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

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

~ 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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~ Stu ~

I go about my life in a stunned daze. A lot of my current state has to do with being exhausted, while some of my condition is due to other factors. I’m exhausted because I stayed awake until the early hours of this morning watching three big black men fuck my wife in every hole, in every way imaginable. I’m stunned because I watched my wife love every single second of it. I’m stunned because I loved it almost as much as she did.

Now I go through the motions of my daily existence in a stunned daze. It feels like all the events of last night have been burned onto the inside of my eyelids. I can still see everything so clearly that sometimes I catch myself staring at nothing as the highlights unfold before me once again.

On my way home from work, I pause at the subway exit once more and gaze up at the billboard of my darling wife. This is Colby as I knew her, before she went on tour with her bull, the rap star Darius “Big D” Williams. Here is the image of her that I once believed was the sexiest picture imaginable; wearing a stunning bikini that showed off her wonderful body while she looked straight out at everyone walking below with smoldering bedroom eyes. She seemed to be the ultimate prize: a sexual goddess daring the unwashed masses to try and possess her. Colby stands tall and proud, owning her sex appeal and wielding it with full control. She has an air of innocence and a commanding attitude. Any man walking this earth would give anything to be with her.

She does not look like this anymore. My wife has been utterly transformed by Big D. It seems like she will do anything he desires. Anything at all, even - or especially - things that she would never do for me. The picture on the billboard is the woman that I knew in another life; innocent, naive, slightly shy in the bedroom, and devoted to me. Now she is different. Colby has several tattoos; a “tramp stamp” on her lower back, a small spade symbol on her inner thigh containing the letter D in reference to her bull, and tribal-pattern sleeves running down from both shoulders with the name Darius concealed within the design. In addition, my once-unblemished wife has several piercings; a jewel in her navel, a small ring through her clitoral hood, and one stud through each nipple.

When Colby left our home a few months ago, she had no tattoos, no piercings, and a limited sexual appetite. Now my wife has enjoyed more lovers during the course of our marriage than she did before we met. She is a different woman entirely. Now that Big D’s tour is in its second half, I’m starting to get nervous about the prospect of her coming home. How could I possibly hope to keep her satisfied after everything she’s experienced in the last few months? I don’t have a fraction of Big D’s wealth, power, command, stamina, prowess, or sexual ability. My penis can’t hope to measure up to his, nor can my recharge period even close to matching his. I swear, Big D can unload a furious torrent of cum and get right back to the action in less than ten minutes. For me, I’m out for at least an hour or longer.

The thing that I can’t get over is the complete and utter transformation of my wife. I never knew she could be this way. Even in the most passionate, frenzied, sexually adventurous days of our relationship, she never yearned for me the way she lusts after Big D now. It’s like he’s unleashed a hidden part of her that neither of us knew existed. My wife has become an insatiable cock-hungry whore beyond any of my most erotic dreams. She fucks her lover morning, noon, and night. She does everything he asks - in any position and hole - including letting other men fuck her at the same time. She’s been with multiple men, other women, received cum on every part of her body, and even allowed Big D to fuck her ass. In fact, he’s the sole man who owns that part of her. Nobody else has permission to do it. Not even me.

So here I stand one cool and cloudy New York City morning, gazing up at the woman I married through misty, sleep-deprived eyes. Her sultry eyes gaze back at me, defiant, challenging, stubborn. This woman cannot be contained. Will not be reigned in. Refuses to be controlled.

But then, as I stare at the billboard that changed both our lives, something unbelievable happens. A man in fleck-spattered dark blue overalls walks up to the billboard. He carries a roller attached to a long pole and a bucket and a series of rolled-up tubes of paper. He starts work, heedless of me and everyone around, dipping the roller into the bucket before beginning to slather it over the billboard, coating my wife’s bikini-clad body in a layer of thick, sticky glue. My heart sinks. I can’t move along. Not yet. I need to say goodbye to this image, the picture that brought me so much pride and joy since it was installed.

The man works quickly. In less than ten minutes, half of Colby is covered by the new advertisement. Within fifteen minutes, she is gone. My wife’s reign as queen of the billboard at this particular subway entrance is finally over. I can’t help but snort in disbelief at the new poster that has replaced her.

It’s a promotional slash for Big D’s new album, the one he’s currently touring. The words The Number One Album are blazoned across the bottom, beneath an image of the album’s front cover and a picture of the man himself, striking a powerful pose. Somehow it feels totally appropriate for Big D to assume his position over my wife.

The man finishes installing the new billboard and gives it a thin layer of glue so that nothing risks flaking off in the weather. He snaps a photo of his handiwork for posterity and then walks out of my sight. I stare up at Darius. Big D. Mister Dee. The man who owns my wife in a way I never have. I sigh and carry on with my day.

Last night, I had an experience I could never have imagined coming true. My sweet, innocent wife let three big black men fuck her all at the same time. They stuffed her ass, pussy, and mouth with relentless hunger, using her incredible body as a tool for their pleasure. Big D took her tight ass for himself all night long, while his two friends Petey and Tyrell took turns with her mouth and pussy. They fucked her for hours, while I watched over FaceTime, recording as much of the night as I could. Since Colby started allowing me to watch her adventures, I’ve filled up my phone’s memory and had to upload all the videos and images to my laptop - twice. Last night was no exception. I couldn’t get enough of the footage. Still can’t. It occupies a massive area within my mind.

It started with Colby on her knees, using her hands and mouth to pleasure all three men at once. She sucked and licked and stroked their hard black cocks with desperate enthusiasm, unable to stop herself. My wife sucked each man with the kind of lustful, sultry hunger that a husband can only dream about receiving. When they were finally ready, they moved Colby to the bed. Petey or Tyrell - I don’t know which man was which, they both have similar body builds - got on the bed and took his place at her yearning, swollen cunt, while the other kneeled by her drool-smeared lips. Big D took control of my wife’s tight ass for the entire night and refused to let any other man have the privilege of fucking her most intimate hole.

This went on for a good, long while. I lost track of time. All I could see was my darling white wife being speared and penetrated in every possible hole by three huge black cocks. Her muffled shrieks of pleasure hung in the air like a beautiful symphony, each rapturous note more exquisite than the last. The men used my wife as their personal whore and they loved every second of it.

So did she.

And so did I.

Once they had all finished and emptied their balls into Colby’s yearning holes, filling her body with their rich, thick cum, the real fun began. Big D started by parading Colby for the camera, showing me in graphic detail her stretched and freshly-fucked pussy and ass, both leaking a thin trickle of cum down her thighs. He made her blow a kiss into the camera with her lips covered in the third man’s cum. I’ll never get the image of her glazed eyes and flushed cheeks out of my mind. I doubt I will ever want to, either.

After a short session of gloating, Darius instructed Colby to get them ready for the next round. She spread herself before them and played with her pussy like a pornstar performing on camera - again, something I’ve never seen her do for me. When the men started to get excited again, she blew each of them in turn, getting their cocks ready for the next round.

This time, they took her standing up. Petey or Tyrell, whoever, held her in his arms and fucked her pussy while Big D fucked her ass. Both men held her between them, their thick black cocks plunging in and out of her tight holes. She made noises of delight that bordered on inhuman. None of them could get enough. Petey and Tyrell took turns fucking her pussy until all three men were finally close to climax. Then Big D ordered my wife to lay on the bed, her head close to them. She stroked and sucked each man to completion and let them cum on her face and tits, moaning with delight as each fresh load cascaded over her sweat-dampened skin.

I thought that might be the end of the night. I was wrong.

The men apparently finished gangbanging my wife and decided to take turns with her. While one fucked her pussy - either missionary or bending her over in front of the camera - the other two watched and joked about what an incredible slut she was for their black cocks. My innocent wife gave loud, vocal agreement to everything. She was a slut for black cock. She loved black cock. She could never go back to white cock.

I watched all this unfold, late into the night. My cock oozed cum but I didn’t dare stroke until the show was finally over and Darius dismissed me with the words, “That’s enough, cuck. Fuck off.” When the call finally disconnected, I grasped my aching shaft and emptied my balls in two pumps. I’ve never cum so hard or so fast in my entire life.

“How are you feeling today?” My question is loaded with meaning.

On the other end of the line, my wife lets out a tired, yet happy sigh. She says, “I’m exhausted. How about you?”

“Same. I was like a zombie at work all day. Now I’m on the couch. I could fall asleep right here.”

She chuckles. I miss her laugh. I miss her presence. I miss her. “We slept until the hotel threatened to have us removed. I fell asleep again on the tour bus. Now we’re getting ready for tonight’s show and I don’t know if I have the energy for this.”

“You’ll be fine.”

“You’re probably right. I’ll grab an energy drink from Marchand in a minute. It’ll perk me up.”

Marchand. Another man who has had the pleasure of fucking my wife. I wonder if she’s been shared with most of the road crew by now. It feels like everyone has enjoyed her except for me. A sudden thought enters my mind.

“Oh, hey, I heard that one of the shows will be broadcast on live TV, did you know that?”

“Really? Huh. Somebody said something about cameras at one of the upcoming dates. I didn’t know it was going to be live.” She pauses for a moment. “Will you watch it?”

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

“I know. God, I don’t know what I did to deserve you, babe. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Gotta run.”

She hangs up. I slump on the couch, half-asleep, and start rewatching the many clips I recorded from last night’s wild session.

~ Colby ~

We do our last show in Houston after I spent another day at the tattoo parlor getting my sleeves finished. I’m still getting used to seeing so much dark ink on my arms but I’m coming around on what I think about them. At first, I couldn’t get used to it. I’d been tat-free for my whole life and now my arms are literally covered in tattoos from my wrists to my shoulders. It’s such a departure from what I was used to, from the way I thought of myself that I’m reeling at how much I’ve changed.

It’s not just my appearance, either. My days and nights have completely flipped. I used to get up early and go to sleep early like most people, like I had my whole life. It felt normal because it was normal. I lived in the world that I grew up in, where people went to work during the day and slept at night. Now, I haven’t seen a sunrise in a month. It’s usually afternoon by the time Darius and I drag ourselves out of bed which is kind of sad when I think about it. I used to love the early part of the day, after Stewart went to work but before I had a class or an audition. I loved being alone in our apartment with my thoughts.

Now, I’m never alone. Darius is always with me which I love but it’s so new as well. I’m getting used to him being a constant presence in my life – in my work, in my time off, and in my bed. Especially in my bed. We do everything together. Everything.

“Hey, Colby,” he says as he comes out of the bathroom, naked as usual. “We’re on the road in twenty minutes or we’ll never get to Dallas on time.”

I moan as I roll over and drag myself out of bed. Last night Darius invited two more members of the crew to share my body, something that he never seems to tire of doing. It’s been a week since I had a night alone with him but he doesn’t appear to be interested in having me to himself anymore. I know I should feel bad about the fact that I’m not enough for him but I know in my heart that it’s better this way. The more he shares me the less I have to worry about him wanting to take me away from Stewart. Which I absolutely don’t want to happen.

Do I?

“Are we doing a live show?” I ask as I join him in the bathroom. “Stewart said something about it.”

“Yeah, our last show in Dallas is going to be live-streamed on Facebook or Twitter, I can’t remember which,” he said as if I should know about it. “Didn’t I mention it to you?”

“No, I don’t think you did.” I’m sitting on the toilet while he’s brushing his teeth and I feel almost as if we’re an old married couple. “Is that why you wanted me to get my sleeves completed so quickly?”

He glances at me. “Naw, never even thought about it, but now that you mention it, I’m glad it turned out that way. I like your new look.” He doesn’t ask me if I like it but that just makes me shudder with… something. I don’t know how it happened but every time he does or says something that makes me feel degraded I get such a rush, which makes no sense to me but it happens too often to ignore. I should probably worry that I’m too caught up in something that’s not good for me but I don’t care. I’m just going with the flow because I can’t imagine stopping it at this point in my life.

