucking D.

“You there, cuck?”

“I’m here, Mister Dee.”

“Betcha stroking that little white cock, huh?”

“Uh… No.”

My lie isn’t even halfway convincing. He just laughs down the line.

“Yeah, sure, whatever. You gotta go now, ‘cause I’m gonna fuck your wife, you dig?”

“I dig, but - wait.”

“What’s the hold up? My dick needs that pussy.”

“Can… can I watch?”

He laughs. “Sure thing, white boy. Stay by the phone, I’ll let Colby set it up.”

~ Colby ~

Darius hands me my phone and strips off his clothes. I’m still in my bikini so I get undressed after I turn on FaceTime and prop the phone against the lamp on the desk that faces the bed. When we climb onto the bed, he grabs me and pulls me to him, but with my back to him so that I’m facing towards the camera. I can see Stewart’s face on the screen.

“Been looking forward to tweaking these new posts of yours since you got 'em, girl,” he growls with an evil smile. I shudder.

“They’re still pretty sensitive, Darius,” I whine but he laughs at me.

“Think I don’t know that? That’s what makes it so much fun.” He pulls me onto his body and lifts my bottom, then he slowly inserts his cock into my wet pussy. I’ve been wet for him since the performance and as he slides his massive member into me, I moan, mostly because it feels so good but for my husband’s benefit as well.

“You like those tats as much as I do, cuck?” Darius says in a voice I’m sure Stewart can hear. “Your woman says she likes it so much she wants some more. Whaddya say, white boy? Should we get her all tatted up? Give her a couple of full sleeves and a big ole fucking tramp stamp, maybe with my name on it?”

Stewart remains silent.

Darius fingers my clit as he fucks me while I’m effectively sitting on his lap, but with his other hand he reaches for my left nipple and grazes it with his fingertip. I moan again but this time from the pain as my wound is fresh and it hurts incredibly when he touches the post.

“Please don’t, Darius,” I whisper as I close my eyes tight. “They’re still so sore.”

“I know it, babe, but we gotta keep playing with them so they don’t attach to the metal when you heal up. You’ll thank me in the long run. This’ll keep those sexy little nubs of yours so sensitive you’ll be able to cum just by me twisting your nipples. You’ll see.”

I moan again as he keeps fucking me and fingering me and tormenting me simultaneously. I’m almost overloaded with pleasure and pain when an orgasm wells up from nowhere and overwhelms me unexpectedly. I scream as I cum but Darius doesn’t let up. He fucks me even harder as my pussy clenches around his big black cock.

“Fuck, girl,” he growls as he swells in my pussy. “You're gonna squeeze the cum right outta me but I want to cum on your tits to celebrate your sexy new jewelry.” He tosses me off his lap and spins me around on the side of the bed as he climbs off and stands over me. He’s already grabbed my hair with one hand and he’s stroking himself with the other until he sprays his seed on my breasts. I love it when he cums on my girls but my wounds are so fresh that the salty semen stings me unmercifully and I’m wailing and crying as he rubs the tip of his cock on my nipples making the pain even worse. Then he slaps my cheek with his spent member before he tosses me back onto the bed.

“See that, cuck? That’s the way you break a bitch in.” I just lie on the bed in a heap, crying softly until I hear Darius leave the room. I look up and see that Stewart is still watching.

“Colby? Are you okay?” he asks. I sniff back my tears and go to retrieve my phone.

“I’m okay,” I lie. “The posts are really sensitive.”

“Did he hurt you a lot?”

“It’s okay. I survived.” I’m looking at my husband and he looks miserable. I need to show him that this isn’t as big a deal as he’s imagining it to be. “I liked it, actually.”

He rolls his eyes. “Colby, come on. I saw how much you hated it. I was watching the whole thing, remember?”

“How could I not, Stewart? But it’s fine, really. I mean, they still sting but…” I turn away from the phone.

“What? I didn’t hear what you said, Colby.”

“I kind of enjoy it when he hurts me, Stewart,” I whisper. “Is that weird?”

He just stares at me through the phone. “Really? You like it?”

“I mean, I didn’t like it when it was happening, but now that it’s over I kind of do. It’s a little like getting the tattoos or getting my nipples pierced. It’s painful when it’s happening but afterwards, I’m proud that I could take it. It makes me feel so alive. And it makes Darius happy so it makes me happy. I really like pleasing him, Stewart. I love it.”

“But what if he gets carried away, Colby. What if he really hurts you?”

“He hasn’t though, not even close. Millions of people get tattoos and get their nipples or their belly button pierced every day and nobody dies from it. It’s like a badge of honor or something. It’s like, ‘Look at me, world. I took the pain and lived to tell the tale.’” I smile and wipe the tears from my eyes.

“That’s pretty fucked up, Colby,” he whispers, but I can hear the excitement in his voice, too.

“Yeah, I know, but it’s hot as hell, isn’t it?”

He hesitates for a long time before he finally says, “Yeah, it is.”

“And I know he wants me to get more ink and more piercings. I just know it.”

“Yeah.”

“And I don’t think I can say no to him, Stewart. I don’t think I can do that.”

“Yeah.”

“And I don’t want to do anything stupid but this is so hot, Stewart. You see that, don’t you? How hot it is to let my bull do whatever he wants to do to make his mark on my body? Like, what if he decided to write his name on me? Like he owns me? What would that be like? For the whole world to know that I belong to Big D, Darius Williams, the rap star, the black rap star who does whatever he wants to me because it’s so fucking hot, Stewart. What would that be like?”

I can hear my husband stroking himself as I’m talking to him and I see him close his eyes as he listens to me go on and on about all the things that Darius is going to do to my body. I’m fingering myself as well and we just masturbate together for a few more seconds until I hear him gasp and grunt quietly, which pushes me over the edge as well.

Finally, after we finish panting quietly as if we didn’t both just climax, Stewart opens his eyes and looks at me. “You’re not really going to let him do all of that, are you, Colby? That was just talk, right?”

“No, of course not, Stewart. That would be really dumb, wouldn’t it?”

“Yeah, it would.”

We stare at each other for a good long while without saying a word. Finally, I add, “But it would be so, fucking, hot, too.”

“Yeah,” he whispers, almost in spite of himself.

Suddenly, the hotel room door bursts open and Darius strides into the room. But he’s not alone – Marchand is with him.

“Hey, Colby,” he yells, snapping me to attention when I was just about asleep. “Time for your first spit roasting, bitch.”
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~ Stu ~

“Huh?”

I stare at Colby while she, in turn, stares at Darius, who is standing out of my view. She looks just as shocked as I feel. Her mouth hangs open in pure shock.

“What did he say, Colby?” I feel like I’m underwater, hearing muffled snippets. I know what I think he said, but it can’t be right. It just… it can’t be.

Now Darius enters the frame, smiling, still naked, his rich, black skin gleaming with sweat from their recent exertions. His smile is excited and predatory at the same time. He sits next to my wife on the bed, cool and casual.

“Go ahead, Colby. Sounds like your cuck didn’t hear what I just said, you wanna fill him in?”

Colby blinks, still stunned into silence. She glances from Big D to someone else - standing out of my view, but in the room with them - and then finally turns her eyes back to me, peering out from the phone in her hand.

“Darius just said… he told me that it’s time for a spit roast.”

“A what?”

I know what a spit roast is; I’ve been around long enough to pick up on more than a few pornographic words and terms. Hearing that particular phrase spoken aloud by my wife takes me by surprise. I’ve never heard her say it before. She’s too innocent to say it, much less understand and be part of it. But here we are.

“A spit roast, cuck, clean out yo’ fucking ears!” Big D roars with laughter, as does the other man from outside my view. “Means that me and my boy Marchand here are gonna fuck your wife like she’s never been fucked before. Two on one, filling her from both ends!”

He gives me that savage, triumphant grin again, daring me to object or complain or try to push back against his will. For the first time, I find my inner courage and speak.

“Come on, Mister Dee, she’s never done anything like that before, you can’t really expect her to do it.”

“Oh, but I do. ‘Cuz when I tell Colby to do something, she does it, ain’t that right, bitch?”

A hint of irritation flickers across her face at being called a bitch, but she says nothing. My wife purses her lips and gives a slow nod.

“See, cuck? Now here’s what you’re gonna do, Colby. First, gimme dat phone.”

My view of the hotel room shifts as the phone is passed from Colby to Big D. His face looms large and fills the screen for a moment, that triumphant sneer distorting to an enormous size. Then he flips the view to the other camera and aims it at a tall, powerful-looking black man. This guy looks like he tosses fallen trees for sport. He’s wearing a casual sports jersey and loose slacks.

“Say hi to the cuck, Marchand.”

“Yo.”

Marchand laughs and waves at the camera, clearly filled with anticipation for what is about to happen. The front of his slacks appear tight, with a noticeable mound swelling.

“Marchand, he’s one of my best guys.” Big D holds out a fist and Marchand taps his own to it. “This motherfucker was with me since long before I became a multi-platinum artist. We came up from nothing together. We share everything, you get me, cuck?”

“Y-yes.”

“And now we gonna share your woman. Because a slut like this, she needs a lot of dick to keep her sweet. More than you can give her. I never met a whore who loves black cock as much as she does. That little white prick ain’t gonna cut it no more, not after we’re finished with her.”

“Darius-”

Colby attempts to cut in, maybe to try and stick up for me or maybe to ask him not to refer to her in such a way. But he waves a hand and she stops at once. Big D gestures to the space on the floor in front of Marchand.

“Go introduce yourself to my boy. He loves white pussy almost as much as I do.”

She pauses for all of two seconds - just long enough to look into the camera and give me a parting glance - before rising from the bed and walking two steps forward, standing next to Marchand. The man has the look of a cat awaiting his bowl of cream. Colby flashes him a coy smile, but makes no attempt to hide her nudity or cover up in any way. He looks her up and down with hungry eyes and a cocky grin.

“Hi, I’m Colby.”

“I know who you are, girl. I seen that fine ass around here for weeks now. I gotta get to know you better.”

Without another word, he places a hand on Colby’s shoulder and eases her to the floor. She moves without resistance, kneeling before him, her head perfectly in line with that bulge in his sweats. The wife I knew would probably hesitate or at least looked embarrassed about this position, but not Colby. This woman is a different animal. She beams with delight and grasps his waistband and gently eases his slacks down, giggling as his hard black cock springs free. The camera captures everything, even the sparkle in her eyes. My thumb glides across the screen and hits the record button. I don’t want to miss a second of this.

“Oh, wow!” Colby’s voice is full of genuine giddiness. She’s not pretending to be excited; this is her real reaction. “Shit, I didn’t know you were hiding this from me!”

Both men laugh. The sound of their amusement hits me like blows to the stomach. Fuck. I’ve only just finished jerking off; my cock can’t react to this yet, even though the sights and sounds are beyond thrilling.

Colby finishes pulling Marchand’s slacks to the floor, her face in line with his erect cock. It’s not as large or thick as Big D’s, but it still more than dwarfs my own. She takes it in one hand and swirls her tongue around her tip, massaging her pert breasts at the same time. I’ve never seen her do that before. Maybe those piercings have awakened something inside her.

“Come on, Colby.” Big D moves closer, standing next to Marchand and aiming the camera down at my kneeling wife. “Show him what you got.”

His words seem to give Colby permission to unleash her inner slut. She opens her warm, wet mouth and takes Marchand’s hard cock inside with a gleeful moan of sheer excitement. Her eyes gleam, sparkling like jewels, as she begins to suck, suck, suck his large black cock with more enthusiasm than she’s ever shown me. My gut twists with jealousy and shame. She can’t see my face. She wouldn’t care even if she could.

Colby makes long, loud, slurping noises, guiding her new lover’s cock into her mouth with one hand, still teasing her barred breasts with the other. I barely recognize her now. The innocent, shy wife I married is long gone. Now I see a fierce, hungry, black cock-craving whore.

She devotes herself to the task of pleasuring Marchand, her head bobbing back and forth, hand and tongue lavish his dark skin with affectionate strokes, working his length from base to tip, eyes looking up at him the whole time. He groans for her. She moans in return. My sweet, innocent wife worships the big black cock of a man she barely knows and she loves it.

As do I. Even though my cock has wilted, I still get that urge of excitement in my belly all over again. I had been worried that so-called post-nut clarity might ruin this for me, but I can’t tear my eyes away. I turn up the volume on my phone to the max, not wanting to miss even the softest whisper.

“God fucking damn,” Marchand says, groaning in approval. “This white girl can suck!”

I can’t explain it, but my heart swells with pride at his words. My wife is doing a good job. Big D says, “I taught her everything she knows. Her cuck husband sure as fuck ain’t got anything she can practice on!”

They laugh. The sound pierces me like a spear, but my belly still churns with arousal. Why am I getting so excited about this humiliation? These men are using the love of my life as a fuck toy and we’re all loving it.

“Get it deeper, Colby. We both know you can take it.”

She glances at the camera and the man behind it for a moment, then guides Marchand’s meaty manhood into her mouth, slow and steady. Inch by inch, he glides across her tongue, until he’s almost completely engulfed by her warm lips. She holds him there for a few moments, eyes watering with the effort of holding her gag reflex. And then finally she eases him back out, panting for air, but smiling at her effort.

“Fuck, you ain’t kidding!” Marchand reaches down and strokes Colby’s sweat-damped hair.

“Let’s see how she handles both’a us.”

Big D aims the camera to reveal his rock-solid cock, the rich purple tip pointing at my wife’s face as if seeking out a target. She flushes with delight and grasps his shaft with her other hand, now holding both her lovers at the same time.

“Two for me? I’m such a lucky girl.”

She giggles. They laugh. Even I’m smiling, despite the ache in my stomach. God, what I wouldn’t give to be there now, in the room with them. Maybe they’d let me take part…

I’ve never even imagined the thought of my wife sucking two cocks at one time, but now I know what’s been missing from my life all these years. She moans as if this is the hottest moment of her life and begins sucking Big D’s monster cock, looking into the camera - into my eyes - as she goes, working her soft pink lips around his thick black skin. At the same time, her other hand keeps stroking and pleasuring Marchand. After a few moments, she turns her attention to the other man and resumes blowing him as well. It’s as if I’m watching someone else. This cannot be the woman I married. This is a trained slut, a lifelong pornstar, a talented whore, not my innocent Colby.

She’s good. Beyond good. She sucks each cock in turn, never giving one more attention than the other, even though nobody would blame her for concentrating exclusively on Big D. He’s not just her boss and her bull; he’s packing a cock that puts most others to shame. Most girls might focus most of their energies on him exclusively, but Colby keeps a steady pace and switches her mouth frequently between both men, always looking up at them with a twinkle in her eyes.

“Now we’re gonna fuck her. Keep watching, cuck.”

My view is obstructed for a moment as the three naked people move around the room. Then Big D sets the phone down beside the bed, allowing me to see most of the space. Marchand guides Colby to the middle of the bed with a little more tenderness than Darius usually displays, but not much. My wife gets on her hands and knees and looks at me with a bright, eager smile.

“You okay, Stewart? Are you enjoying the show?”

“Oh, fuck, yes. Holy shit, babe-”

“Shut up, cuck.” Big D sneers at me, climbing on the bed in front of Colby’s head. “Her mouth is for us, not you.”

My lips snap shut as if pulled by magnets. Big D turns to admire my kneeling wife and says, “First spit roast, Colby. You’re gonna show us how good a slut you are.”

“Yes, Darius. Anything.”

Marchand climbs on the bed and takes position behind Colby’s raised and presented ass. He gives her cheeks a firm pat, looking impressed at what he sees.

“Fuck, she’s soaking wet already! That’s the best kind of white slut.”

“This bitch been soaking wet since I picked her up.” Big D chuckles to himself. He grabs a fistfull of Colby’s blond hair and uses it to guide his hard black cock to her waiting mouth. She starts sucking him with even more enthusiasm now, determined to please them both. “Go ahead, fuck her little white pussy.”

Marchand doesn’t need telling twice. He grabs Colby’s ass with one hand and his black rod with the other and pushes forward and plunges inside my wife’s tight, juicy pink cunt, letting out a rumbling groan of approval at the same time. Colby’s dirty, greedy, whorish moans reach a new pitch, muffled by the cock stuffed in her mouth.

“Yeah!” Big D flashes a toothy grin. He grips the back of Colby’s head and starts fucking her throat with firm, powerful strokes, driving his cock in my wife’s mouth at a furious pace. His heavy, full black balls swing back and forth with the motion. Colby’s breasts rock as her body is pushed back and forth by his primal urgency.

Meanwhile, Marchand starts fucking her from behind, mirroring his boss’s pace and aggression. They alternate their strokes with precision, as if they’ve done this many times before, with a dozen other willing white whores like my wife. Marchand keeps his large black hands on her hips, using them to pull himself fully inside with each thrust.

The whole time, my wife is making noises I’ve never, ever heard before. She always sounds different with Darius, but this is on another level. She’s moaning, squealing, whimpering, gasping - all with her pink lips wrapped around Big D’s thick, meaty cock. Her hands claw at the bed for support. Her body rocks and jolts back and forth, ass and tits shaking with the alternating thrusts of those huge, powerful cocks.

All those feelings of stomach-churning jealousy have long since departed. My penis is standing at full mast now. This is beyond incredible. Beyond imagination. If you’d told me at our wedding that one day this would be our life, I’d have laughed in your face at how absurd it was. But here she is. My sweet, innocent wife, getting fucked at both ends by two huge black cocks.

“You like that, you slut?” Darius asks the question, but pushes his cock fully into her throat, preventing her from giving a more articulate response than shrill, muffled cries of bliss. After a few moments, he pulls back and allows his spit-coated black shaft to slide out of her mouth as she gasps for air and moans even louder. He keeps a firm grip on her hair. “I said, you like that, you slut?”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, I love it, I love it, I love it!”

She glances at the camera, letting me know that her words are real. She doesn’t need to; I already know. I can’t blame her for it, either.

“Good!”

Big D pushes his cock between Colby’s lips again and resumes fucking her throat with even more energy than before. All I can do is watch and squeeze my aching prick and try not to pass out in excitement. The intensity is off the charts.

“How you holdin’ up there, cuck?”

Big D turns to the camera and raises his middle finger, flipping me off. Marchand joins in, smirking at me. My wife is being fucked by two black guys while they give me the finger and laugh about it. My cock aches. I can’t answer his question. I doubt he even really cares.

They fuck my wife for several long, intense, furious minutes. She cums at least once, but it’s the biggest orgasm I’ve ever seen her enjoy. Having two huge cocks plunge in and out of her willing holes pushes her to new extremes. She starts cumming harder than ever, her entire body shuddering while they continue to fuck her at both ends, groaning and grunting with masculine delight.

Finally, Marchand mutters under his breath, something the microphone doesn’t quite pick up. Big D says, “Shit, you’re gonna cum, we’ll bust all over her face. Colby, lie down.”

The two men stop fucking her. She slumps forward on the bed, cheeks flushed, eyes distant. She looks drunk. Big D flips Colby over, positioning between them, her legs splayed toward the camera so I can see every wonderful detail of her used, creamy, open pussy. I moan at the sight.

They lean over Colby’s face. She takes one cock in each hand and strokes them, sighing and moaning to herself, completely lost in erotic ecstasy. The men are both totally focused on her, enjoying the way she pleasures them, both being brought to the brink of climax.

Marchand cums first. His cock pulses in Colby’s hand and spurts a thick, creamy load of cum across her face, splattered and coating her cheeks, a few drops even landing on her breasts. She moans and keeps stroking him, pumping every rich, warm wave onto her face. I can’t see her expression from this angle, but I have no doubt that she’s smiling. I can hear it in the way she moans and coos.

Now Big D starts cumming, adding his passion to the mess already covering Colby’s face. He grunts with primal need and sprays another burst of cum over my wife. How does he always produce so much cum? I can never hope to match his volume, even on the first go.

“Fuck, yeah!” He groans in rapture as my wife strokes his throbbing cock and milks his balls for every drop, her hands gliding back and forth on both their black shafts.

Finally, it’s done. My innocent white wife has been thoroughly spit roasted by two huge black guys and she loved every minute of it. Big D snatches up the phone and brings it close so I can see my wife’s cum-splattered and flushed face. She smiles up at me, one eye half-closed with a heavy drop of cum hanging from the lashes.

“Do I look pretty, Stewart?”

I swallow hard and tell her the truth. “You’ve never looked more beautiful.”

The guys laugh at me again. Big D holds the phone up to his face, that triumphant sneer now softer in his post-coital glow. He says, “Hey, Marchand, you wanna help me fuck this bitch again?”

“Fuck yeah, bro.”

“A’ight. Go to bed, cuck. We got a long night ahead’a us.”

He laughs again and ends the call. I stare at the phone, gripping both it and my cock with firm fists. After a few moments, the screen on my phone locks and I glimpse the reflection of my own shell-shocked face.

~ Colby ~

I’m lying on the bed trying to recover when I hear Darius tell Stewart to go to bed. A part of me is sad to hear that my husband won’t hear anymore tonight but I’m thrilled when Darius says that they’re not through with me, either.

“Go wash your face, Colby,” Darius orders me and I move slowly to do as I’m told but it takes every ounce of strength I have just to lift myself off the bed.

“Fuck,” Marchand says. “There ain’t nothin’ better than a cum-splattered, married white bitch, is there?”