“I think I need a break tonight,” I tell him tentatively.

“What kind of break?” he asks in a low tone. He doesn’t fly into a rage at the mere suggestion so I see how far I can push it.

“Well, I’m getting vibes from some of the girls that I thought I might explore.” I wipe and flush before joining him at the sink. I watch his eyes in the mirror. He looks more intrigued than angry.

“Which ones?”

“Mostly Shaquana but Allisha, too.”

“They want to fuck you?” he asks, again, without losing his shit which I find somewhat surprising.

“I think so. Would that be okay?” I give him a look and he almost laughs at me.

“Fuck, Colby. You want a little pussy? Go for it.” He spits his toothpaste into the sink and bends down to cup his hand and take water directly from the tap. “Me and Marchand will take some of the crew to a strip club. Dallas has got some dope clubs from what I remember.”

I move toward him and wrap one arm around his waist as I keep my eyes on his in the mirror. “Thanks, Darius,” I whisper. “I’ll make it up to you.”

“Fucking right, you will,” he growls but with a wicked smile.

I let Shaquana know as we board the bus that Darius has given me the night off. She’s been hinting about us getting together for a while and I’m so excited that it’s about to happen. Not only do I need a break from being used by three black cocks every night but I’m looking forward to seeing what it’s like to be with a woman. I never thought I was bi-curious before but I never knew I was a lot of things in my previous life. Sure, I've dipped my toes in these waters before, but that was only a brief experience and always for the benefit of Darius. This time, it's all about me and what I want.

“You okay if Allisha joins us?” Shaquana asks when I tell her the news.

“I was hoping she would.”

The bus ride to Dallas from Houston is long but interesting. I sit with the other dancers and they must have heard that I propositioned their leader so they spend the whole trip looking at me and making comments. It’s all in good fun from what I can tell but I’m nervous about how I fit in – I’m still the only white person on the tour and although I’ve largely gotten used to it, I still feel like an outsider a lot of the time.

The hotel in Dallas is nice. When we stay in bigger cities for more than one night, the accommodations tend to be better than average and Dallas is no exception. I tell the guys who handle our baggage to put my suitcase in Shaquana’s room and although I get a look, they don’t say anything. I guess everyone knows but no one is going to say anything because of my relationship with Darius. Still, I’m nervous about what lies ahead.

We visit the venue to set up and do sound checks even though we aren’t performing until tomorrow night. As promised, Darius goes off with Marchand and some other members of the crew for the evening, leaving me with Shaquana and Allisha. We get a quick dinner and talk about this and that but nothing about what’s to come. I can’t tell if they’re as revved up as I am or if it’s just me. All I know is that I’m ready to go when the check comes.

“We been waiting for this, Colby,” she tells me in the elevator to her room. “We been waiting for this moment for a long time.” She looks at me and I turn to face her. I wonder for a second if she’s going to kiss me right there in the elevator but the bell rings and the doors open, so we just exit and head for the room.

Once inside, I wait for her to kiss me, which she does. It’s so different kissing a woman, and a black woman at that. Her lips are even bigger than Darius’s but softer and she’s so gentle as she kisses me. She takes me in her arms and she’s softer everywhere, which is really different but really nice. Allisha just watches as we undress each other.

Shaquana is a dancer so she’s toned and muscular, but she feels so sensual in my arms. She’s got modest boobs but a big ass, bigger than mine and I grip her cheeks as we’re kissing. Our breasts are pressed against each other as our tongues intertwine and probe each other’s mouths. I’m struck by how different it is but how wonderful, too. I feel almost as submissive with her as I am with Darius but even that’s different because she’s not nearly as pumped up on testosterone as the guys get, which is a really welcome change. We just luxuriate in each other’s presence.

“My turn,” Allisha says at last and I look at her. I’m mildly surprised to see that she is naked as well. She’s not a dancer but a makeup artist and her body is much thicker than Shaquana’s. When she takes me in her arms, I’m struck by how much bigger she is, more so than even Marchand who is really big. I feel like I could get lost in her rolls and folds – her arms are the size of my thighs. She kisses me softly though and I’m struck by how much I love the contrast, not just compared to Darius but to Shaquana.

“Come on,” Allisha says as she leads me to the bed. “We need to lie down now.” Even with women, I’m a natural submissive and I let them push me down and surround me, Shaquana kissing my mouth again while Allisha sucks my breasts and fingers my pussy. They are so gentle but they know just how to touch me and I’m suddenly overwhelmed by being the center of attention. It’s so different from the way the guys use me for their own pleasure. Shaquana and Allisha are all about my pleasure and I absolutely love it beyond all expectations. I especially love it when they switch focus and Allisha kisses my mouth while Shaquana sucks my nipples and fingers my vagina. I moan into Allisha’s mouth and she smiles into our kisses.

“I told you she’s into women,” she says as she breaks from kissing me. I’m struck by how beautiful she is. Both of them are so gorgeous and so black, so different from me but so soft and feminine which is delightful.

Shaquana slides down to kiss my mound and I spread my legs to allow her to lick me. Allisha moves to suck on my nipples and their mouths are so gentle but insistent, their attention to me so completely overwhelming that I’m on the verge of climaxing but they don’t push me over the edge, they keep me there and then back off again and again. I’m moaning with frustration but not really as they are incredible lovers who make me feel like I’ve never felt before in my life until finally, at long last, they push me over the edge and I fall into a swirling climax that is like nothing I’ve ever felt before. I grip the back of Allisha’s head to my breast and I clamp my thighs around Shaquana’s head until I can’t stand it anymore and push them away.

“You like?” Shaquana asks when I open my eyes. She’s smiling up at me from between my legs and Allisha is smiling at me as well and I feel so good, so fucking good.

“Yeah,” I whisper between gasps for breath. “I like that a lot.”

“We do, too,” Allisha whispers as she rolls onto her back and spreads her legs. “Eat my pussy, Colby,” she says.

I sit up and slide down between her huge thighs. I’m amazed at the size of her. Her pink slit, which is so jarringly contrasted against her black skin, is so wet it glistens and I hesitate before I lick her clit. She doesn’t taste bad – I hardly taste anything at all. I lick her again and she moans and closes her eyes. I love that. I lick her again and slide my tongue into her and she grabs my hair and pushes my face into her. I love it. I fucking love it.

The three of us make love for hours.
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~ Stu ~

Colby’s phone calls always send me into a frenzy of erotic excitement and jealous lust. The only thing that drives me crazier is when my wife doesn’t call me for an entire night.

And this is exactly what happens tonight. I sit patiently on the couch, watching a rerun of some unfunny TV sitcom, letting my mind wander and glancing at my phone every ten or fifteen seconds. I wait with bated breath, watching the clock, trying to figure out Colby’s diary for tonight. There is no performance this evening - I have the tour schedule damn near memorized at this point - so I can only imagine that the crew will be checking into a new hotel somewhere in Houston and then… Who knows what will happen next? All I can do is wait for her to call and tell me what’s going on.

But she doesn’t call. Not in the afternoon, not in the evening, and not late at night.

I’m going crazy in our tiny apartment, partly worried that something bad might be happening, but also utterly torn apart that she might be experiencing something fucking incredible and I’m not part of it. Is Big D putting my wife through another gangbang with his hung black friends? Does my wife currently have a huge black cock buried deep in each of her slutty holes while she moans in whorish bliss? How many times have they fucked her already? Not knowing is somehow far, far, far worse than actually having that knowledge. My imagination is limitless on this subject by now. I can run through a hundred increasingly lurid mental images before dragging myself back to reality and staring at my cold, dark phone.

Waiting like this is torture. After receiving daily phone calls from Colby - and a constant stream of explicit content from her many adventures - this sudden lack of updates leaves me squirming on the couch all night.

Several times, I open my phone and let my thumb hover over the button to dial Colby’s phone, but I never go through with it. No matter how much I want to hear her voice and get a peek into her spellbinding world of sexual exploration, I can’t bring myself to call her out of the blue. If she hasn’t called me, it’s probably because Big D doesn’t want her to do it. Maybe tonight, he wants her all to himself. Or maybe he likes the idea of ignoring me. Or - worse yet - maybe he wants me to go crazy enough to make the first call, so he can laugh at how desperate I’ve become. Whatever I do, I seem destined to lose.

Fuck.

After hours of sitting in a stunned stupor and staring at the moving colors on TV, I finally accept that she isn’t going to call tonight. This gnawing, nagging dread in the pit of my stomach is the worst sensation I’ve endured since we began this - what would I call it? - adventure. This experience. This agony. This is the most awful night of the tour so far. I have never felt this pain before in all the weeks and months since I first became a cuckold.

Fortunately, a man like me - a cuckold husband - has plenty of ways to take the edge off. I shut down everything for the night and retreat to the bedroom with my laptop. I get undressed and climb onto the mattress. I fire up the laptop and open the newest folder, a collection of sub-folders carefully arranged into chronological order. This is everything I’ve received from Colby and Big D so far during their tour. This series of folders charts my wife’s journey from her formerly innocent self to the tattooed, pierced, insatiable black cock slut she is today. Everything is collected here. Every photo, every video, every screen recording I made during the many long FaceTime calls from various hotel rooms around the country. I could witness my wife living out every fantasy imaginable. Hell, I could book a week off work and spend every moment enjoying all of these videos if I wished.

My cock is already hard at the thought of what I might watch tonight. I have hundreds - hell, maybe even thousands - of images and videos at my disposal. After a moment of thought, I select a video from a file near the top. One of the older clips, from a few months ago, when the tour first began. This is a simple clip, one of the videos that Big D sent to my phone when they finished. It’s taken from his perspective allowing me to look through his eyes as he ravaged my wife’s tight white pussy with his huge black cock. Colby is on her hands and knees on the bed, taking him from behind with wild enthusiasm. Her body is unblemished by tattoos and there are no piercings in her delicate skin.

“Oh, fuck, Darius! Yes! Your cock is so big!” My wife’s ecstatic voice is faint through the laptop’s small speakers, but her delight is unmistakable. “Make me cum! Fuck me hard!”

I can’t stop a moan from escaping my throat as one hand curls around my aching manhood. My eyes are glued to the laptop screen. I start to stroke at a slow, gentle pace, not wanting to finish too quickly. If I go too fast, this will be over in mere moments and I want to enjoy it.

So I keep watching the screen, watching another man fuck my wife like she’s never been fucked before, watching her ass bounce as his huge black cock glides in and out of her swollen pink cunt. Her pussy lips stretch and cling to his shaft as though not wanting to release him from her grip. Her breathless moans of delight fill the quiet bedroom. I can hear the delicious wet impact of his body colliding with my wife’s ass as he fucks her with ruthless passion, determined to give her something she’s never had before.

The video continues for a few minutes. I stroke myself at a sedate pace to the footage. It continues for a few long, intense minutes, until Colby cums on her bull’s huge black cock and cries out in wordless bliss. Once the clip ends, I select another video. This is a recent video, from last week. Now Colby has dark ink running down her arms. She has a spade symbol on her inner thigh with the letter D inside. She has piercings in her nipples, navel, and clit. She is a different woman entirely.