“Only thing I can think of is one that’s got our cum dripping out of both her holes,” Darius says. “Hurry up, Colby. You got more work to do here.” He slaps my ass as I walk away from him. I squeak and rush to the bathroom.

When I see myself in the mirror, I’m stunned. I’ve seen women get facials in porn but that always looked so unreal to me. That I’m seeing my own face covered in semen is not only something I never expected but I’m astounded by how it makes me feel – dirty, defiled, and degraded, but also pleased, happy, and somehow satisfied. As if I’ve been honored. Of all the women Darius could have chosen, he chose me. I still can’t get over it. He chose me. And now that he’s shared me with his lifelong friend, the man he trusts to protect him, I feel even more special.

I turn on the water and as soon as it’s hot I splash my face. I’m a little sad to wash their essence away but my pussy twinges at the thought of what’s to come. I have no doubt that Darius will cum inside me this time and I wonder how Marchand will use me. I don’t care what he decides because whatever he wants I’ll give him. As I dry my face I realize that what Darius said to Stewart is true – I’m a black cock slut now, totally at their mercy and loving every minute of it.

When I exit the bathroom, a thought occurs to me.

“Darius,” I whisper as I approach the bed. The two men are lying naked side by side, their bodies not far apart but definitely not touching and I wonder if they will consider my request. I remember what Darius told Stewart about not wanting him to participate because it was too gay. Will he turn me down for the same reason?

There’s only one way to find out.

“What?” he says without looking away from the TV, which is on now, some basketball game that has both men engrossed.

“Do you ever…?” I have trouble saying what I want to say. He turns to me and raises an eyebrow. “Do you ever do that thing, I’m not sure what it’s called…”

“What the fuck you talking about, bitch?” he growls as the announcer bellows something and his focus snaps back to the game. “Fuck, what the hell was that?” he yells at either the TV or Marchand. “That’s a fucking foul,” he screams. “What the fuck?”

I sigh but he ignores me. “Darius?”

“What?” he shouts. “What the fuck do you want, bitch?” I feel like I’ve lost him for the rest of the night despite what he said to Stewart.

“Nothing,” I whisper and he turns away from me.

“Yo, Dee,” Marchand says gently but Darius doesn’t look at him. His focus is completely on the game now.

“What?” Darius says a beat too late. Then he turns to him and almost yells, “What?”

“I’m gonna borrow Colby for a little while,” he says as he stands and takes my hand. He leads me to the door. “You cool with that?”

Darius doesn’t even look away from the TV. “Yeah, knock yourself out, Marchand.”

“Come over when you're ready,” he adds as he leads me into the hotel hallway. I’m naked but the hallway is empty, thank god. I didn’t even think to put something on because Marchand is naked as well.

“Isn’t this going to be a problem?” I ask as he leads me into his room which is right across the hall from Darius’s.

“Naw,” he says with a huge smile. “Dee don’t mind sharing.” He leads me to his bed and motions for me to get in. “I got a taste of that sweet cunt of yours and now I want a bigger bite.” He climbs onto me and eases my legs apart with one of his own. His cock is hard again, amazingly enough, so I lean back and allow him to enter me.

“Oh, fuck,” he moans as he slides his stiff prick deep into my vagina. “Dee’s been braggin’ about how tight you are and it ain’t no lie, Colby.” He’s sawing in and out of me with a steady but sustainable pace that I can tell he’ll be able to maintain for some time, given that he came already. He’s good but not as good as Darius which is fine. I’m getting used to being used.

“Does Darius bring a girl on every tour?” I ask. I think I know the answer but I want to hear it from Marchand.

“Fuck, girl,” he says as he continues to fuck me. “You’re the first one he ever put in the show or on the bus. He’s all about you and I can see why. This cunt of yours is fucking amazing.”

“Will you be keeping me for the night or sending me back to Darius?” I’m curious how this works now that I’m being passed around. Or loaned out. Or something.

“Game’s almost over,” he says as he picks up his tempo. “Soon as it is, I expect we’ll see Dee come through that door right there.”

“Really?” I’m surprised but pleased to hear that. I still want to do something we have yet to do. “Will you be able to last until he gets here?”

“Why? You got something in mind?”

“I do, actually.” He cocks an eyebrow as he continues to fuck me. “I’ve never had two cocks at the same time.”

“Fuck, girl. We just fucking spitroasted you. What the fuck you talking about?” I raise my own eyebrow and tilt my head. “Oh. Oh!” he says with a laugh. “Fuck, you keep talking like this and I’m gonna bust another nut and I’ll be fucking done for the night.”

“Then pull out and let’s wait for Darius, okay?” I ask but I feel him swelling inside me. “Please, Marchand.”

Reluctantly, he slows his tempo and exits my throbbing pussy. I’m still getting used to having so much sex but now that I’ve planted the seed of getting DPd I don’t want to miss the opportunity. My god, when did I turn into such a slut?

We lie next to each other and I take Marchand’s cock in my hand to keep him hard. He’s got his arm around my shoulder and he pulls me close, closing his eyes and moaning as I stroke him. “What’s your husband say about all this?” he asks suddenly.

I turn to look at him but his eyes are still closed. “He’s okay, I guess. We were talking to him just before Darius went to get you earlier.”

He opens his eyes and looks at me. “I’ll never figure out what that’s all about. White boys willing to share their women with us. Makes no sense to me.”

“I thought the same thing at first but now I kind of get it,” I tell him as I keep stroking his cock. “It’s like with me and these new posts Darius got for me. They hurt like hell when he twists them but I like the pain. I have no idea why, I just do. Stewart, my husband, likes the pain of sharing me with Darius.”

“Okay, that makes sense, I guess.” He rolls onto his side and props himself up on his elbow. He looks at my breasts and touches my nipple. I moan and close my eyes. “So, you like that?”

“I do and I don’t.” I keep my eyes closed and my hand moving. He rubs my nipple with the back of his finger and the pain is just right. “Do the other one, too,” I whisper.

“Fuck, you are somthing else, you know that?” He switches to my other nipple and I gasp as he gets a little rougher. I’m still so sensitive from being pierced just a few hours ago so this is still new to me but I like it. I really like it.

Darius bursts through the doorway. “What’s going on here?” he bellows, startling me.

“Waitin’ for y’all, Dee,” Marchand says as he stops playing with my post. “Colby here got her heart set on getting DPd.”

“That a fact?” I turn to see that Darius is naked and not quite hard. He climbs onto the bed and grabs the back of my head to lead my mouth to his cock. I don’t object and begin to suck him to another erection.

“Girl’s got an amazing mouth,” Marchand says from behind me. “And cunt.”

“And ass,” Darius adds. “You want the back door or the front, nigga?” he growls as he grabs both of my nipples and twists them. I let his cock fall from my mouth as I gasp and moan. The pain is sudden and excruciating but I force myself not to push him away.

“I haven’t cum in her cunt yet, Dee,” Marchand says. “Wouldn’t mind taking the front.”

“You just don’t like ass fucking, do you?” Darius says as he lets go of my nipples. I cover them reflexively as Darius climbs off the bed. “Climb aboard, Colby. Ride that nigga’s cock.”

Marchand is lying on the bed when I open my eyes so I lift one leg to straddle him and grasp his erection to point it at my pussy. He lies passively, watching me impale myself on his cock and lower myself to push him fully into me. He closes his eyes and smiles.

“Fuck, I love this married white cunt of hers, you know?” he says to Darius, ignoring me almost completely. “She is so fucking fine, Dee.”

“That she is, Marchand. That she is.” I hear Darius but can’t see him as I’m facing Marchand and the headboard as Darius climbs onto the bed behind me. “Pull him out of you for a second, bitch, so I can wet my cock in your cunt.”

I lift myself up and Marchand’s cock slips out of me, only to be replaced by Darius. It’s amazing how different they feel, not just because Darius is taking me from behind but he’s longer while Marchand is slightly thicker. They both feel great, though.

“Okay, I’m nice and lubed now,” Darius says after a few hard strokes. “Get him back in there.”

I reach down and slide Marchand home again, only to feel Darius’s cock at my pucker. I keep still as he leans into me and my eyes fly open when his head pops past my sphincter. I’ve never felt so full in my life as he slides all the way into my asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp over and over. “Oh, my fucking god.”

“First DP is always something, right Colby?” Marchand says from below. I look at him and nod as he reaches up and grabs my nipples. The pain feels so good and I’m completely overwhelmed at the waves of sensation that engulf me when Darius begins sawing in and out of my backdoor. I feel his hand on my back as he presses my body down against Marchands who lets go of my nipples and wraps his arms around me to pull me tight to him. Darius just keeps fucking my ass as Marchand begins to fuck my cunt. It’s amazing, extraordinary, too much and not enough all at the same time.

I cum hard. Harder than I ever have in my life.
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~ Stu ~

“And then?” I’m crushing the phone to my ear, stroking my rock-solid cock with the other. Warm morning sunlight washes over my naked body as I masturbate in bed to Colby recount the story in that sultry, seductive whisper.

“They didn’t stop fucking me. I lost count of the number of times I came. Fuck, I think I nearly passed out. Darius pounded my ass like crazy and Marchand held my hips so I didn’t fall off. They were so fucking deep inside me, Stewart. It was… God, it was life-changing. Does that make sense?”

My only reply is a throaty groan. I’m fighting like hell not to lose control and bring myself to a frothy, creamy orgasm, but her words and the mental images she’s creating make it really, really fucking difficult. I force my hand to stop moving and just grip the shaft, like Colby’s asshole would have gripped Darius’s big black cock last night. After a moment, I say, “How long did they fuck you?”

“Mmm… I don’t know, to be honest. It felt like hours, but probably wasn’t. They both held me in place and fucked my holes as long as they wanted.”

“God, fuck…”

“Do you like that, Stewart? You like thinking about me getting DP’d by two huge black dicks?”

“You know the answer to that.”

She makes a soft, sultry chuckle down the line. “Are you touching yourself for me?”

“Yes. But I don’t want to cum yet. Unless that’s the end of the story?”

Another dirty laugh. “Not even close. Think you can handle the rest?”

“Try me.”

“They kept fucking my pussy and ass for a while. Marchand came first. I could see by the look on his face that he loved it. He’d been talking about how much he wanted to bust inside me and I think it was worth the wait.”

“Your pussy definitely is, Colby.”

“You charmer.” She giggles and pauses. “Darius is still in the shower. We have some more time. So, Marchand came inside me first and Darius said it was time to change things up. He made me bend over the bed, with my feet on the floor, and spread myself open.”

“Oh…” I can’t stop a moan from escaping at the mental image of my wife going along with this; her glistening pink pussy lips spread open, her ass stretched and used, her knees trembling with the intensity. “What did he do?”