And now she’s fucking not one, not two, but three huge black cocks. Taking them all at once. Big D fucks her tight ass while two nameless black men enjoy her mouth and pussy with furious lust. She moans like a whore in heat and takes all three of them with such ease that you’d think she was born for this purpose. Maybe she was. Maybe everything else in her life was just a prelude to her current role as a black cock whore. The three men groan in masculine pleasure, each of them lost in a separate world of bliss as they use my wife’s body. She lets them fuck her for as long as they need. I watch each of them cum one by one. First, the guy fucking her mouth moans and grabs her head, and pumps a thick load straight into Colby’s throat. She gulps and gags and swallows every drop. Then the guy fucking her pussy loses control and starts to buck with pleasure, emptying his balls in my wife and smirking at the camera. Then, finally, Big D slaps Colby's ass and lets out a moan that’s now intimately familiar to me and starts to cum in her ass. Colby cries out with sheer fucking ecstasy at taking this third and final load, pushing her ass back so that nothing spills out. Big D grins at the camera as he unloads in Colby’s ass and finally pulls back. He moves the camera closer so I can see every goddamn detail of what the three men did to her. I see my wife’s stretched and gaping holes oozing creamy white cum. I see her had nipples and flushed cheeks and orgasm-glazed eyes.

Big D says, “Tell yo’ husband what you are, Colby.”

“I’m a black cock slut, baby. I can’t get enough!”

Those words send me over the edge. I stare at my wife’s gleaming, smiling, post-gangbang face and cum into my hand in our empty bed, moaning her name in the stillness of the apartment.

My phone buzzes from the nightstand, pulling me out of a deep sleep. I open my eyes and blink in confusion. It’s already morning. Late morning, judging from the muffled sound of distant traffic and sunlight peeking around the edge of the drapes.

I reach over and snatch up my phone. It’s Colby. My heart skips a beat. I hit the answer button and push the phone to my ear as quick as I can.

“Colby? Babe?”

“Hey.” Her voice is soft. Calm. “I didn’t wake you, did I?”

“Uh… no.” I glance at my watch. It’s after ten. When was the last time I slept this long on the weekend? “No, I’m good. How are you? I didn’t hear from you last night.”

It’s hard not to let a pointed note of accusation creep into my tone as I say the words. Thankfully, Colby doesn’t seem to pick it up. Or maybe she ignores it.

“Yeah, sorry about that. I had… a different night.”

“Different?” I sit upright, my half-asleep mind jolting awake and immediately flooding with a hundred graphic sexual images of Colby taking a multitude of big black cocks at the same time. “How do you mean?”

“Well…” She hesitates for a moment. That’s unusual. She hasn’t been reluctant to share her stories with me for several weeks now. I wait for her to continue, holding my breath. “I asked Darius for the night off.”

“Oh?”

Somehow, the idea of my wife not getting fucked late into the night by her big-dick black bull is more shocking to me than the alternative. For a brief moment, I allow myself to wonder if she’s had enough of this arrangement; that maybe she will come home to me.

“I wanted to do… something else.” She’s still talking with a cautious tone, but now a hint of mischief creeps in. “Something for me.”

“What do you mean?”

Colby hesitates one more time before speaking in a rush, as if she needs to say everything all at once.

“Please don’t be mad, I know this whole tour was kind of an arrangement between me and Darius, but I wanted to try something else because it’s been on my mind for a few weeks and last night I finally went through with it, and…”

“And?”

“You know Shaquana?”

“The dancer?” I frown, not understanding where this is going. “Not personally, but I’ve, you know, seen the pictures of you together.”

“Well, I spent last night with her. And Allisha.”

My jaw almost unhinges in shock. “Wait - you - and - huh?”

“Please don’t be mad, I know you like watching me with Darius, I just wanted to do something for myself. And I wanted to experience it with them.”

“I’m not mad, I promise, I’m just… woah. Holy fuck. You and two girls?”

She giggles now, delighted by my reaction. “Me and two girls.”

“Please tell me there are photos.”

Another giggle. “Not this time, honey. Like I said, it was all about me and what I wanted and, God, I got it.”

“You’re driving me crazy already.” My cock stiffens to full mast beneath the sheets. I was already excited to hear her voice, but now I’m running wild with various explicit fantasies and scenarios. If you’d told me in my youth that one day I’d be married to a woman who had a lesbian threesome, I would have broken my wrist from masturbating too much.

“Sorry babe.” She doesn’t sound sorry in the slightest. “I never even thought about it.”

I let out a long breath. Does that mean she forgot about me or that she was having so much pleasure nothing else mattered? Either way, my cock throbs.

Then I hear a new sound. A feminine voice, one I’ve never heard before.

“Who you talkin’ to, girl?”

“Oh, just my husband.”

I grip the sheets with my free hand. “Wait, are they still there? In the room?”

“Of course.” There’s a smile in her voice. “We spent the whole night together. The ladies were just going to shower.”

“Is that yo’ husband?”

There’s a brief pause. The sound of giggling. The phone is handed to someone else. She has rich, velvety voice, her accent unmistakably black.

“Hey there, cuckie. How you doing today?”

“Hi. I’m… good, thanks. How are you?”

She laughs. “I’m great. Your wife ate my pussy so good last night. She’s a real good slut, you know that?”

“Yeah, I do.”

Another laugh. “Wait a sec. Allisha, get yo’ black ass in here!”

The line disconnects. I panic for a moment, staring at the phone, wondering if I managed to end the call with my cheek somehow. But before I can redial Colby’s number, my phone lights up with an incoming FaceTime connection. I stab the answer button with my thumb. The screen fills with an image that has come straight from the depths of my wildest fantasies.

I see three naked women standing in front of a large, full-length mirror. My wife is positioned in the middle of the trio, her skin so white and pale next to the others. Colby is flanked from each side by black women. The one on Colby’s left holds the camera, aiming it at the mirror so I can see everything clearly. I recognize her from several photos and videos. It’s Shaquana. She has a slender, toned figure with large breasts and a big, round ass, and incredible, thick lips. The other woman has a much fuller figure - round in all the right places. They all wave into the mirror - to me - laughing and smiling, unashamed at their nakedness.

“See this, cuckie? This is what we been doin’ all night long!” Shaquana casually squeezes my wife’s breasts, laughing with delight.

“Fuck…” I can’t wipe this stupid, dumbstruck grin off my face. 

“We did, cuckie! In every way you can imagine. Has yo’ wife ever ate yo’ ass?”

“No.”

“She’s good at it, we can both tell you that!”

The women laugh, but I’m not sure if they’re enjoying their power over me or just enjoying the moment together.

“Sorry I didn’t take any pictures for you, baby.” Colby offers a shrug. “We were kind of caught up in the moment, you know?”

“I can only imagine.”

She giggles. Allisha reaches across and casually caresses Colby’s bare breasts, grinning into the mirror.

“Look at us,” she says. “We look like a sexy-ass motherfucking Oreo cookie.”

The girls laugh. Colby puts her arms around the two black women and pulls them closer, so their breasts touch. I stare at them with longing and say, “So, uh, what are you girls gonna do now?”

They laugh again. Shaquana answers me. “First up, we’re gonna take a shower. We got a lot of cleaning to do before we leave this room. We’re gonna make your wife clean every inch of our bodies, white boy. You like the sound of that?”

I nod with unabashed eagerness.

“Good. We ain’t takin’ no photos or videos. This is just for us. You’re a married man, you shouldn’t even be looking at my titties right now. Then we’re gonna get ready for the show. We got a big weekend ahead of us. They’re gonna film us. Will you be watching, white boy?”

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

“Good. Run along now, your wife needs to eat my pussy again.”

“Aw, please, Colby-!”

“Bye, honey!”

My wife blows a kiss into the mirror. The other women laugh. The sound is cut off abruptly as Shaquana hangs up, leaving me alone with nothing but my wild, vivid, incredibly graphic imagination.

It seems only right to reach over the bed and grab my laptop and start watching more of Colby’s highlights to start the day…

~ Colby ~

Shaquna and Allisha weren’t kidding about wanting to go another round with me after our conversation with Stewart. They dragged me back to bed and had me lick them all over, this time in the clear bright light of day. I’m still astounded at how different they felt from Darius and his cohorts – soft, feminine, and so sensual. Women are, of course, so different than men in so many ways but it’s in the realm of lovemaking that those differences are almost overwhelming.

When I finally managed to return to my room – our room, me and Darius’s – I’m surprised to find him still asleep in the bed. I slip into the room as quietly as I can but he stirs as soon as I close the door and the lock snaps shut.

“That you, Colby?” he asks, his voice barely audible. “Aww, fuck, I drank way too much last night,” he moans as he holds his head, his eyes closed. When I open the curtains, he moans loudly.

“What time did you get back?” I ask as I walk past him to splash water on my face. The shower that Shaquana mentioned to Stewart never actually happened. I’d take one here if I could be sure I wouldn’t rouse Darius from his present almost dormant state. My pussy and ass could still use a break.

“I got no idea, babe,” he says as he scrubs his face with both hands. “What time is it now?”

“After eleven. We should probably get a move on if we’re going to do a sound check,” I tell him as I look through my clothes for something to wear. I’ve been recycling my outfits for a week as we haven’t been in one hotel long enough to get laundry service since New Orleans. I settle for a dark top and light skirt that’s too short but that’s the only kind Darius lets me buy. He actually cut the hem on one skirt he said made me look like his spinster aunt.

“Tell Marchand to get me something,” he tells me without looking at me. I’m somewhat miffed he got so wasted with the crew last night but we’ve been spending so much time together I guess it makes sense that he saw a boys’ night out as a chance to cut loose. As if he needs an excuse to do what he pleases.

“I’ve got some aspirin if that’s what you mean,” I offer but he waves me off.

“Fuck, I need something stronger than that, babe.” He finally opens his eyes and looks at me. “You have fun with Shaquana and…who else were you with?”

“Allisha, the makeup girl.” I nod and smile. “Yeah, we had a great time,” I say softly, knowing that my face is flushed. I can’t believe I’m still getting embarrassed by some things.

“Allisha, right. She as fine a piece of ass as she looks?” he says with a tone I never would have expected from him. Allisha is gorgeous but she’s as different from me as can be. Not that it should matter but somehow, it does.

“She’s very nice,” I tell him trying not to sound bitchy and not pulling it off, not even close.

Darius rolls off the bed as he groans but I can tell he’s coming around as he grabs me from behind and pulls me to his naked body, kissing my neck and manhandling my boobs. I’m tempted to push him away but he feels so good, so different from the girls. I had fun with them but there’s something about the feel of a man – hard and masculine. And not just between his legs. He spins me around and kisses me but his breath is vile. I can’t help it and I tell him so as I push him away.

“Oh, my god, you’ve got to do something about how bad you smell, Darius.” He laughs and walks toward the bathroom, leaving the door open as he pees loudly while telling me how many strippers he made it rain for last night. Punishment for complaining, I wonder. Probably.

“We should get you on a pole,” he says in a serious tone that just about floors me. “You’d bring down the whole fucking house.” He laughs as he turns the shower on and invites me to join him.

“I really think we need to get to the venue, Darius,” I tell him but when I go to the mirror to brush my teeth, he grabs me and pulls me into the shower with him, dousing the only outfit I could find that was in any way wearable. I screech at him but he just laughs and holds me under the showerhead until I’m completely inundated.

“Fuck the venue, Colby,” he shouts over the noise of the water. “I fucking missed you last night.”

“Darius, it was one night,” I tell him annoyed and pleased and also a little alarmed at the same time. “This tour is going to come to an end, you know. And I’m going to go back to Stewart.”

“Shit, girl,” he smirks at me. “You think you’re going to go back to that boring-ass existence you had before now that you’ve had a taste of the road and all?” He holds me in his arms and nuzzles my neck as the water pours down on us. “You serious?”

“Darius,” I whisper after I turn off the water. “Don’t.” I turn my head when he tries to kiss me but he’s insistent. I let him kiss me.

Fuck.

Our first show in Dallas goes great. I’m not sure if it has to do with my new relationship with Shaquana but I finally feel like I’m fitting in with the other dancers. My new tattoos seem to be a hit with the audience in a big way – there are hardly any boos anymore when I first appear on stage. Most of them already know me from our video on YouTube, which is pushing toward two billion views – a fact that never ceases to amaze me – and the difference between the girl in that video and the one that struts out to dance with Darius is striking. I’m not sure if everyone in the audience assumes what’s going on behind the scenes but if feels like it to me. And even though the audience is still mostly black I don’t feel near the hostility I used to feel when I first started dancing with him.

“That went great,” I say to Darius on the way back to the hotel after the show. “I’m almost looking forward to the live show.” I smile and he laughs.

“Why wouldn’t you be?” he asks as he wraps his arm around my shoulders. “You’re doing great, Colby. We’re gonna shut down the internet on Saturday night.”

“I was wondering, though,” I start when I have his attention. “Can we go easy for the next couple of nights? I’m still really nervous about the live show and I don’t want to be dead on my feet because you and your friends are keeping me up all night.”

He looks at me and I wonder if he’s going to tell me to shut up and do what I’m told. He can be so domineering at times – most of the time – but he hesitates which gives me hope. Finally, he leans in and kisses me.

“Whatever you need, girl,” he whispers, and my heart soars. “We’ll cool it for the weekend if that’s what you want.”

“What’s a live show like?” I ask.

“Fuck if I know. This’ll be my first one.” We’re riding the bus back to the hotel after the show as no one had the energy to party this late in the tour. “But if it goes as well as I think it will, they’re talking about booking the Hollywood Bowl since Springsteen had to cancel again.”

The second show at the Dallas venue goes even better than the first which is giving me all kinds of confidence for the live show. I’m still nervous but not nearly as much now that I’m fitting in. And getting a good night's sleep is wonderful, too.

When Saturday night rolls around, I find myself sitting in Allisha’s makeup chair right next to Shaquana and we exchange looks but don’t make any comments about our night together. Everyone in the dressing room seems amped up by the prospect of performing for hundreds of thousands of people instead of our usual crowd. The venues we’ve been playing have been getting bigger but they’re still not anywhere close to the audience that X will give us. Even Darius seems to be extra excited by what’s to come.

I watch the beginning of the show from backstage as always and I’m struck by all the cameras. Clearly, this isn’t some half-assed production with a couple of guys aiming cell phones at the stage. There are cameras in every corner of the auditorium and two mobile cameras strapped to cameramen who have free rein to wander around the stage to get close-ups of Darius and the dancers throughout the first numbers. The scene makes me excited and nervous as it’s one thing to be performing for the people in the venue who are set back from the stage, but it’s a whole other thing to realize that the cameras are going to be right in my face when I start dancing with Darius. My mouth is dry and my nerves are jangling as I wait for my number to begin.

Suddenly, it’s time. The heavy beat of my first song with Darius blares out from the immense sound system speakers and the crowd erupts when I emerge from the wings. I’ve been doing this dance long enough to be pretty confident about my abilities but when the cameras, both of the mobile ones, get right up on me for side-by-side close-ups, it’s all I can do to keep smiling and dancing my way over to Darius. I thought I was finally used to being half-naked in my skimpy bikini after so many shows but this feels so different, so out there. 

When I finally get over to where he’s waiting for me, rapping and holding out his hand to welcome me, I smile and breathe a huge sigh of relief. Once we’re dancing together, I feel like my presence isn’t so singular and the audience, both in the auditorium and on the streaming service, is focused more on Darius than on me.

I turn my back to Darius as he’s rapping like mad and he holds me close with his free hand as I grind my ass into his crotch, something I’ve gotten used to but which feels almost obscene now that the cameras are just a few feet from us. I’m giving my performance everything I’ve got as Darius builds to an incredible crescendo for the song that’s made us famous. Both cameras are in front of me as I look over my shoulder at him, the crowd is cheering, the dancers are gyrating, the music is so loud, the lights are flashing…

Then it happens.

Darius tugs on the knot of my string bikini top and pulls it, undoing the bow and baring my breasts, and my pierced nipples, for the cameras.

Livestreaming across the entire world.
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~ Stu ~

I’m watching from my couch. The show takes up the whole of my TV screen. I’m on the edge of my seat for the entire first half of the concert. I’ve seen enough clips and fan footage of the tour to know how almost every moment of the performance will play out, but this feels different. This feels unpredictable.

The cameras capture every moment in perfect 4K clarity. I see the sweat gleaming on the backing dancers, their rich black skin shining under the lights. The crowd has so much energy that even I can feel it - me, a white guy sitting on his couch in his underwear in a New York apartment hundreds of miles away. And Big D loves every second of it. He swaggers up and down the stage, rapping in perfect time to the beat, working the crowd with swaying gestures of his arms. The man is a natural performer. It’s totally clear why he became a breakout star. He has the it factor so many performers lack.

But then the familiar beat drops. The beat that changed my life and altered the course of my marriage forever. The beat that transformed my wife from an innocent, devoted woman to a wild, insatiable black cock addict. The crowd explodes, knowing that Big D’s most popular song of all time - and one of the biggest hits in music video history - is about to start. I suddenly find myself on the very edge of the couch, fingers clutching the cushions so hard my knuckles are white. What the fuck am I so tense about? I know the song. I know the show. I know the people on stage. Yet I cannot relax.

“Come on, Colby!”

I force myself to lean back into the couch and punch the air. This is her moment. Her biggest break ever. Over two hundred and fifty thousand people are watching the livestream broadcast right now. Who knows how many are watching the versions streaming on other platforms? And who can tell how many thousands - millions, even - will watch clips and songs from the show once they get edited and segmented by Big D’s social media team? This is beyond a simple “big break”. This is Colby’s chance to completely and totally establish herself as a star, one equal to Big D himself.

She steps onto the stage. All the air is sucked from my lungs. Colby. My wife. A pale white diamond gleaming against all the black dancers and musicians. The crowd gets even louder at the sight of her. Despite how different she looks now compared to her video debt - those tattoos winding around her arms look stunning - they know who she is and what she’s here to do.

And that bikini. Sweet mother of God.

I thought the two-piece she wore for the music video was revealing enough. This one manages to straddle the line between lewd and obscene. The straps are so thin they’re almost invisible. The bikini cups can’t even be classified as such - they’re barely as wide as regular bikini straps and only serve to cover Colby’s nipples, leaving a generous amount of her areolas on display for the world to see. The g-string bottom is every bit as extreme, barely covering her pussy lips. I don’t need to guess whose idea it was for her to wear it.

Colby walks on stage and owns every moment. The cameras follow her confident strut and film every second. The crowd’s roar grows to a fever pitch. Colby begins dancing as she walks, hips swaying perfectly in sync with the beat, her ass on full display for every single person in the world to see and admire.

“That’s my girl…” My breath catches in my throat. She looks sensational. Beyond sensational. Colby’s billboard made her look like a sexually desirable, powerful goddess. Right now, she is the physical embodiment of erotic desire. The eyes of the entire world are fixed on her; her body; her confident smile; her swaying hips and tight ass.

Big D extends one arm toward Colby, still rapping and keeping in perfect time to the backing beat. She takes his hand and they begin grinding together, body to body. It has a curiously powerful effect on me, in spite of how often I’ve seen them do far more explicit things together. I’ve witnessed this man take my wife in every hole and watched him spray gallons of cum on and inside her, yet I still get a twinge of excited jealousy watching them dance like this.

If such movements can be called dancing. It’s more like full-bodied dry-humping. Colby grinds her ass into his shorts, offering a cocky grin to the adoring crowd, knowing that every single woman in that building would kill to be in her place. Big D continues rapping to the song, his large, dark hand roaming my wife’s body with casual ease. If there’s anybody watching who might have doubted their relationship before this, those doubts are surely long gone just watching them move together.

And then it happens.

As the song nears its peak for the final third, Big D’s hand moves behind Colby’s back. A second later, the strings holding her bikini place suddenly go slack. The bikini peels away, almost in slow motion. Suddenly, her breasts are exposed to everyone. Her nipple piercings gleam under the harsh stage lights.

One moment, Colby is performing her usual dance with Big D. Next, she’s standing there topless on stage, for all the world to see. For a split second, her face registers shock. She wasn’t expecting this. Nobody was expecting this.

Then the crowd roars with approval. Colby’s shocked face morphs into one of delight. It’s the same expression she wears when Big D humiliates her in the bedroom; that, I don’t know why I love this but I love it look. This is the most humiliating thing Big D has ever done to her. My cock is rock goddamn solid in my shorts.

Colby raises her arms, showing everyone in the building - and everyone watching via livestream around the world - that these are her breasts. She makes no attempt to cover her body. Multiple cameras film her body from several different angles. The view cuts between Colby to the roaring, delighted crowd and back again.

Now Big D launches into the final refrain of the track with more passion and gusto than I’ve ever heard in any of the previous performances. He slips his arm around Colby’s body and grasps her exposed breast. They both drop all pretense of dancing, instead posing before the crowd for the last part of the song. Colby’s cheeks flush with color, but it’s not embarrassment surging through her. Maybe it is, but that gleam in her eye is something else entirely.

The song finishes and the crowd explodes with cheers and wild applause, hands in the air. Everyone is on their feet, adoring Big D, adoring my wife, adoring them. Before the raucous noise has a chance to die down, Big D sweeps Colby into his arms and plants a long, slow, deep kiss on her lips. She returns it without hesitation, their lips moving and grinding. The cameras capture every erotic detail. No two people on earth have ever kissed with this much longing before.

But as they kiss, Colby cups his cheek. The cameras clearly capture her wedding ring. Everyone can see that she’s married. Everyone knows that he is not. The crowd’s roar grows even louder. Darius runs his dark hands over my wife’s body, caressing her breasts, grazing her stomach, even cupping her sex. He lifts her leg and now her intimate thigh tattoo is perfectly visible for all to witness. The rich, black spade symbol, complete with his initial in the middle. The ultimate symbol of his ownership.

My jaw drops open. This wasn’t about humiliating my wife. This was about humiliating me. Now the world has seen my wife’s breasts. They’ve seen her wedding ring. They’ve seen her tattoo. Nobody watching this will have any doubts that Big D is fucking another man’s wife. A quarter of a million people just witnessed it live. Who knows how many millions of others will watch the various clips that have no doubt already begun to spread across the internet?

“You… mother… fucker!” I grasp my cock and let out a howl of rage and shame and frustration. There’s nothing I can do. I signed up for this. I agreed to it. I let it happen. I wanted  this just as much as Colby.

The beat for the next song begins. Big D breaks off the kiss and raises the mic to his smirking lips.

“Say hi to Colby Wright!”

The crowd roars. Colby beams. She still makes no attempt to hide her breasts.

“Colby, you wanna say hello to yo’ husband?”

He offers her the mic. She grins and says, “Hey, baby!”

“Fuck!” My cock pulses in my hand. A pearly bead glistens at the tip. It takes everything I have not to pump myself to climax, right here, right now. It would only take a few moments.

The next song begins. Colby saunters off stage, still flushed and topless, blowing kisses to the cameras. She reappears about halfway through the next track, dressed like the other dancers, emerging from the scenery and taking her place at the back, behind Big D. I might be the only one who notices. The crowd is already swept up by Big D’s enthusiastic performance.

The rest of the show plays out as normal, with no other changes or sudden departures from the schedule.

Until the encore.

That familiar beat drops once more. Big D looks out into the crowd and says, “This is the number one song in the world right now and I wanna thank all of you for putting me on top! We’re gonna play it for you one more time. Colby, get yo’ ass over here, girl!”