“He used me. There’s no other way I can describe it. Darius stood behind me for a while and fucked whatever hole he wanted. Pussy, then ass, back to pussy. He kept calling me his perfect white whore. I felt like the dirtiest slut in the world. There was cum running down my leg but he didn’t stop until he finally blew his load in my ass.”

“God!” My cock jerks in my fist. “That’s so… fuck!”

“Mmm, isn’t it?” Her voice turns wicked now, playful and taunting. She knows exactly what she’s doing to me. “There I was, bent over the bed, with two loads of cum in my holes. I thought the night was over, but Marchand was ready to go again by that time.”

“You’re serious? Holy shit.”

“No shit. This time he let me lie down - thank God, I was exhausted - and he got on top and put my legs against his chest and fucked me good and slow. I think he was enjoying it. He kept telling me what a damned fine whore I was and how there’s no pussy finer than married pussy.”

I let out another gasping groan. I’m not stroking my cock, but it feels like I’m teetering on the edge of climax. She can tell, of course. She always knows.

“Almost finished, baby. Just hold on a little longer for me. Marchand fucked me really well. I’m not used to that kind of slow and steady lovemaking around here, usually Darius pounds away at his own speed. So it was really nice to enjoy it. And he lasted a long time before Darius insisted on turning it into a DP again.”

“Again?” My jaw falls open. “He can’t get enough of you!”

“Nope, I guess not. Marchand isn’t into anal, so Darius had my ass, but this time he was underneath and I was looking up at Marchand. It was so fucking intense. I didn’t think I could cum any more, but I did. At least three times, maybe more, I wasn’t counting.”

My hand moves again, gliding, no longer obeying me. I cannot stop my urges now.

“We just fucked like that for most of the night. Me in the middle of two huge black cocks, my pussy and ass taking every inch… God, I’m wet thinking about it. Are you close?”

“Yes.” I’m breathless now. Barely hanging on.

“They came inside me at the same time. Flooded my holes with their cum. So fucking much of it.”

“Oh, God-!”

Her words send me over the edge. I stroke myself to a wonderful, intense orgasm, listening to her purr and groan in erotic delight from the other end of the line. Those sounds only make it feel better as I pump a few spurts of warm, thick cum onto my belly, unable to stop and grab a tissue.

“Yeah, that’s right, Stewart. Cum for me. Cum like they did. Cum for your whore wife.”

“Fuck…”

I keep stroking until my balls are completely empty and there’s nothing left to give. Finally, I relax onto the bed, still clutching the phone to my ear, breathing hard. All I can do is say, “You’re amazing, Colby. You’re something else.”

“So I’m told.” There’s a smile in her tone. “I miss you.”

“I miss you too. I can’t wait to see you again.”

“Hopefully it won’t be too much longer.”

She’s interrupted by a sound in the background. A male voice. Darius. “Where you at? Get that white ass in here.”

“Sorry, Stewart. Duty calls. Time to hit the shower. He likes to make sure I’m thoroughly clean before each performance - after we get dirty.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

I’m starting to get used to this new life of mine. I go to work, come home alone, eat dinner, and wait to speak to my wife whenever she gets a chance to call. These days, I find myself leaving an extra ten minutes early so I can linger beneath her billboard for a while longer. I gaze up at my wife’s bikini-clad body and her sultry smile and try to understand how all this craziness got started - and where it might end. Will Darius just let Colby go after the tour is finished? What if he takes the show overseas? Will Colby ever be satisfied with me and me alone ever again?

One of the hardest parts about being a cuckolded husband is not having anyone I can talk to about all this. I’ve kept totally silent about Colby’s new job at work and nobody in our small circle of friends knows. If anyone has seen the music video or any clips of the concerts, they haven’t reached out to me - thank goodness, I have no idea how I’d explain it to them.

Thankfully, there’s one person in the world I can rely on for moral support and mutual understanding: my friend Greg from the online cuckold group. He’s waiting for me at a reasonably quiet sports bar in midtown after work, with a grin on his face. I get a beer and sit opposite him at the table. He’s chosen a good spot here. Nobody occupying any spaces too close to overhear us.

“What’s with the smile?” I say, by way of greeting.

“Had a good night reconnecting with my wife. You know how she was out of town with her colleague?”

“Yeah, you mentioned. The guy doesn’t know about your arrangement and thinks she’s cheating on him?”

“That’s the one. She had an incredible time away and we had a fantastic time catching up. I almost called this off so I could stay home and keep going, but she needs some sleep.”

We laugh. He touches his beer to mine and we toast to a shared understanding of being cuckolded men and everything that entails. I take a drink in silence for a moment, before he speaks again.

“So, what’s up, buddy? You got something to get off your chest?”

I nod, still silent for a few seconds while I try to figure out how the hell to explain anything that’s happened in my marriage over the last couple of days. After a moment, I start somewhere near the beginning.

“Has your wife ever gotten something from her bulls? You know, something that makes her his?”

He thinks about it, then says, “Hmm, I guess so. One of my wife’s first bulls bought her a necklace. She still wears it sometimes for me, as a little reminder of him. That what you mean?”

“Kind of. I mean something more, you know, permanent.”

“Like what?”

I take a deep drink of liquid courage. “Something like, oh, I don’t know, a tattoo or a piercing?”

His eyebrows shoot up. A cloud of deep thought crosses his face. “No, nothing like that. Although, it’s really hot to think about. God, having something like that would be…” His smile widens but then fades. “But that’s a fantasy. I don’t think either of us would really go through with anything like that. She has a couple of piercings of her own, one or two guys bought her some jewels for them a while back, but that’s different. Why do you ask?”

Greg looks me in the eyes with an expression that suggests he knows what I’m about to say, but he doesn’t want to guess. I don’t keep him in suspense for long.

“My wife’s bull, he, uh, he got her nipples pierced.”

“Wow. That’s… intense.”

“And a tattoo.”

His jaw drops. I press on, afraid that I won’t be able to keep going otherwise.

“The tattoo is on her inner thigh, in the shape of a spade. His initial is inside it.”

“Wow,” he says again. “And you’re okay with this?”

I shrug. “I don’t know. It’s not like he asked me about it beforehand or anything like that. My wife didn’t object, so I kept my mouth shut. I’m surprised, really, because she seems to like them. They look great, to be fair. Really sexy.”

He nods, thinking to himself, sitting quietly and digesting the information. After a while, he says, “And this guy, he’s your first bull?”

“Yeah. I’m not even really sure how things got to this stage. It just kind of went off the rails.”

A look of concern rises in Greg’s face. He says, “My advice to you would be to be careful. I know I said before that this guy sounded good on paper, but it seems to me like he’s trying to keep hold of your wife. She can always remove the piercings and cover up the tattoo later, but you’ll always know what she did for him.”

I nod and sit quietly and drink my beer.

“I don’t mean to put a downer on you, buddy.” Greg holds up both hands to me. “I’ve heard a lot of horror stories from cuckolds over the years. They played with fire and got burned. You’re a good guy, I’d hate to see that happen to you. When do you get to reclaim your good lady?”

“No idea. Several weeks away still, I think.”

“Oh. Oh wow.” He frowns. “You be careful, man. Don’t get burned.”

~ Colby ~

After a concert, and especially after a night of sex, Darius and I usually sleep until noon. The night after our concert in Biloxi, however, he wakes me up early, which surprises and almost annoys me.

Almost.

“Come on, girl, and get that sweet white ass of yours out of bed,” he yells as he walks naked to the bathroom. “We’re gonna get you some more ink and jewelry before we roll to New Orleans.”

“I need more sleep,” I tell him as I grit my teeth. “You and Marchand kept me up half the night.”

“Get used to it, babe. Now that I busted the dam open and shared you with Marchand, the rest of the crew will be all over me to share with them, too.” He laughs as he pees, which sounds like a firehose from the bedroom. He has a really huge cock.

“So, this isn’t a one time thing?” I’m not surprised – we talked about the fact that we shouldn’t get too close and Darius said the best way to make sure that doesn’t happen would be if he passed me around to the others, starting with Marchand. But I thought he might only share me with his best friend, not the whole crew.

“No, way,” he says as he comes back into the bedroom. “Now, get dressed. I got a text from Leon that he’s waitin’ for us at the shop and he’s not happy about it. He usually opens later because he’s open all night. He’s doing me a favor because we gotta hit the road right after lunch.”

I turn to check my phone on the nightstand. “It’s only nine. How long is this going to take?” We talked about the idea of me getting more tattoos and piercings, but I don’t recall ever making any decisions about either. Not that I’m going to put up a fuss – Stewart agreed that me getting more work done was hot and who am I to argue with Darius. The man gets what the man wants, or so it seems.

“Can we get some breakfast first?”

“Naw, I’ll get you something while you’re on the table,” he says as he pulls his shirt over his head. “Now get dressed so we can get going.”

I do as I’m told.

“I want a tramp stamp with my name in the design,” Darius tells Leon after we arrive at his shop. The place is eerily quiet compared to the way it was the day before, which is fine with me if I’m going to be here for hours. “But first, let’s get her navel and clit pierced,” he says to his friend. I shudder at the thought but I don’t object.

Luckily, Leon sticks up for me. “Don’t pierce the clit itself, Dee. Just the hood.”

“Whatever, just get it done so you can work on her back before we have to book.”

“You got it, boss,” Leon says as he pats the padded table I sat on the day before. “How are those perky little tits of yours doin’, Colby? All good?”

“All good, Leon. Although, I can’t get Darius to stop tweaking them.”

“Man, you gonna ruin my work, Dee,” Leon says as he puts his tray of instruments on the table. “Show me so I can make sure they ain’t infected, girl.” I raise my shirt. I’m not wearing a bra – I might not ever wear a bra again if the pain in my nipples doesn’t calm down. Leon leans close enough to almost breathe on me as he eyes my nubs, then he picks up a wipe in a small packet, tears it open and dabs my wounds, the ones he inflicted on me less than twenty-four hours ago. I yelp as the alcohol stings like crazy.

“Yeah, you should be fine,” he says to me before he turns to look at Darius, who is perusing the display of tattoo designs for lower backs. “Yo, Dee. Don’t be pulling on these, you hear? She’ll get nerve damage if you get ‘em dirty and infected, and you don’t want that now, do ya?”

“Fine,” Darius says with a ton of attitude. “Can we just get on with it, Leon? We gotta get to the Big Easy for a show tonight.”

“You’re the bossman, boss,” Leon says as he picks out a needle that the mere sight of drains all the color from my face. “Lie down on your back,” he says to me. “This is gonna sting a bit, Colby, but not as bad as yesterday.” He grabs the skin over my belly button with a clamp and before I can say anything, he slices through my skin with the needle, almost knocking me out cold from the pain.

“Oh, my god!” I scream. “Leon, you said it wouldn’t hurt as much!”