Colby walks from the back of the stage to take her place at Big D’s side. She’s flushed and gleaming with sweat from her energetic dancing. Her figure-hugging outfit hides practically nothing. He looks her up and down with a wolfish grin.

“You’re overdressed, girl.”

Colby glances at the crowd - or maybe to the camera, to me, sitting here with a stunned expression - and pulls her top open to expose her breasts and pierced nipples once more. She shows no hesitation. The shy, innocent aspiring actress who once told me that shooting sex scenes or stripping for the camera is “dirty and degrading” now willingly bares her body for an audience of thousands.

And, judging by the number of viewers, more and more people are joining the stream every second.

“That’s better girl! Let’s hit it!”

They play the song again, all the way through. My topless wife grinds and gyrates her ass into his shorts with a knowing smile. Everyone in the crowd is transfixed.

The song reaches its climax. Sparklers ignite at the edge of the stage, a small pyrotechnic explosion to mark the end of the night. Big D sweeps Colby into his arms again, but this time he secures his lips around one pierced nipple. I can’t hear anything over the roar of the crowd, but I don’t need to. Colby’s mouth hangs open halfway in a groan of excitement. I know exactly what sound is coming out of her throat right now.

With that, the live stream ends. The show is over. I wonder how many millions have already witnessed my public cuckolding?

I keep a firm grip on my cock and begin to slowly stroke. If I’m right, Colby and Big D will be getting off stage about now. They’ll have to finish up whatever they’re doing backstage, then take the car across to the hotel. I’ve got maybe thirty minutes before-

My phone starts bleating. An incoming FaceTime call. From Colby. I snatch it up and stare at the photo blazing across the screen; a photo of the two of us from our honeymoon. Both smiling blissfully at the camera. Long before we changed the course of our marriage. Long before I had ever heard terms like, cuck, bull, and hotwife. Long before Colby fucked multiple black cocks almost every single night for months on end. I swallow hard. She must be calling to apologize for what happened on stage. I answer it and say, “Hey, baby. Great show.”

I gaze at the back of my wife’s head. She’s naked and bent over something; some heavy box of stage equipment. She’s moaning in pleasure, her body rocking back and forth. Big D is holding the camera and angles the phone so I can see his massive black cock gliding in and out of her stretched pink pussy lips. There must be a dozen crew members casually watching them fuck while they start the long process of disassembling the stage. All eyes are on my whore of a wife.

“Glad you liked it, cuck!” Big D laughs. “I was gonna wait ‘til we got back to the room, but your wife couldn’t wait that long. We barely got off stage before she jumped me.”

He moves the phone so that I can see the edge of the stage, just off to one side. There must still be a thousand people out there, leaving the building. Can they hear Colby’s moans? I have no idea.

“I can’t believe you did that.” Indignation surges in my chest. Yes, this man has fucked my wife and, yes, this man has taken her every way he chooses and, yes, this man has shared her with his friends, but baring her breasts on stage is a bridge too far.

“Aw, shut the fuck up, cuck. Don’t act like you ain’t hard.”

I glance at my rigid cock, the purple tip protruding from my clasped fist. He laughs, already knowing.

“Seems like yo’ wife ain’t got a problem with it. Want me to ask her? Hey, bitch. How’d you like it out there?”

“Oh, God! Oh, fuck! Darius, you bastard - fuck me harder!”

He laughs and spanks her pale ass, fucking her with furious intensity over the box in the middle of all the crew. Once upon a time, my wife was embarrassed about having sex with the window open. Look at her now.

The crew members crack jokes and laugh among themselves as they work. A few of them even come closer and give Colby’s tight, bouncing ass a playful squeeze. She moans like a whore for them and looks back at Big D with a lusty expression.

“Tell yo’ cuck how much you loved it.”

“Baby, did you see me? Fuck, that was so hot!”

“I saw you.” I swallow. “You were amazing.”

She moans again, arching her back to take his huge black cock as deep as her tight white cunt can manage. Big D’s cock gleams with her juices, shining and slippery. After a few moments, Big D gestures to someone standing nearby holding a hard black case.

“Ayo, those still mic’d up?”

“Yeah, they is.”

“Gimme one.”

The crew member opens the case and pulls out a stage microphone. Darius takes it and turns the power on. There’s a deep thump from the speakers in response. He leans over Colby and holds the mic close to her mouth. The sound of my wife’s erotic passion fills the air from every direction, amplified by a dozen huge speakers. Her moans flood the building. Everyone can hear it. Everyone.

“Oh, yes, fuck me, Darius! Fuck my married pussy! Give me your black cock!”

Somehow her moans sound even more enthusiastic than ever. No matter what he does, she loves it. Every time I think he can’t possibly humiliate her any more, he finds some new way to torment us and my wife loves all his twisted games.

“You want my cum, bitch?”

“Yes!” Her wail echoes around the entire building. They can probably hear her in the foyer. “I need your cum in my pussy, Darius! Fucking cum in me!”

“Whose cum is better, mine or yo’ husband’s?”

“Yours! I love your cum! I need it, please! Fill me up, baby!”

He grunts with pleasure, his wild thrusts reaching a crescendo. He thrusts his massive shaft fully inside her drooling pussy and holds still. Colby moans with utter rapture, the sounds still flooding the air around the entire concert venue.

“Yes, yes, baby, yes… fucking cum in me, yes…”

Finally, Big D finishes emptying his balls into my whore wife. He eases back and makes sure to show me her stretching and used pussy, lips swollen and oozing his thick cum down her thighs.

“Yeah, that’s a good slut.” He tosses the microphone back to the crew member. “We’re gonna go to the hotel now and fuck. Maybe I’ll give you another call, cuck.”

He laughs. The crew laughs. I blush. My cock leaks a thick bead of cum down my hand.

Colby stands, breathing hard. She smiles at the camera and bends down to pick up her clothes.

“Leave them, Colby. You don’t need that tonight.”

She looks at him, a little unsure, but shrugs. She glances around, enjoying all the excited gazes and hungry eyes.

“Listen, cuck. The tour’s almost over. I got a special party in mind for the end. You ain’t gonna miss it, you hear?”

“Uh, okay, Mister Dee. I won’t.”

“Good cuck. C’mon, Colby. Let’s go.”

Colby begins walking toward a door marked “CREW ONLY”. She turns back and frowns, noticing that Big D is not following her. He chuckles.

“Where you going, girl?”

“To the car?”

“We ain’t going that way. Car’s out front. We’re gonna meet the fans on the way.” He turns the camera to look straight at me, grinning in triumph. “I think they’ll wanna meet us after that show, yeah, cuck?”

He ends the call.

~ Colby ~

I blink when Darius tells me we’re going to meet some fans from the show. I look down at my still-naked body, his cum oozing from my pussy and coating my inner thighs. “Like this?” I ask, astonished.

“Fuck, yeah,” he growls. “Why not?” He walks towards the front of the stage and I hesitate to follow him. I’m in serious danger of getting arrested for indecent exposure if I go outside like this and he knows it. I don’t want to piss him off but this might be more than I can bear.

“Darius, please,” I beg. “Don’t make me do this.” I’m rooted to the spot, unable to move my legs. “I can’t, I just can’t.” I’m almost shaking with fear.

He turns and looks at me, his expression dark and ominous. But then he grabs a tarp from a pile of equipment and brings it to me and wraps it around my shoulders. I grasp the ends of the tarp and pull it tight to shield myself from prying eyes. I’m not sure why I’m so modest all of a sudden – I just flashed my newly-pierced nipples on a huge livestream to untold thousands, after all – I just know that I am.

“Better?” he asks in a low tone. I nod and smile as I try not to cry. I allow him to walk me down the stairs on the wings of the stage and up the side aisle of the theater to the back and then the lobby, where there are still hundreds of fans moving slowly, inexorably towards the exits. I turn to see if Marchand, Darius’s head of security, is coming to protect us from the crowd but I don’t see him. Or anyone else.

“Darius, shouldn’t we wait for somebody from Security, just in case?” I whisper as the last of the audience waits to file out of the venue. When someone turns to see Big D and his white dancer making their way through the lobby, the crowd turns almost in unison to take us in. And to rush towards us.

“In case of what?” he asks as he smiles for the fans who are suddenly surging towards us. Several people hand programs and Sharpies to Darius for his autograph. No one asks for mine, but that’s fine with me. I can’t risk letting go of the tarp that is covering my body to sign anything.

“Come on, Darius,” I whine in a low tone. “Do I really need to spell it out for you?” The crowd is on us now, surrounding us and cutting off any hope of Marchand coming to the rescue, not that I see him anywhere. Darius greets the crowd, all black and mostly men but some women, with a bravado that I’m definitely not feeling. I’m almost cowering at the attention as I clutch the tarp around my shoulders.

As Darius signs programs amid shouts of ‘Great concert’ and ‘You da man’, I eye the crowd suspiciously. They don’t come right out and stare at me but I can feel their looks just the same. Finally, one of them screws up the courage to shout, “Come on, Colby. Lose the blanket!” and the small crowd erupts its approval. I look at Darius but he’s busy signing programs.

“Come on, bitch,” a woman yells. “We heard what you were doing back there.” Whoops from the crowd rain down as they press toward me. I look around in a full-blown panic until I feel Darius’s arm around my shoulders. I look up at him and he smiles at me.

“Give ‘em a taste, babe,” he whispers. “Just a quick flash.” I shake my head, unable to speak. “Come on, Colby.” He peels back the tarp with his hand. I let him.

Everyone’s phone cameras are out and the flashes are almost blinding. I hold the tarp open for a second, then another, and see the looks on their faces as they stare at my body. This is so much more personal than the cameras on stage than anything I’ve ever done before. This is new. This is real.

“See that, babe?” Darius whispers in my ear as the men in the crowd practically salivate over my body. “You love this shit. You’d be a natural on the pole.”

“Colby, over here,” one man shouts and then another. I’m almost blinded by all the flashes going off in the semi-darkened lobby of the theater.

“Love your tits, bitch,” another one shouts and the crowd almost turns on him.

“Shut the fuck up, asshole,” one of them shouts as he shoves someone. Suddenly, if feels much more dangerous for us to be here. Darius wraps the tarp around my body and ushers me through the crowd toward the main doors. When we exit the building, Marchand has our ride waiting and Darius practically throws me into the back seat.

“Let’s go,” he yells at Marchand and the SUV jerks forward. I turn to see the crowd surging behind us but rapidly fading into the distance.

“Shiiiit,” Marchand says from behind the wheel. “That was way too close, Dee. Too close.”

“We’re good, big man,” Darius says with a bravado that sounds strained. “We’re good.”

Marchand goes on. “Dee, you got to be more careful now. The crowds are getting bigger and it’s almost like you’re baiting them.”

“Fuck, they love me, Marchand. Ain’t nothing gonna happen,” he almost sneers.

“You don’t know that, Dee. And you gotta let me protect you and Colby, proper like.” He’s staring at Darius in the rearview mirror. My heart is pounding so hard I can almost hear it.

“That was too much, Darius,” I tell him, my voice shaking. “I was scared. Really scared.”

“See that, Dee?” Marchand adds. “You gotta listen to the girl if you won’t listen to me.”

“Alright, alright,” Darius snarls. “Fuck!” He looks out the side window. He won’t look at me. He doesn’t say another word all the way back to the hotel.

At my insistence, we skip the afterparty and go straight back to the hotel room. I’m still a basket case from what happened in the theater lobby and for once, Darius seems to understand my need for some quiet time. We shower separately and go to bed, alone, where he holds me. I’m still too revved up to sleep but it feels good to just be in his arms, just the two of us for a change.

“What was that you said to Stewart about an end-of-tour party, Darius?” I whisper. I know he’s not asleep yet but when he doesn’t answer me I turn to look at him over my shoulder.

“We booked the Hollywood Bowl, babe,” he says softly. “I’m flying you cuck in to see the show.”

“When?” I ask, astonished.

“Next week,” he says with a casual tone. “Gonna be dope.”

“But what was that about a special party?”

“That’s a surprise, Colby. For you and your cuck.”

“What kind of surprise?”

He snorts. “If I told you, then it wouldn’t be much of a surprise, would it?”

“This doesn’t have anything to do with me stripping, does it?” Even though I just bared my body for a crowd in the theater lobby, I don’t see myself performing at a strip club, no matter what Darius wants.

“Naw, we’ll save that for another time, babe. This party will be private, no press, no cameras, just you, me, and your cuck.” He pulls me to him as a signal that he’s ready to go to sleep. “And maybe a few special friends is all,” he whispers in my ear.

“How many special friends?”

“Just enough.”
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~ Stu ~

My wife’s performance is all over the internet by the next morning. Her bare-breasted dance has been clipped and shared and circulated hundreds of thousands of times before I’m even fully awake. Censored versions are splashed across family-friendly video platforms, while adult websites carry the full, unrestricted version. She’s a global sensation.

But it’s already gone way beyond what I could imagine. Short clips are being shared across social media sites. Various TV discussion shows are already promising to debate the performance - Is it sexist? Tonight at seven - and the song itself is already back on top of the streaming chart. There could be millions of people around the world listening to Big D’s hit single and thinking about my wife’s nearly-naked body dancing on stage.

Every single version of the concert clips have attracted thousands of comments and messages. There could easily be billions of posts discussing Colby’s body already. I don’t have time to read them all, but I can’t help myself from skimming over the general debate. Most people are commenting on how hot “the slutty dancer” is - my cock rises in response - and plenty of others are wishing that she had removed the thong as well and danced fully naked. Almost everyone agrees that Big D is fucking my wife, there is little debate to the contrary; in fact, when a small handful of people try to object, they are immediately told to rewatch the clip with the usual retort, “Watch them dance and tell me they ain’t fucking!”

It seems that the entire world knows that my wife is fucking Big D and they can’t get enough. Already, some fringe messaging boards and discussion forums are attempting to find out my wife’s identity and track down more videos of her. “A bitch this hot has definitely done porn,” is the common consensus. For the first time, I breathe a sigh of relief that Colby’s career hasn’t taken off prior to this. I can only imagine the chaos if a thousand porn-hungry internet nerds managed to find out who she is. Her name and face would become synonymous with slutty stage dancers. All they have is her first name and her body - and most of those searching for more videos of Colby aren’t sure if that’s a real name or the stage persona.

Thankfully, with all the tattoos and piercings, Colby looks wildly different from any of her previous brief TV performances. It’s nigh-impossible that anyone casually rewatching an early season of Law & Order would recognize “Gas Attendant #2” as the woman who bared her breasts on stage next to the hottest rap star of the decade.

The more I glance over the various comments, the more they start to excite me. Discussions range from general fantasies about Colby and Big D together - even the wildest, most lurid descriptions pale in comparison to the truth - all the way to musings about the ring on Colby’s finger. A lot of viewers debate whether or not she’s married and, if so, to whom. Most people seem pretty amused at the idea of “that slutty dancer” having a husband at home. They refer to me as the “loser cuck”, an idea that makes my manhood swell to full size, and openly wonder if I’m good enough to keep a woman like her. They discuss my obvious sexual inadequacies and a handful posit the idea that this show was “that slutty dancer’s” way of ending the marriage. Some of them can’t believe a man would stay with a woman who is so openly fucking her employer. Some of them admit to wishing that their own partners would do the same. The entire internet knows that I am a cuckold. It’s the most wonderful, intense, painful, stomach-churning experience of my life. Somehow this is more devastating than anything Big D has pulled to date.

But it doesn’t end there. After Big D ended the call last night, he made my wife do something completely wild and crazy; something that is already spreading like wildfire across the adults-only sections of the internet. I’ve watched a dozen versions of the footage already, each taken by someone who attended the gig. Various views exist from different camera phones standing at different angles. They all captured the same footage. Big D strolled across the main floor of the venue, with my wife at his side, a smug grin on his dark face. Initially, Colby was covered by a simple plain tarp. But once the crowd gathered around them both, Darius instructed Colby to remove her covering. Her face flushed with embarrassment. Or maybe she still glowed from fucking Big D. She hesitated for a moment. Then she opened the tarp and stood in front of - God, I have no idea how many people - and let them all stare at her totally naked, freshly-fucked body. Cum visibly rolled down her inner thigh. Her skin glistened with sweat from both the show and the vigorous sex they’d just enjoyed. People whooped and hollered and jeered and heckled. Colby’s cheeks flushed even darker and she looked down at the floor.

At first, the mood was excited. Jovial. Eager. But then, after a few moments, the atmosphere changed. The appreciative comments toward Colby became grotesque - “Nice tits!” turned to “Show us your asshole!” - and people began pushing to get a better view. It only took a handful of seconds for Big D to wrap the tarp around Colby’s shoulders again and barge his way through the crowd. All these videos and clips end in the same way; Big D bundles my wife into the back of his car and slams the door on the crowd.

Sometimes I forget that Darius is much younger than Colby and me. He possesses a confidence and a swagger far beyond his twenty-something years, probably helped by his sudden explosion to the top of the rap scene. He might have believed that showing off her body to the crowd was a wild, fun, tease, but he couldn’t have possibly controlled them if things got out of hand. Judging by most of the footage, he was lucky to get out of there when he did. His star power would not have protected him - or Colby - from a mob of horny young black men, especially men who had been driven into a lusty frenzy over her sexy body.

Thankfully, nothing negative happened. But Colby hasn’t called or messaged me since that moment and now I can’t help worrying what occurred after the car squealed out of the lot. Did she yell at Big D? Did they fuck in a wild frenzy on the back seat? Did he at least apologize for putting her in danger like that? Somehow, I doubt it. Big D has never said sorry to either of us for anything he’s done since this all began.

I get out of bed and shower. Thoughts of Colby dancing topless on stage in front of the entire world flood my brain and I allow myself the luxury of a slow, considerate stroke under the running water, wishing I could have been in that crowd, watching them with my own eyes. My climax arrives effortlessly, as it always does these days. I clean up and get out of the shower.

I boil the kettle to make a fresh coffee and check my phone. Still nothing from Colby, but there is a message from Greg, my fellow cuckold husband. I open it up and read the text.

~ We saw the show last night. Holy shit! How R U ? ~

His concern puts a smile on my face. I’m so thankful to have made a friend in Greg: he understands how I feel at every step of this insane journey. Colby always tells me that she knows what I must be going through, but she doesn’t. Not really. She can’t. It’s impossible for a woman to fully understand how a man feels when sharing the love of his life with someone else. She could never truly grapes the complex mixture of feelings and emotions that a cuckold husband endures while watching her get fucked by another man. The guilt. The jealousy. Shame. Lust. Desire. Hunger. Arousal. And that curious, utterly baffling, sense of pride that someone else is enjoying her to such an extreme level. Watching Colby get fucked by three huge black cocks at the same time was the most incredible moment of my life. I can’t wait to tell Greg all about it.

My thumbs begin dancing across my phone, typing a quick message of thanks and arranging our next meeting at the usual bar. Just as I hit send, a new message arrives. This one is from Colby. It’s not a text. It’s not a check-in. It’s a video.

I hurl myself onto the couch and get comfortable, my coffee long forgotten. It’s been a while since she sent me a simple video - months, maybe - instead of letting me watch live via FaceTime. While it feels like a small step backward, I’m just relieved to hear from her at all. I hit play and set the video to fullscreen.

The first thing I see is Colby setting the phone into position next to the bed. She is naked, wearing nothing but an eager smile. Behind her, I see the familiar figure of Big D. He’s also naked, and already kissing Colby’s shoulders.

“Come on, stop wasting time,” he says. “We gotta make up for last night.”

“Hey, you’re the one who won’t let me call Stewart. I want him to enjoy this, too.”

Big D frowns, but shoots a knowing look into the camera. “He better not enjoy it more than me.”

“I’m the one who should be enjoying this most, after the shit you pulled last night.”

“You liked it.” He cups her breasts, circling each pierced nipple with a thumb.

“Some of it. I didn’t like almost getting attacked by that mob.”

“Aw, chill, girl. I had it all in hand.”

Her lips press into a thin line of disapproval. She pushes him onto his back in the middle of the bed. She climbs onto his lap with practiced ease and effortless grace, seizing his rock-hard black cock with one slender white hand and gently sinking onto it, her pink cunt lips flowering open to receive him. He grunts with satisfaction as his manhood glides inside her. She gives a gasping coo of delight in return, letting all her weight lower onto that single point, until every last inch is firmly buried in her married pussy.

Big D reaches out with both hands, intending to grab her breasts. She swats his hands away.

“No, Darius. This is for me. You owe me.”

To his credit, he surrenders and doesn’t try again. Maybe he really does feel bad about it. There’s a first time for everything, I guess. He laces his fingers together behind his head and watches Colby enjoy herself.

My wife starts slow. Her hips roll back and forth, acclimating to the feel of his massive size in her tight tunnel. If they didn’t fuck last night as Big D suggested, I guess her body might have recovered for a few hours. She moans in delight and places a hand just below her belly button.

“Fuck, Darius, I can feel you all the way up here…”

He grins. She closes her eyes and begins riding him, her white hips grinding against his powerful black legs. From this angle, I have a perfect view of her pussy stretching around his cock as her pace quickens and she starts to rise and fall in his lap. It’s like they both need to prove how large he is; even when she rises up and several inches of thick black cock become visible, there is still more of him inside her. I moan, I can’t help it. Who is here to judge me, anyway? I moan with the pleasure of watching them fuck.

“Enjoy the show, cuck.” He laughs. I wonder if he expected me to moan at that point.

My wife rides her big black lover with skill and hunger. She’s ridden my cock plenty of times, but never with this much talent. I guess she’s picked up several new tricks since being with Darius. Her hips roll back and forth while she rises and falls in his lap, the sound of the passion echoing around the hotel room and flooding my ears.

“Yes, Darius, yes…”

Colby squeezes her breasts, moaning with erotic delight, even pinching her sensitive pierced nipples and making a breathless gasp. She leans back as far as she can, taking him at a wonderful new angle. From the look on her face, it’s a wonderful position.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum-!”

He shoots a look into the camera. To me. We share the same thought at the same moment. Look how fucking good this black cock makes her feel. Her movements grow faster and more frantic. Colby’s face twists with passion and her lips part and her eyes roll back and she lets out a long, throaty cry of bliss.

“Yes! I’m cumming on your cock!”

Now Big D grabs her hips and starts fucking her pussy from below, sending her over the edge. Colby’s orgasmic cry becomes a shrill, wailing note of pure ecstasy. She grabs his body for support, rolling back and forth with the ferocity of his passion. He fucks her with wild abandon. The impact of their colliding bodies is like an endless drum beat.

Big D grits his teeth and says, “Make me cum!”

Colby’s wailing moans get even more intense. She rocks her hips harder, faster, deeper, taking every thick inch of his black cock inside her juicy, creamy cunt. After a few moments of silent, passionate lovemaking, he starts to moan in triumph. He pulls Colby down into his lap all the way and bares his teeth to the camera.

“Cumming in yo’ fucking wife!”

Colby lets out another gasp of delight. I know that he’s emptying his balls into her yearning pussy, flooding her tight hole with his rich, creamy load. I know the sounds she makes when he cums. She looks at the camera and gives me a breathless smile.

“I love you, Stewart.”

“I love you too, Colby.” She can’t hear me, but I say it anyway.