“Well, you only got one navel, Colby, so there’s that?” He cackles at a joke he’s told so often he doesn’t realize it’s not funny anymore, if it ever was. He works quickly and efficiently to insert the post in my new hole, then he asks Darius what kind of jewelry he wants. It doesn’t occur to  either of them to ask me, I tell myself.

“Something that hangs down an inch or so, Leon,” Darius says as he brings a framed example of the design he wants for my lower back. It’s an ornate design that looks pretty complicated but beautiful, and I wonder if I’ll ever get to see it except in the mirror. I don’t know why that thought occurred to me, it just did.

Leon holds up a belly-button post that has three tiny chains hanging from the lower end and Darius smiles. “Yeah, perfect,” he tells him and Leon slips it into my fresh wound. I wince but it’s not nearly as painful going in as the needle was.

“And you want a post or a ring in her hood, boss?” the older black man asks the young rapper. I guess it’s not all that unusual for Leon to be taking directions from a black man about how to decorate his girlfriend, even though I’m wearing my wedding band and Darius is clearly not married to me. A month ago I had no idea the world worked this way.

“Which one will she notice more?” Darius asks.

Leon chuckles. “Ring. She’ll feel it just walking around.”

I watch Leon grab my clitoral hood with another clamp after he dabs my pussy with an alcohol wipe, then he picks up a curved needle that scares the shit out of me, so much that I start whimpering.

“Hold real still, darlin’,” Leon says just before he stabs me. It hurts but I have to say it was the least painful of the bunch. A few minutes later, I’m wearing my new clitoral ring with the ball practically lying right on my clit. I think it looks amazing and Darius loves it. But he quickly moves on.

“This one doable before three?” Darius asks as he hands Leon the framed artwork he pulled off the wall. It’s an elaborate design, with lots of curlicues and scrolls. It’s pretty. “And can you work my name into the design?”

“No problem, Dee. I’ll have her done before two.” I glance at the clock on the wall – it’s a little after ten. I’m in for a long ordeal.

We arrive back at the hotel with everyone already loaded on the bus. My lower back is on fire as Leon worked hard and fast to get the entire tattoo finished in one sitting, something he told Darius was not optimal but was told it didn’t matter. My bull didn’t want to have someone else finish the work that Leon started, so I was on the bench without a break for four hours. I guess I’m not really all that scared of needles anymore.

“What were you talking about with Leon about his friend in Houston?” I ask as I gingerly take my seat in the back of the bus. Back at the shop I had to go to the bathroom around 1 o’clock and when I came back to the table the two men were talking softly which stopped as soon as I arrived.

“He’s got a guy he respects there. Said he can get your sleeves started but he probably won’t be able to finish them while we’re there.” We have three concerts scheduled over the weekend in Houston, I’m told.

“You want me to get sleeves?” I ask, somewhat dismayed that I’m still being told what is going to happen to me instead of being asked. But a part of me, a growing part, likes that as well.

“Yeah, I think you’ll look dope as fuck, Colby. Why not go for it?” He gives me a look then stands and walks away to talk to Marchand and the others in the middle of the bus. I use his absence to call Stewart.

“Hey, babe,” he says after he answers on the first ring. “What’s new?” He asks with a catch in his voice, something I’m getting used to because it feels like every time we talk nowadays, I have some big news to report.

“Well, I’m now pierced in the middle and down below, and I have a brand new tattoo on my lower back that I can’t really see without a mirror.” He doesn’t say anything for a really long time. “Stewart?” I say with a catch in my voice.

“I’m still here, Colby.” He doesn’t say anything else. “Is that all?”

“Should I come home, Stewart? Is this too much for us? For you?”

He’s silent for a long time. “No, I don’t think it’s too much, Colby. And you’re still doing well on stage, right?”

“Yeah, I am. I’m getting better and better at dancing and fitting in. Even Shaquana told me I’m improving so much.”

“That’s great, babe. I mean it.” He sounds sincere but I wonder. “I just miss you, that's all.”

“I miss you too, baby,” I tell him with my heart breaking. “I really miss you.” I hesitate to tell him the other news that Darius gave me last night. But I feel like this might help in a way. “There’s one other thing.”

Another pause, then, “What?”

“Darius said he’s going to share me with the rest of the crew after what happened last night. Which means he’s not all caught up with me emotionally, like we talked about. So…”

“That’s, uh, great, babe,” he says softly.

“You’re okay with me sleeping with all the other men, Stewart?”

“If that’s what you want, Colby.”

“It’s what Darius wants, baby. I’m just doing what Darius wants.” I almost believe that myself.

“Okay, babe. I gotta go.” He clicks off before I get a chance to say goodbye.
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~ Stu ~

Am I okay with it? Truth be told, I don’t know for sure. Sitting at a desk in the office, staring at the blank screen of my phone, I can’t say with any degree of certainty how I feel about the idea of Darius letting his entire road crew enjoy my wife. Maybe I’d feel differently if this bombshell hadn’t been dropped on me in the middle of my working day. Maybe if I was someplace else - such as in bed, with a hard cock and bottle of lube at the ready - my feelings would be remarkably different.

Now that I think about it a little more, there are good sides and bad sides to this development. Like Colby said, if Darius wants to share her with other guys in his crew, that surely means he doesn’t view her as his woman. Part of me had been worried - not overly, but enough to occasionally give me pause - that Big D might attempt to woo Colby in his bed permanently once all this was over. This news implies that he has a hint of respect. Maybe not for our marriage or even for me, but maybe a shred of decency for Colby.

The bad side of Darius wanting to share Colby is that, once again, I have absolutely zero say or involvement or interaction with what’s going to happen. At best, he might let me watch over FaceTime. At worst, I’ll have to hear Colby’s breathless voice describing the event afterward. But I have no input over how this will happen, and that’s the part that makes my stomach turn.

Will my wife be shared between multiple men at once in a series of DP - or even triple penetration - encounters, until every man has had his fill? Or will he arrange something different and more extreme? Now I get a flash of my wife lying on a bed, her legs spread and hair wild, with a long line of eager men each waiting their turn to fuck and fill whichever hole they wish. If I know anything about Darius by now, I am certain he’ll choose the option that is the most degrading for Colby. And if I know anything about her, she’ll probably love the experience.

And now, as usually happens in this situation, my mind starts to wander. What would I prefer to happen? I know that I won’t have any choice in the matter, but, if I did, what would my choice be? Would I want my wife to be fucked in every hole at once by three or more big black cocks in a wild gangbang? Or would I want her to take every man one at a time, as though she’s a whore working through her clients? To be honest, both options excite me a hell of a lot… but the thought of my darling, innocent Colby getting fucked by a group of horny black men all at the same time makes my penis ache.

Not too long ago - hell, barely a couple of months back - the very idea of Colby being with another man was an alien concept to me. I’d never even fantasized about her being in the middle of two men because there was no way, even in the darkest, dirtiest corners of my mind, such a thing was even plausible. And now we’re here. She’s openly talking about being shared around with multiple men and acting as though it’s all Darius’s idea. But we both know she likes the thought. I can read her like a book. If I objected and said something like, “No, darling, I don’t want you to get fucked by dozens of strange men,” she would have been upset, like I was taking the experience away from her. And then Darius would have ignored my request and Colby would end up doing it anyway. As much as she tries to tell herself that she’s doing what her bull wants, we both know that this entire adventure - is that the right word for something like this? - is utterly captivating and thrilling her in every conceivable way. Even if Colby might pretend that something offends or upsets her, such as the way Darius treats her, I know that she’s getting off on it.

That’s something else I had never even considered before all this started. The very idea of being disrespectful toward my wife, the notion of treating her like a whore, was unthinkable. Even in our dirtiest, wildest, most intense erotic exploration together, I haven’t thrown Colby around the bedroom or commanded her to please me or even dared call her a bitch. Yet when Darius does these things, she loves it. Maybe the reason she’s enjoying it so much is because I didn’t do those things with her? This is a whole new side of her personality and her sex life that she’s never discovered before. I guess it makes sense from a certain point of view. She’s experiencing things that she never would have if she’d stayed home instead of joining the tour. Everything she has done with Darius has been a shocking and erotic new experience.

I pause for a moment, staring at my computer screen and frowning as though I’m hard at work. How many guys are on Big D’s tour crew? I remember glimpsing the backstage area a long time ago, in another life, before all this truly kicked off. How many guys were on the payroll? If I had to guess, at least twenty. Maybe thirty. I only saw through an open door into the world behind the stage, but there were guys on the lighting rig, guys in charge of pyro, general stage hands, men who assemble the scenery, plus various tough guys to keep fans back. Jesus, now that I think about it, there could easily be at least forty guys in Darius’s crew. Forty! And he’s going to offer my wife out to all of them. What kind of red-blooded man - black skinned or white - would turn down a wet and horny babe like Colby?

Now a new image crosses my mind, a mental picture somewhere between utterly absurd and hilarious; the thought of Big D drawing names from a hat and announcing to a crowd of naked, eager black men, “Who’s got number twenty-five? You’re up! Pick a hole and have fun!”

Before we married, Colby had only slept with a few men. I think I was lucky number four. It’s crazy to think that she will soon eclipse that number. What will remain of my wife when she finally returns to me? How will I ever be able to satisfy her again after this? After being stretched by huge black guys and having multiple lovers and having sex with other women, how could she possibly find happiness and pleasure with little old me ever again? The mere prospect of trying to give Colby an experience even close to what she’s enjoyed fills me with nervous dread.

I try to turn my concentration back to work, but it’s already impossible. As if all these thoughts aren’t enough to destroy my productivity, my phone buzzes with a new message. It’s from Colby. I glance around to make sure nobody can see me and open it up. The message is a photo. An intimate close-up shot of her new piercings. My wife is leaning back and splayed open, legs parted to show off her incredibly daring new piercing, top pulled up to reveal her newly studded navel. I almost gasp at the sight. It’s deeply erotic to see her like this. A new woman. My formerly innocent wife has been transformed and reshaped into a wholly different being. She’s a sexual goddess, an aggressive, hungry, insatiable slut with an endless appetite for new experiences, new pleasures, and new lovers.

My eyes rake across the photo and absorb every intimate detail. That’s when I notice something else. The background. It’s not a hotel bed or a tattooist’s chair or even a simple sheet. My wife is reclining on comfortable leather travel seats. This photo has been taken on Big D’s tour bus. Which means that Big D instructed my wife to remove all her clothes right then and there - in front of his entire crew, while the vehicle is traveling along a major road, surrounded by passing traffic - and she did it without hesitation.

Now my cock throbs. There’s no chance I’m getting anything done today.

“Sorry we’re a little late.”