And finally, their passions are sated. Colby collapses on top of him, his cock still buried inside her. They kiss, long and slow. Somehow this seems more intimate than what I just witnessed. Big D caresses her pert butt with his large black hands, giving her a playful squeeze. He grabs the phone and brings it closer, Colby’s face now filling the screen.

“Say bye to your cuck.”

“Bye, cuck.” She giggles.

“We’re gonna fuck again, but this one is all for me. See you soon, white boy.”

The video ends and I let out a long, low breath. My cock aches. I decide to take care of that before making my morning coffee.

~ Colby ~

“Do you know the guy?” I ask Darius as our Uber pulls into the airport. Not the big Dallas-Fort Worth airport but Love Field, a much smaller one used mostly by private jets, I’m told. We’re being flown to LA on a private jet by a guy I never heard of and I’m nervous in three or four different ways.

“I know of him,” Darius says as he taps his phone. We’re riding in an Uber Black, top of the line Cadillac SUV which is impressive but everything changed so fast that I’m a bundle of nerves.

“And you trust your manager to vouch for him?” I know I’m coming across as a total bitch, complaining about flying in a private jet instead of riding in the tour bus for 21 straight hours from Dallas to LA but I don’t care. As Darius nearly proved the night of the livestream concert, if I don’t look out for myself, no one will.

“He’s big in the porn world, Colby, as big as they get. That’s why I said we’d take the meeting.” He talks without looking up from his phone, something I hate even when I’m the one doing it.

“Porn?” I almost scream. “When did I say I wanted to do porn?”

“You didn’t, but this guy is willing to fly us in to take a meeting so I said I’d take the meeting. If you want me to have the driver take you back to the bus for two straight days on the road, I can do that.” Darius finally looks at me but it’s a side-eye look that still intimidates me no end.

“I’m not doing porn, Darius. I can’t believe I have to even tell you that.” I cross my arms and look out the side window.

“I know that, babe, but Simon doesn’t know that so we’ll just meet with him at his studio, take a little tour, and then go lie on the beach while we wait for the bus to show.”

We got a date at the Hollywood Bowl only because Bruce Springsteen had to cancel his concert due to health reasons, so we don’t have much time to get everyone to LA for our last concert of the tour. I’m glad we got the gig but I’m not thrilled about this little excursion, and the method of transportation to get there. I’ve heard too many stories over the years about musicians who crashed and died on their way to their next concert. The fact that a sleazy porn mogul is paying for the flight makes me even more concerned, not that Darius seems to care how I feel about anything. Even before the fiasco at the venue in Dallas after our livestream, he’s been treating me like I’m completely expendable. Letting me take the lead for our make-up sex session was about as close to him being sorry as it gets.

“If the plane looks the least bit questionable, I’m not getting on it, Darius,” I tell him without looking at him. “What kind of plane can a guy who makes porn afford, anyway? I thought the porn industry was dying.”

“It’s not his plane, girl. It’s leased. One of those Netjet deals. I’m gonna look into it myself after the tour. Fucking bus is breaking my back.”

We’re inside the airport grounds and I’m surprised at the size of the operation – when I heard we were flying private, I thought the airport would be small and half-assed, like the plane. But there are Delta and Southwest jets parked at the terminal just like a real airport which makes me feel somewhat better. Somewhat.

We pull up to the terminal, which is tiny compared to LaGuardia in New York, the only other major airport I’m familiar with but at least it’s not some guy in a cornfield with a windsock and a weather vane directing crop dusters like where I grew up in Indiana. We get dropped off and Darius walks me into the terminal like he knows where he’s going but soon enough I get the sense that he’s as lost as I feel. Finally, I ask him and he gives me a look.

“My agent said they’d have a guy meet us,” he says in a tone that is just barely civil. Finally, we see a guy with a sign that says ‘Big D and guest’ written in what looks like crayon and my nerves jangle again at the prospect of this turning into a nightmare after all.

“You two Big D and Colby?” the guy asks. He looks like he’s maybe fifteen with a suit he borrowed from his older brother but he’s polite and friendly and clearly impressed by Darius who I’m sure he recognizes. Darius makes him feel like a long-lost friend but I’m still on edge as he walks us into the terminal to go through security.

“I thought flying private means you get to bypass that shit,” Darius says to the young man who just shrugs. We get our bags checked and walk through the scanner quickly and our guide walks us down a long empty corridor to a door that leads outside. My heart sinks again that we’re supposed to get on a plane that doesn’t even use a real gate like a real airline.

But when we exit the building, we’re confronted by a sleek jet that looks like something out of a James Bond movie. The nose is so pointy that it almost looks fake and the stairs that lead up to the cabin are built right into the plane and look really slick. I’m impressed and feeling a little better about the flight.

“Mind if I get an autograph before you leave?” the young man says to Darius who takes the pen and signs a piece of paper for him. When he turns to offer the pen to me, I don’t know what to say. Darius just smirks as I fumble with giving someone my autograph for the first time in my life. “I loved that livestream concert, Colby,” the boy says under his breath. I have to smile.

“I’ll be your pilot for the flight,” a man in a uniform says from behind us after I hand the pen and paper to the boy. “My name is Bryan Johnson and welcome aboard,” he says as he shakes our hands, Darius first and then mine. He goes on about the type of plane we’re flying in and I try to listen but I’m just blown away by the idea that the pilot introduces himself before the flight. I could get used to this kind of treatment, I decide, as he leads us up the stairs into the plane.

“We’ll be in the air for about three hours,” he goes on when we enter the cabin and a flight attendant flashes a million-dollar smile at us. It’s only then that I realize, as I look around at the cabin, that we’re the only passengers on the flight. It’s just the two of us and a single female flight attendant with a bright smile.

Oh, yeah. I could really get used to this.

“So you know about the guy who’s flying us to LA but you don’t know him personally?” I ask when we’re airborne. Darius is studying his phone, something he rarely does, but he’s also pretty much ignoring me, something he’s doing more and more lately. I cross my arms and sigh but he still doesn’t notice. Finally, the flight attendant comes back to where we’re sitting from her seat near the cockpit and asks me if I want anything to drink. She gets Darius’s attention.

“Scotch, neat,” he tells her even though she had been talking to me. I just smile and nod when she gives me a look that says she gets it – men!

“What did you say?” he asks after she walks to the small bar in the back of the cabin. I repeated my question.

Darius nods. “Yeah, I never met Simon but I read an article about him that my agent sent me. He’s a pretty big deal in the porn industry even though he’s only been doing it a few years.”

“But you do understand I’m not the least bit interested in doing porn, right?” I stare at him with my most serious look until he laughs.

“Yeah, I got it, Colby.” He puts his arm around my shoulders. “I don’t want you doing porn, either. I want you to come with me on my European tour.”

I just stare at him. “What European tour?”

“My manager and my agent are putting it together,” he whispers unnecessarily. “Gotta get while the gettin’’s good.”

The flight attendant returns with our drinks on a silver tray like we’re in a fancy restaurant which I find silly and special at the same time. I sip my drink as Darius goes on about the likely dates and stops in Europe until he finishes talking.

“You don’t expect me to come with you on tour again, do you?” I ask, wondering if he’s going to tell me that he doesn’t need me once we do the Hollywood Bowl and how I feel about it. He surprises me, though.

“Course I do, Colby. We make a great team, you and me. That livestream was da bomb. Roger says we damn near broke the internet.” He beams with obvious pride.

“Unexpected nudity will do that, Darius,” I sniff. I got caught up in the moment when it was happening but now I’m a little pissed that he did what he did to me. I wonder if I’ll ever work in mainstream entertainment again.

He notices my sour attitude and laughs at me, again. “No such thing as bad publicity, girl.” He finishes his drink and holds up his glass so that the flight attendant notices he needs a refill.

“I’m serious, Darius. I want to have a career after you’re done with me, and if you keep pulling that kind of shit, I won’t have a prayer.”

His expression darkens considerably. “What the fuck are you talking about, woman? I ain’t near done with you.”

“Don’t I get a say, Darius?” I ask, trying to match his level of intensity but falling way short. He’s practically seething with anger all of a sudden. Then he practically rips off his seatbelt and storms across the few feet to the front of the cabin where he strikes up a conversation with the flight attendant. He ignores me for the rest of the flight.

Which is fine with me.

When we arrive at the airport in LA, another smaller regional one called Hollywood, Burbank, we’re picked up by a full-blown limo to be taken directly to the meeting with the porn mogul. I feel like I’m getting no say in what’s happening to me but I can’t seem to get Darius to listen to me. I want to call Stewart but I know he’s at work and I don’t want to disturb him any more than I have to and what can he do for me, anyway? I’ve got to just stand up for myself.

We ride in relative silence again as Darius still has his nose buried in his phone – something about getting the dates and venues for his next tour locked down so I just watch the scenery go by out the limo window. LA is an endless collection of strip malls and developments until we start climbing up into the hills north of the city according to the driver.

“It’s not as dominant as it was a few years ago,” the driver tells me. “But the Valley is still the unofficial capital of the porn industry.”

“Great,” I mutter under my breath. “Just what I want to hear.”

Traffic is miserable – the driver confirms that it never lets up, even at night – so it takes us a long time to go what feels like a short distance but finally, we pull into the parking lot of a long, low building that looks like a warehouse. A small sign on the door we stop in front of says it’s the world headquarters of Simon Davis Studios, as if it’s Warner Brothers or Columbia Pictures, which strikes me as pretty ludicrous. The driver pulls right up to the door and finally, Darius puts his phone away before he opens the limo door before the driver can do it for him.

“Simon knows we’re here, Colby,” he says to me when I exit the limo. “He’s waiting in his office for us.”

The door to the ‘studio’ opens and a beautiful black woman smiles at us. She’s dressed as if she’s going clubbing – a tight, short dress, stockings, and stilettos, her hair in cornrows and cascading down her back – but she’s obviously here to lead us inside the building. She introduces herself but I can’t focus on her. As soon as we get inside I’m struck by how much the place looks like an actual warehouse, as if it’s one big room that’s carved up by dividers into rooms. It doesn’t look like what I’ve seen in the movies when they shoot on a sound stage in a real studio.

“Simon is waiting for you this way,” the black woman says as she leads us down a hallway of sorts. As we pass by the doorways that line the hall, I look inside to see scenes being shot of white women in various sexual acts with black men, usually more than one for each woman, surrounded by cameras and microphones. I give Darius a look but he’s ignoring me almost completely.

Our guide brings us to a closed door at the end of the corridor and knocks. A deep voice tells us to enter and she opens the door for us. Inside is an office, much like any other, not what I imagined for a porn mogul, but the man who is circling the desk to greet us is exactly what I expected – tall, very black, handsome as he is intimidating. He towers over Darius as he offers his hand in greeting us. I’m almost cowering as I shake and nod without saying a word.

“So glad you two could spare a few minutes to meet with me,” he says in a voice so deep I feel like he’s putting us on. “Good flight?”

“Awesome, Simon,” Darius says, almost gushing, which isn’t like him. “Thanks again for that.”

“My pleasure,” he says as he circles behind his desk to sit down while motioning for us to sit in the chairs facing him. “Anything else I can do, just say the word.”

I want to say something about how I have no interest in being in porn but Darius doesn’t give me a chance. He asks Simon to tell us how he got his start in the business.

“I owned the building if you can believe it,” Simon says as he waves his hand at the walls and the studios beyond. “The people making the movies were not impressive so I took over the whole operation pretty quickly. We put out a hundred new titles a month now.”

“So it’s still possible to make money in porn?” Darius asks.