I glance up from my beer to see Greg grinning as he slides into the opposite side of the booth. I open my mouth to tell him that it’s not an issue at all but stop at the sight of an unfamiliar face. Greg isn’t alone this time; he’s brought a woman along for the ride. Like Greg, she’s older than me, but radiates a youthful energy. She’s blonde, with a wonderful figure and a disarming smile.

“Stewart, this is my wife, Lorna. Honey, this is my friend Stewart, from the message boards.”

“Nice to meet you.” She gives a big, genuine smile and sits down next to her husband.

I nod, feeling warmth creep into my cheeks. I can just about express myself regarding the state of my cuckold marriage with Greg. The thought of telling another woman how I gave my wife to someone else causes my lips to clamp shut.

“Listen, I know what you’re thinking.” Greg raises both hands, palms toward me, a self-deprecating smile on his face. “I haven’t told Lorna any of the specifics of our discussions. All she knows is that you’re in the lifestyle, too. I just thought that, you know, given the things you mentioned yesterday, maybe you’d appreciate a female perspective.”

Lorna smiles. She leans into her husband, placing both hands on his leg, and says, “I’m not judgemental, believe me. I’m very open-minded about all this and you cannot shock me. I dare you to try! I was interested in meeting one of Greg’s friends and seeing if I can help. That’s all.”

“Th-thanks.” The thought of confession to my lack of masculine prowess in front of a woman still rears in my head like a road bump, but I try to swallow my pride as best I can. “Greg told me a little about your situation.”

“Oh, great!” Her face fills with pride. “That’ll save me some introductions. Yes, at the moment, I have two bulls. There’s a guy from my gym I see fairly regularly - sometimes at his place, sometimes at home. When we meet at home, Greg gets to listen outside. My other bull is a coworker from a different department who thinks I’m cheating on Greg with him. It’s quite a spicy arrangement, I gotta say.”

“Wow.” I feel dumbstruck, but her cool and casual attitude helps to relax me. Some of my nervous tension starts to dissolve. “How long have you been doing this?”

“Long enough.” Her smile is both coy and knowing. “Long enough to know that it was the right move for us. Don’t get me wrong, our marriage was good before, but now it’s something else entirely. I wouldn’t trade it for the world.”

Lorna and Greg exchange a loving look. Then she turns her attention back to me.

“So, what about you? What’s your story? You don’t have to give any details if you don’t want to.”

I drain the last of my beer and take a breath. Then I start talking. And talking. It’s like a faucet has suddenly sprung a leak and I can’t stop it.

“I’m Stewart. My wife is Colby. We’ve been together for seven years now and married for the last four. She’s my everything. We kinda got sucked into this lifestyle a few months ago when she met a guy who could help accelerate her career. She’s an actress, by the way. He’s not a casting director or producer or anything shady like that. Anyway, we talked about it and agreed that she could go with him for the job and, well, now they’re sleeping together all the time and I’m here.”

Now it’s Lorna’s turn to say, “Wow.” She looks stunned. “And Colby’s been gone since this started?”

“Yeah. The job involves a lot of travel. So they’re on the road together a lot. I talk to Colby every day. She tells me everything. I get a lot of pictures and videos, too.”

Relief washes over Lorna’s face. “Thank God! I was worried that her bull was trying to cut you out completely.”

“No, I was worried about that, too. But he really likes to involve me where he can. I think he gets off on it. Actually, I know he isn’t trying to steal Colby from me.”

Greg strokes his chin and says, “How can you tell?”

“Because last night he started sharing Colby with his friends.”

Despite Lorna’s earlier statement, she looks surprised. Greg blinks, too.

“How many friends?” Lorna’s cheeks flush with excitement.

“So far, just one guy. But he’s promised to let her have more soon. Last night was her first ever threesome.”

“Both guys at once?”

I nod. Greg lets out a soft whistle. Lorna looks at me with newfound appreciation. “You’re a lucky couple,” she says. “I’ve never had that chance. God, it would be so hot…”

We fall into silence for a moment, all digesting this bombshell in our own ways. I glance up at one of the TVs hanging from the walls. It’s currently playing some entertainment news in silence. A young woman talks into the camera, reading off the latest headlines. It doesn’t interest me, but the scrolling banner along the bottom catches my eye. It reads, Big D Live Tour Performance Next Week! My stomach churns all over again.

“So, uh, your wife,” Lorna says, trying to find the right way to phrase her question. “How is she handling all this? It must be quite a change for her.”

“Yeah, it is. I think she’s doing well. We’ve never been apart for so long, but she’s working hard and enjoying all the benefits. To be honest, she’s changed in a lot of ways since this started. Not just spiritually but physically as well.”

“Taking two cocks will do that to a girl.”

We all laugh. I relax into my seat. Something on TV catches my eye. A familiar music video. Big D, strutting on stage before his beautiful black pole-dancing babes. I get a sudden, wild idea.

“Would you guys like to meet my wife?”

Greg and Lorna both look at me in surprise. He says, “Isn’t she out of town still?”

“Yes, but you can see her. If you want, I mean.”

“Sure, you got a picture?”

I can’t stop a smirk from spreading over my face. “I’ll give you one better. Look up there.”

I point to the TV mounted on the wall. Greg and Lorna follow my finger and watch the screen for a moment, watching Big D rap in silence. One second passes, and then Colby enters the video. My sexy, stunning wife, in all her bikini-clad glory. This is my wife as I remember her: innocent, no tattoos, no piercings, not even a hint of the sexual animal lurking beneath the surface.

They watch the TV for a moment, confused. Then Lora’s face changes.

“Wait, that’s your wife?”

I nod. Her eyes widen.

“And the bull?”

“Him.” I nod to Big D on the screen. The man who now holds my wife in his influence.

“Holy…” Lorna says.

“…shit,” Greg says.

“Yeah. That’s my girl.”

I smile at their stunned reaction, watching them as they watch my wife shake her tight ass into Big D’s shorts and he touches her firm body all over. It’s like they’re both seeing me for the first time.

Finally, Greg manages to turn his gaze back to me. “I gotta hand it to you, Stewart. For a first dip into the lifestyle, you chose one hell of an entry point.”

~ Colby ~

We do the first of two concerts in New Orleans and I feel like everyone is looking at my new jewelry and tattoos. The audience goes wild when I come out to dance with Darius in our usual number, and it just seems to me that they are staring at me more than usual. I’m sure everyone there has seen our original video where I don’t have my navel pierced or my lower back tramp stamped so they have to know that my new look is, well… new. It certainly is for me and I can’t stop thinking about it.

“I don’t know if getting more ink is a good idea, Darius,” I tell him as we’re riding back to the hotel after the show. “It’ll change my look so much.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’m looking for, babe,” he tells me as he fondles my nipple through my clothes. “I want the world to watch as I make you my bitch.” He turns away from his phone and gives me a wicked smile.

“What’s going to happen tonight?” I ask to change the subject, even though I’ve gotten nowhere with him. I can’t stop thinking about last night with him and Marchand, how good it was but how exhausting as well. I’m not sure how much more I can take.

He chuckles to himself. “Marchand was braggin’ to everyone how he fucked you and now they all want their turn with you, babe. But I’m not ready to just hand you over so I’ll keep sharing, just one at a time. Tonight we’ll have Isaiah join us.”

“What does he do?” I know who Isaiah is but I’m not sure what he does on the tour.

“Does it matter?” He gives me a look and I shake my head.

Darius continues to share me with different members of the crew every night. We finish up the two concerts in New Orleans before moving on to Baton Rouge and then Lafayette and Beaumont before we arrive for another long weekend set in Houston. I’m exhausted but Darius is like a man on a mission, rapping and dancing with me on stage then fucking me with someone from his crew every night. His desire for me seems endless and his stamina is otherworldly. I tell Stewart I’m not sure I can take another three weeks of this.

“Then come home, Colby,” he tells me on a phone conversation from the back of the bus, the only time I can seem to spare for him. “You don’t have to keep going if it’s too much.”

I sigh. “I know, baby, but part of me, a big part, wants to see it through to the end. If I leave now, I’ll never work with Darius again and I really like working with him. I’m settling into the routines really well now. It’s almost like I belong. Almost.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I’m still the only white person on stage, on the whole tour, really. It’s tough being an outsider all the time.”

“Yeah, I can see that,” he says sympathetically.

“What about you, Stewart? Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m doing okay. I’ve made a new friend, Greg, and I even met his wife, Lorna.”

Suddenly I feel like I’m going to be sick. “What do you mean, you met his wife?”

He hesitates for a split second before he almost shouts, “No, it’s not like that at all, Colby. We just had drinks together, nothing else.”

I try to calm down but it’s tough. I count to five before I say, “I believe you, Stewart. But you have to understand that I can’t bear the thought of you being with another woman. I know that’s totally unfair to you but I can’t help myself.” I look around the bus to make sure no one is listening. “I’m not like you, Stewart. I would be devastated if you cheated on me.”

“No, I get that, Colby, and believe me, it’s never going to happen.” He laughs a little but it sounds forced. “It’s certainly not going to happen with Lorna, you don’t have to worry about that. She’s fucking two guys, one that knows about Greg and is okay with him listening to them. The other guy doesn’t know that Greg knows. He thinks Lorna is cheating with him.”

I listen to Stewart but all I can think about is him with another woman until he brings up cheating. “So, she pretends she’s going behind her husband’s back?”

“Yeah, that's right. She says it really makes it spicy.”

I’m confused. “But you don’t want me to do that, do you?” I’m not sure why it matters to me all of a sudden. “You want to know everything, right?”

“Oh, absolutely, Colby. And it’s not like Greg doesn’t know. It’s just the guy who Lorna is fucking doesn’t know that Greg knows.”

“That seems weird to me for some reason,” I offer. “But I need to talk to you about something else, Stewart.” I’ve been putting this off long enough. “When we get to Houston tomorrow, Darius is going to take me to another tattoo parlor.”

“For the sleeve you mentioned last week?”

“Yeah.” I hesitate. “Two sleeves, actually.”

Stewart goes silent for a long time. “Right. Two sleeves.”

“Yeah,” I whisper. “Is that okay with you?”

“If that’s what you want, Colby,” he says unconvincingly.

“It’s not really what I want, Stewart. It’s what Darius wants.” Which is mostly true.

“And you want to let him have what he wants, right?”

“I really do, Stewart. That’s what I want more than anything. Is that okay?”

“Sure, Colby. If that’s what you want to do, then go for it.”

“I love you Stewart.”

“I love you too, Colby.”

The tattoo parlor in Houston is nothing like the one in Biloxi – it’s in a nice part of town and it’s huge, with three artists all working on clients at the same time while a dozen other people mill around looking at the designs on the wall in a well-lit space. I’m surprised to find that all the artists are white as are the clients they’re working on. Until the owner walks out of the back room, Darius is the only black person in the place.

But the owner is very black, and intimidating, with huge muscular arms and shoulders and a Lenny Kravitz hairdo. He greets Darius like they’re long, lost friends but I’m almost positive that they’re meeting for the first time.

“So, what’s it gonna be?” the owner asks when he turns to look at me. “Looks like we got a ton of room to work with.” He looks me up and down and I get the impression that tattooing me is not the only thing on his mind.

“We want to get a couple of sleeves started, Jamal,” Darius says. “And then if you can recommend someone in Dallas, we’ll be heading there next.”

“Fuck, Dee,” Jamal says with a laugh. “We can get two sleeves done while you’re here if you're in town for the weekend, which I know from your schedule, you are.” He turns to one of the white artists who is working on a woman’s shoulder. “Hey, Bobby. You almost finished with that?”

“Another five minutes, boss,” the man says without looking up. “Why, you need something?”

“We got a double rush here when you’re available. I’ll get her started.”  He motions for me to sit in the chair at the end of the row and rolls a cart with some fierce looking equipment into position. “You come back tomorrow and we’ll get her done, Dee.”

“You got it, Jamal.” Darius stands off to one side while I climb into the chair and watch as Jamal moves the equipment close to my left arm. He switches it on and I wince – the pain from my tramp stamp is still fresh in my mind. He begins high on my bicep, just below my shoulder and I’m surprised that the dreaded needle doesn’t hurt nearly as much as I expected it to. It’s still plenty painful, make no mistake. But it’s not unbearable anymore. I don’t know if I’m getting used to it or if it’s because he’s inking a part of my body that is less sensitive. I ask him about it.

“Yeah, your arm’s got a lot of padding, unlike your back. The less muscle or fat between your skin and the bone, the more it hurts.” He chuckles, a deep, resonant sound the makes my pussy clench – god, how can that be? “The absolute worst are the guys that come in to get their ring fingers done, like a permanent wedding band. They howl like stuck pigs when we do the back of the finger because the bone is right there.”

I watch as he’s talking and he’s quickly outlining and then filling in an intricate design on my upper arm. As he works his way down my arm, I wonder how this will change things for me. I can wear long sleeves in public but onstage, everyone will know that I’ve changed my appearance radically and permanently. It’s really hitting me as it happens. Until now, it was just a possibility. Now, it’s my new reality.

The other tattoo artist, the white guy named Bobby, soon joins his boss and moves his machine to the other side of my chair. He looks at what Jamal has done so far before he turns to Darius who has been watching silently but intently.

“You want me to mirror that, man?” Bobby asks Darius who looks at me but doesn’t ask what I want, not that I expected him to. I realize in a moment of overwhelming self-discovery that if he did ask me what I wanted, I’d be disappointed. No, I’d be devastated. I don’t want any input. I just want to be the canvas that is the medium for the artist and his patron.

“Can you make it exactly the same?” Darius asks, his eyes gleaming as he watches Jamal work. “Exactly?”

“Sure thing, boss,” Bobby says with a degree of certainty that is impressive.

“Bobby’s the best, Dee,” Jamal says as he presses the gun into my flesh. I wince but now I’m thoroughly enjoying the pain. It hasn’t subsided to the point that it doesn’t hurt – on the contrary, it still hurts like hell. I’m just getting into the pain like never before. I can hardly wait for Bobby to start on my other arm.

I settle back in the chair and close my eyes, reveling in the attention and my permanent transformation.


7

~ Stu ~

“What do you think? She looks hot as fuck, right?”

Darius aims the phone at my wife. I don’t need to see his face to know that he’s wearing his customary wolfish sneer of dominance. Colby’s naked body fills the screen on my phone. My eyes attempt to soak in all of Colby at once - from the recent piercing in her clit all the way up to the hair coiled in a loose bun on top of her head - but there’s too much to see and enjoy. Instead, I fix my gaze on her new ink. Both arms have fresh tattoos that swirl and cross the pale skin with incredible, intricate, swirling designs. The patterns begin at her shoulders and runs almost to her elbows on both sides. She looks at the camera - at me - with a flushed face and a proud smile. She still has the glow and sweat of having just come off stage a few minutes before the call started.

“Yeah, it looks - wow. Amazing.” Words fail me. I hardly recognize the woman beaming into the camera now. She’s tattooed and pierced in places my innocent wife would never have dared to consider. She is transformed and changed into someone totally new; someone perfect for a man like Darius.

My stomach twists at that terrible thought.

“Like I said, hot as fuck.” Darius snickers to himself and moves closer to my wife. He points the camera at her new tattoos and she lifts her arms to show them off for me. The ink is vivid, vibrant, and fresh, each mark surrounded by red skin to demonstrate their newness. “We’re getting it finished tomorrow, but it already looks fucking good, don’t it? You wanna see the best part?”

I say nothing. We both know that it doesn’t matter how I answer his questions. Big D places his large black hand on Colby’s creamy white arm and gently turns it to show off some other parts of her ink. The black swirls look more intricate here. More detailed. They seem deliberate. I squint. Then my jaw drops.

“You see that?” Big D points to the area that’s captured my attention. “Cool, huh?”

At a glance, this section of the tattoo appears to be another series of intricate swirls, strikes, and flowing ink. But these aren’t just random squiggles or winding tribal patterns. Hidden, yet visible, in the cluster of carefully crafted lines is one unmistakable letter. No, not just one letter. As Big D moves his finger in the air over Colby’s tattoo, other letters become visible to my unbelieving eyes.

D.

A.

R.

I.

U.

S.

The small spade tattoo on her inner thigh only contains the first letter of his name. That can be concealed or covered or removed in some way. But this is impossible to hide. Once my eyes have picked out the hidden message, I cannot unsee it. His name almost shines from my wife’s skin like a beacon, mocking and taunting me, rubbing my face in his control over her.

“You like that, cuck? Had it done special. Both arms are the same. Perfect, right?”

“Oh, my God.” What else am I supposed to say? He seems to love ridiculing me like this. I have no idea if Colby is even aware that her new ink is on par with an old-fashioned brand. Even if she did, would she be upset about that? I doubt it.

“How about you, Colby? What do you think?”

“I love it.” Her eyes shine into the camera, sparkling with genuine warmth. “I feel so good.”

“Did it hurt, babe?” The redness around each line is worrying. She’s undergone a hell of a lot of tattooing in a short space of time and the thought that she might be in pain concerns me.

“It did, a little. But I kind of like it. Does that make sense?”

“Shit, cuck! You should have seen her. Colby is almost a full-blown pain slut. By the time we left, she was nearly moaning while they inked her up.”

Colby giggles but has a proud look on her face. She shows no sign of shame about being completely naked and examined by Big D and myself like this. If anything, she seems to be enjoying our lusty attention. I finally find my voice and manage to ask a question.

“Will they heal up before the live show?”

Before Colby can answer, Big D interrupts. He says, “Oh, you heard about that, huh? Yeah, they’ll be fine. Don’t you worry, cuck. I know what I’m doing with your woman. The crowds always lose their fucking minds when they see her during our song.”

Our song. As if the music video featuring Colby is somehow the song that defines their relationship. I swallow.

“Enough with the demonstration.” Big D cups Colby’s chin with one large hand. His skin appears even darker when contrasted with her pale cheeks like this. “We had to run out of the tattoo joint and hit the stage, so we ain’t had a proper break today, you feel me?”

It’s a rhetorical question, yet I answer him anyway. “I feel you.”

“So my balls are fuller than usual. What are we gonna do about that, Colby?”

Her eyes flash and a wicked smirk tugs at her pink lips. She says, “I’m gonna help you empty them.”

“Yeah, you are. On your knees.”

Colby sinks before him like a worshiper at an altar. Maybe that’s exactly what she is now. She’s a devotee and her religion is black cock. My prick hardens at the thought. On screen, my wife eases her lover’s shorts to the ground and frees his bulging member with obvious excitement. No matter how many times they fuck or how often she sees his cock, there’s always a hint of glee in her face whenever they prepare for the next session. She’s never had the same reaction to my body.

My once-innocent wife takes her lover’s big, black cock in one slender hand and trails her tongue along her shaft. The gentle movement causes him to stiffen almost immediately in response, thickening and swelling to his usual jaw-dropping magnitude. She beams into the camera, loving that I’m watching her do this.I can’t help but smile back.

“We ain’t even showered yet. Fresh off the stage.” Big D strokes her blonde hair in silent encouragement. Something tells me that Colby wouldn’t mind even if they’d spent the last two hours in the gym. There is nothing that would prevent her from sucking his cock whenever he demanded it.

Her pink lips kiss and caress the rich purple head of his organ, slowly trailing it along her mouth as though applying lipstick. She keeps her eyes on his face, throwing the occasional glance into the camera for my benefit. I fight back the urge to groan in lust.

“Tell me something, Colby.” Darius’s voice makes her pause for a moment, lips pursed for the next kiss. “If yo’ husband was here with us right now, would you choose his cock over mine?”

She remains still for just a moment, thinking hard. Then my wife’s lips part and she guides his thick black cock into her mouth once again. Big D chuckles. He keeps one hand on her blonde hair, letting her throat his cock with endless hunger. He says, “Guess that’s your answer, cuck. Why the fuck would she want your cock when she’s got this?”

My wife lets out a muffled, slutty moan in response. Her eyes glaze over with lust. She grasps his impressive shaft with both hands and starts sucking him with incredible enthusiasm, taking as much of him as her throat can manage, her hands gliding back and forth over his wet skin. My innocent wife is his devoted cocksucking whore.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Colby sucks her lover’s big black cock as though it’s her reason for living. She moans in rapturous bliss, drool rolling down her chin, groaning for him. Every now and then, I glimpse the new tattoo on her arms. I see his letters on her skin. My cock swells and thickens in response. His name is on my wife’s body. He has established complete and total dominance over her. And over me, too.

There’s nothing I can do to stop it.

“Fuck yeah, that’s right, bitch. You suck my cock like you never sucked that white boy.”

I moan in aroused frustration. Luckily, neither of them hears me over Colby’s groan of lust. Her head bobs back and forth and long, loud, wet smacking sounds escape her throat as she swallows his black meat with incredible hunger. I watch every second, squeezing my erection with one hand, not daring to even try and stroke for fear that I’ll cum immediately.

After several wonderful minutes, Big D’s breathing deepens. I’ve seen enough of their videos to know that sound almost as well as Colby does. She brings him to the cusp of climax with delight in her eyes and ease back, smiling into the camera, her tongue flicking across the swollen head of his prick.

“Aw, shit-!”

Big D cock jerks in her hands. He unloads a thick, rich spray of creamy cum over her face. It rolls over her cheeks and clings to her tongue. Load after load splashes onto her, until he’s completely finished. She never stops smiling.

“Mmm, thank you, Darius.” Colby kisses the head of his cock with genuine gratitude. “So much cum…”

“Shit, that ain’t the last of it, either. I got something special for you tonight. Remember what you asked me the other day about being shared with the others?”

She nods, a hint of confusion on her cum-spattered face.

Darius chuckles. He turns and walks to the bedroom door and opens it. He holds the camera up so I can see. There are two guys standing in the hotel corridor, leaning on the walls, chatting. They stop when they see him. Both guys are tall, well built, and black. They are both grinning, looking beyond Darius and the camera to my naked wife in the bedroom.

“These are my boys Tyrell and Petey. They’re gonna join us tonight. You ready to get fucked by all three of us, bitch?”

~ Colby ~

I stand up with a nod from Darius when his two crew members come into our room. I’ve seen both of them before but I don’t know them, not really. I don’t need to know them, I tell myself. Darius wants them to fuck me and that’s all that matters.

To me, at least.

“Petey, Tyrell, this is Colby, but you know that, am I right?” He laughs but I can’t take my eyes off of them. They are so black, so big, much bigger than Darius. I’m excited and a little scared at the same time. “We’re gonna introduce this sweet little whore to going airtight, ain’t we now?” he says with a wicked grin. The two men don’t answer him – they are busy undressing. When their cocks come into view, I gasp. They are huge there, too.

“You niggas want to blast a load on her face just to catch up with me?” Darius says as he aims the phone at me. I can still see Stewart watching. I look back at the men to find them still looking at me, as if they’re in a trance.

“All the same to you, Dee,” one of them says. “I’d just as soon bust a nut inside that sweet cunt that Marchand’s been braggin’ about.”

“Yeah, he won’t shut up about how tight she is,” the other one says as he stares into my eyes. Then it dawns on me – I’m still covered in Darius’s cum.

“Can I go wash my face first?” I ask as I start toward the bathroom.

“Naw,” Darius says as he grabs my arm with his free hand. “You look good with a fresh facial, Colby.” He turns the camera to point it at himself. “Ain’t that right, cuck? Say hello to the bitch’s cuck, boys. He’s gonna watch us fuck his wife in all her sweet holes. Right, Stu? You gonna watch the whole thing, ain’t ya?” He laughs as he props the phone in its usual spot on the nightstand.

“Makes no difference to me long as I get to fuck her,” one of them says. “Climb up there on the bed on your hands and knees, bitch,” he continues.

“You gonna need a minute to recover, boss?” the other one says.

Darius nods. “Yeah, gimme a few. Me and the cuck will watch you two for a bit, right cuck?” He laughs again as I climb onto the bed and look over my shoulder at the two crew members who are circling me.

“Here you go, bitch,” one of them, the tall one says as he offers his rigid cock for me to lick. I sense the other one, the heavyset one, climb onto the bed behind me to take me from behind. It occurs to me briefly, I have no idea why, that I used to think that being taken from behind made me feel uneasy, that the position was too demeaning. How things have changed.

“She any good at deep throat, Dee?” the one in front of me asks as he grabs my hair and jams his cock into my mouth. I feel the one behind nudge his cock against my pussy lips. I wince slightly as he bumps my newly pierced vagina which is still a little sore but I don’t complain. Darius was right – I’m a pain slut now.

“She’s alright,” Darius says. “We been working on it, ain’t we, Colby. Oh, sorry. Can’t talk with your mouth full, now can you?” He laughs uncontrollably.

“Fuck, she is tight,” the one from behind says. “Ain’t nothin’ like a tight, white cunt, you feel me?” he adds.

“A married white cunt,” Darius adds and laughs again. “I gotta say, cuck. I can sure see why you like watching. It’s like your own private porn show, live and everything. What's not to love?” He laughs again.

The two men fall into a rhythm as they saw in and out of me so that their thrusts coincide and I feel one in my throat and one against my cervix. I’m just the instrument of their pleasure, a role I’ve gotten used to with Darius and which appeals to me more and more. I love being used like this. I really had no idea I would but I do. I love it so much.

“Oh, fuck,” the one behind says as I struggle to breathe around the cock in my throat. “She’s gonna squeeze the cum right out of me.” I feel his cock swell in my pussy as he digs his fingers into my hips and ups his tempo. The cock in my mouth swells at the same time until they are both shooting loads of cum into me. I gag and swallow as best I can but I have to turn away or I’ll drown. He grabs my hair again and jams his cock back into my mouth. I can’t fight him.

“Don’t kill her Petey,” Darius says. “We got all fucking night to fuck her.”

The two cocks that are shooting sperm into me finally quiet so Petey and Tyrell let me go. I fall on my side onto the bed and gasp for breath with cum leaking from my pussy. I’ve been used like that before the past few nights but this is the first time Darius wasn’t one of the men using me. This time, he was watching, just like Stewart on FaceTime. As I calm my breathing, I listen to the men as they talk about me.

“Fuck, Darius,” Tyrell says from behind me. “You and Marchand were right. That is one sweet cunt.”

“I know, right? And I been fucking the hell out of her for almost a month now but she stays so tight.”

“You gonna let us fuck her ass, too?” Petey asks.

“I don’t know,” Darius says. “The cuck ain’t never been up there so right now, I’m the only one. I kinda like that.” I open my eyes and see Darius looking at me. “What do you say, Colby? You like me being the only one who gets to fuck your ass?”

“Come on, Dee,” Tyrell complains. “Don’t hog the best all for yourself.”

“Best part?” Petey asks with a derisive laugh. I look at him but he’s staring at Darius.

“You got something to say, my man?” Darius growls, as if he’s kidding but not really.

“No, Dee.” Petey looks away. The sudden tension in the room is surprising but Darius turns to the phone sitting on the nightstand.

“What about you, cuck? You good with me being the only one fucks your wife’s ass?”

I hear the phone but it sounds like it’s a million miles away. “Yes, Mr. Dee.”

“Good. We’ll leave it like that then. Hear that, Colby? I’m the only one.”

I prop myself up on my elbow to look at Darius. “If that’s what you want,” I tell him.

“That’s what I want. Now, suck my cock, bitch.”

He’s standing at the side of the bed but he doesn’t move any closer to me, so I slide to the edge and sit there looking up at him. Cum is pouring out of my pussy, drying on my face and still thick in the back of my throat. I’m already exhausted from the show and my first round of sex with all of them. Darius looks as if he’s just getting started.

“Come on, bitch,” he growls without smiling. “Get on your fucking knees and get me hard again.” I sigh and do as I’m told.

“You really got her trained, Dee,” Tyrell says.

“She’s getting there but she’s still a little slow to respond sometimes, you feel me?” As I settle on the backs of my heels and take his thick cock in my hand, Darius grips my hair with one hand and slaps me with the other. He doesn’t hit me hard but I get the message. I let go of him and he grabs his almost flaccid cock and slaps my cheek with it. It doesn’t hurt at all but I love it so much. A few months ago I had no idea I would love being degraded like this but I do. I love it. I have no idea why that is or how it happened. Maybe it was always there and I just didn’t know it.

“Yeah, that’s it, babe,” Darius says as he jams his cock into my throat again. The others come close to watch and I’m struck by how much I like being watched when I’m sucking Darius’s cock. I guess playing the part of a cocksucking slut just comes naturally to me although I had no idea I was like that either before I met Darius. Now, I can’t get enough of it. Or him.

“You were right, Dee,” Petey says as he leans close. “Watching this sexy married whore suck your cock is almost as good as having her suck my own dick.” He steps close and waves his huge member close to my face. “But not quite, you feel me?” He laughs but Darius doesn’t.

“Wait your fucking turn, nigga,” Darius growls. “Like I said, we got all fucking night.”

Eventually, the others grow impatient and offer themselves to me. I grab them, one black cock in each hand. I’m still sucking Darius but then I start switching back and forth between all three. They are stone silent as they watch me. I lick and suck one after the other of them, back and forth in a near frenzy. I don’t know where I’m getting so much energy but it’s like I’m a woman possessed all of a sudden. I can’t get enough.

“Okay, let’s get back on the bed,” Darius says at long last. I disengage and they help me up. I climb onto the bed but Petey almost knocks me out of the way.

“I want a shot at that sweet cunt now,” he says to the others as he lies on his back, his cock pointing straight up, waiting for me.

“We’ll switch it up later,” Tyrell says. “I ain’t had enough of that pussy yet, either.”

I don’t look at him but focus on guiding Petey’s massive member into my wet vagina. I moan, mostly for them but also because it feels so good. Tyrell climbs onto the bed and stands over Petey’s head to offer me his cock but he doesn’t wait for me to take it, he just grabs my hair and impales my mouth. They settle into a rhythm again as I feel Darius climb behind me and nudge my asshole with his erection.

“All set for going airtight, Colby?” he asks as he pushes into me. I moan on Tyrell’s dick as Darius’s head pushes past my sphincter filling me so tight. I’m once again amazed, thrilled, and overwhelmed at how it feels to be DPd by two massive cocks but now I also have one in my mouth and throat. It’s an incredible feeling.

“Oh, fuck,” Petey says from beneath me. “I can feel you, Dee.”

“Shut up and fuck her,” Darius says from behind me. “You seeing this, cuck? We got your sweet little wife plugged in every one of her slutty holes. Are you seeing this?”

I don’t hear Stewart’s response.

Hours later, I have no idea how many, long after Tyrell and Petey have gone back to their rooms, I’m standing in the bathroom looking at myself in the mirror. I’m used and sore, wrung out, completely. My hair is a mess, my face is a mess, my vagina is dripping cum, my ass is dripping cum, my arms are tattooed, my belly button, nipples and pussy are pierced, and when I turn to see it, I can make out the tramp stamp just above my cleft. I have no idea how this happened but it’s clear to me, not for the first time and certainly not for the last time, either, that I’ve changed completely from the innocent woman I was just a few months ago into someone I hardly recognize. And I can’t help but wonder if I’ve gone too far, and if Stewart still loves me and what will become of us when the tour ends.

Part of me wants to retrieve my phone from the nightstand and call him to beg him to forgive me and take me back before it’s too late. But part of me loves what I see, what I’ve become, who I am now. I don’t know how to reconcile those two versions of myself. I have no idea how this is going to end. I just know that it can’t go on like this forever. At some point, I will have to decide, make a choice and stick to it.

But not today. Not yet.

Soon, though. Very soon.
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~ Stu ~

I’ve lost control of my marriage.

My wife belongs to someone else and I can’t stop it.

But why am I still enjoying this?

What kind of man have I become?

I only hope she still wants me when it’s all over.

~ Colby ~

The longer I’m on tour with Darius the deeper I spiral down into his world.

I’m almost to the point where I don’t know who I am anymore.

Stewart promised me he’d tell me if I’ve gone too far.

I have to trust him because I’m lost now.

And loving it so much it hurts.

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