“Fuck, yeah,” Simon says with a deep laugh. “It’s all advertising now. Just like with Facebook and Google, we make our money selling ads. Some subscriptions as well. That’s what I envision for Colby here.” He smiles at me and it sends a chill down my spine. “She’s got everything it takes to blow things up in a big way.”

“Meaning what?” Darius asks.

Simon stands up. “It’s easier for me to show you,” he says with a slick smile.
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~ Stu ~

It’s radio silence from Colby for the entire day. While this isn’t totally unusual, it still unnerves me. Aside from a brief video of her riding Big D’s big dick, I’ve heard nothing since their livestream concert became a viral sensation across the internet. I stumble across pictures and videos of my topless wife at least three times a day - more if I actually try to look for it. But this silent period troubles me. The longer we spend without talking, the more I worry about Darius pulling her away from me. It’s an absurd worry, but I can’t help it. She’s been under his thrall - his control, his spell, his whatever - for almost four long months now. How could anybody want to come back to real life after all that?

Thankfully, I have some distractions for my overworked brain. A day of work, followed by a beer with Greg at our usual hangout. Work passes by in a blur of spreadsheets, formulas, and emails. My thoughts continually drift to Colby; what she might be doing; what might be done to her; who she could be with right now…

Greg is waiting for me when I arrive at the bar. I get myself a beer and take a seat opposite him at the table.

“How’s it going?” He raises an eyebrow.

“It’s… going.”

“I mean, after what happened at the concert. Your wife’s the biggest thing on the internet right now.”

“You’re damn right.” I can’t help but smile at that thought. “She’s a superstar.”

“You’re okay with it?”

“Yes and no. It’s hard to understand, let alone explain. I’ve had no input at all since she left, so it’s not like I knew it was going to happen. Besides, Darius wouldn’t have bothered to ask me beforehand anyway. He always does what he wants. Colby had no idea he was going to do it, either.”

“Really?” His face twists into an expression of surprise. “She seemed really into it.”

“She was.” I take a mouthful of beer and nod, swallowing the cool, crisp liquor. “That’s the craziest thing about this guy. No matter how far he pushes it, she goes along with him. I don’t think there’s anything he could do that she wouldn’t want. Even though she always says that it wasn’t cool, or whatever, she’s definitely into it at the time.”

“Post-nut clarity is a thing for women, too.” He smiles to himself. I wonder if his wife does the same thing now and then. “This bull is younger than you guys, so I imagine he’s probably flexing his muscles and seeing how far he can take it. Undressing your wife on stage was pretty goddamn incredible.”

We share a knowing look. Two cuckold husbands united by a common thread.

“What did Lorna think about it?”

Greg shrugs, playing it cool, but there’s a sparkle in his eyes. He says, “Fifty-fifty. She said it was the hottest thing she’s ever seen, but if I or any of her boyfriends tried that, she’d clean our clocks.”

I snort with laughter. From my brief interactions with Lorna, I can easily imagine her taking strong action. She’s a firebrand, for sure.

“Lorna said she’s actually kind of in awe of your wife.”

Now it’s my turn to be surprised. He nods and continues. “Yeah. She said it took her a long time to really relax into the lifestyle. Colby has taken to it like a duck to water. What did Lorna say? She said your wife was born for this.”

Sparks explode in my gut. I can’t hide a smirk of pride from spreading over my face. In all the years of our marriage, neither of us ever knew the simple truth about Colby. Now we do and there’s no going back. My innocent hotwife is a perfect block cock slut.

“Did you hear about what happened after the show?”

He pauses with a mouthful of beer, frowning. He shakes his head. I continue.

“Darius fucked Colby backstage. He left a microphone on so the whole building could hear. And then he made Colby walk with him through the crowd to their car.”

Greg’s jaw drops. He blinks like a stunned mule. I concentrate on my beer, opting not to tell him the more unpleasant details of that night - how Darius almost lost control of the crowd; how quickly they whipped themselves into a frenzy of excitement; how dangerous the mood suddenly turned before Darius and Colby got out of there. Greg lets out a long, low sigh.

“Jesus, Stu. I gotta hand it to you, partner. Sometimes you experience things that I couldn’t even imagine doing with my wife. Don’t get me wrong, we’ve done some wild stuff together, but it’s barely a fraction compared to the adventures your wife is having. Wow.”

He raises his glass to me. I toast him.

“Honestly, if you had told me six months ago that my beautiful wife would do all this stuff, I would have laughed.” I shake my head in disbelief. “Sometimes it’s hard to understand how we got here, do you know what I mean?”

Greg nods with sage-like wisdom. “Completely. There are times I can’t believe how we used to live. Now, we have those wonderful, passionate moments of reconnection. It’s like every time is our first time, all over again. It’s like a drug.”

We fall silent for a moment, each deep in thought, nursing our beers. Finally, I say, “Speaking of Lorna, where is your wife tonight?”

He offers me the smirk of a cheeky schoolboy called into the principal’s office. “She’s, uh, a little busy tonight. Seeing her co-worker.”

“The one who doesn’t know you’re a willing cuckold?”

“The very same. She’s invited him back to our place tonight.” His smirk widens. “So the longer we stay out, the more I’m going to love it later…”

It’s late. My phone bleats a plaintive whine in the darkness. I stumble out of a restless sleep and snatch my phone up from beside the bed and answer it, my voice groggy.

“‘Ullo?”

“Hey, babe.” Colby’s voice is filled with its usual sweetness and light. She pauses for a moment, then adds, “Oh, God! Did I wake you?”

I glance at the illuminated numbers on my watch. It’s the early hours of tomorrow. “No, I’m awake.” I sit up and mask a yawn. My head is foggy from drinking a few beers earlier with Greg. “Glad to hear your voice.”

“I’m really sorry, I forgot what time it is back home. I’m in LA. Can you believe it?”

“For real?” My heart swells with pride. My actress wife is finally where she always wanted to be. “Wow, babe, that’s awesome. How is it?”

“Kinda surreal. I haven’t seen much of the city yet. I’m going to get a picture of the Hollywood sign as soon as I can, though.”

“What have you been doing? The show isn’t until the weekend, right?”

“Yeah. We’ve been, uh, in a meeting today.”

Somehow I can’t imagine Big D sitting around a conference table in hushed negotiations. The way Colby said those words makes me pause for a moment. I wait for her to continue. Finally, she does.

“Darius brought me out here to meet a guy. Have you heard of Simon Davis?”

I rack my brain for a few silent seconds, trying to match that name to anyone in my memory. Is it a musician? A rapper? A record producer? It doesn’t ring any bells. I admit defeat. “No, who’s that?”

“He’s…” She hesitates for longer than I’ve ever heard before on any of these intimate late-night phone calls. “He makes porn out here.”

“What?” I’m wide awake now. Wide awake and sitting bolt upright, the phone crushed against my ear. “Babe, what are you-”

“It’s okay.” She cuts me off. “Nothing is happening. Nothing happened. It’s okay, I promise. This porn guy, Simon, flew us out here. I think Darius agreed just so we could use the private jet. It was an excuse, that’s all.”

“Oh, thank fuck.” I can’t hide the relief that almost bursts out from me. “I thought for a second…”

“Yeah.” She lets out a small laugh of relief. “This guy tried. He made some offers.”

“Like what?”

“He basically makes about ninety percent of all the interracial porn floating around on those high-end websites. He gave some figures, I can’t remember them now, but they shoot multiple projects every single day and upload new content to all his subsidiaries a few times each week. He’s got enough stuff in the backlog to last into next year.”

“Woah. That’s… impressive, I guess.”

“And he wanted me to work for him. Just a one-time offer. He wanted me to do one movie for him - well, more of a scene, really…”

“You said no?” My heart starts the beat faster.

“Yes.” She says the word quickly, once again cutting me off before I can start to get ahead of myself. “Don’t worry, I’m not doing it. He just made an offer, that’s all.”

I can’t help myself. I have to ask. “What kind of an offer?”

“He wanted me to shoot a gangbang with about eight black guys. Plus Darius, if he wanted.”

“Fuck… I hope he offered you a huge check for that.”

“He did, I can’t lie. It was almost tempting. It would have worked out to about a hundred grand for each cock.”

I whistle at such an eye-watering number. She keeps talking.

“But I’m not interested in doing porn. I still want to be an actress. I mean, if anybody will still hire the girl who flashed her tits at the biggest rap concert of the year…”

“Of course they will, babe! You’re incredible.”

“Thanks. Simon pushed pretty hard. And there were a few times when I thought Darius was considering it, even though he told me he wasn’t. Could you imagine making that much money just for one appearance? It’s unbelievable.”

“I’m glad you said no.” My eyes are finally beginning  to adjust to the dark. “What made you refuse?”

“A whole mix of things. The money was seriously tempting and it’s not like I’ve never fucked a group of black guys before, right?” She makes another small laugh. “But… if I did that, if I made porn, it just wouldn’t be right. I know it doesn’t make any sense, especially after these last few months, but if I went through with it, I wouldn’t be doing it for you.”

“Me?”

“Yeah. I’m here, doing this, doing all these things, for you. Because you encouraged me. If I starred in some sleazy porn movie, I’d just be doing it for the money and it wouldn’t be any fun. It sounds so stupid to say after everything I’ve done on this tour, but I’m not a whore. I’m your whore.”

My bottom lip trembles. It takes me a moment to reply. “I love you so much.”

“And I love you, too. I think Simon was pretty upset that I refused. Darius made some deal or other to sweeten things up. Pretty sure his next music video will be shot in Simon’s studio.”

“Wow, a real porn studio? What was it like?”

She thinks for a moment, clicking her tongue. “Not as gross or grimy as I imagined, to be honest. There were all these individual studios that were dressed to look like specific locations, such as bedrooms, living rooms, a gym, things like that. And the actors would arrive and get made up, then go into the studio to be briefed by a director.”

I start laughing at the idea. “Did any of them ask what their motivation was?”

She laughs at my silly joke, adopting a thick New York accent, “Your motivation is this fine piece’a ass, capice?”

We both stop talking for a moment, racked with laughter. It feels so good to joke with her like this. For months now, our relationship has been entirely over the phone. I miss moments like this. The small moments. The simple things.

“So…” I get myself back under control. “They pretty much meet, take their cues, and start fucking?”

“Uh, yeah. Some of them knew each other from other movies, but mostly it was, Hi, nice to meet you, let me suck your dick. Simon took us both on a tour. I think it was part of his plan to impress me. He let us watch a shoot.”

“Woah. How was it?”

“It was… fun.” She lets out a naughty giggle. “Do you know Vanessa Venus?”

I feign ignorance and hem and haw.

“She’s a pornstar, supposed to be a big deal. I’ve never heard of her before, but she’s quite nice. Blonde hair, big tits - natural, actually, which surprised me. I thought they were all plastic out here.”

“What was the shoot?”

“Oh, you know, it doesn’t matter. It was just porn. I think she was a basketball coach and she fucked the entire squad. It took a lot longer to film than I thought it would. She was getting fucked for hours.”

“Wow. She’s an amateur compared to you.”

Colby laughs again. That sound lifts my spirits. “Thanks, babe. I have to say, it was actually pretty hot watching it. She was good. Everyone had a great time. Especially Darius. I’ve never seen him look so excited. Afterward, I talked to Vanessa and she told me she works three days a week and takes home six figures every month!”

“Holy shit, that’s crazy.”

“Yeah. Again, I think Simon wanted Vanessa to tempt me to agree to the shoot, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.”

“You’re my whore.”

“Exactly.”

A moment of comfortable silence passes between us. She’s in a city on the other side of the country, and yet I can almost smell the scent of her hair. My heart aches.

“I miss you so much, Colby. I really do.”

“I miss you too. Darius says he’s going to call you tomorrow about this weekend’s show at the Hollywood Bowl.”

“Cool. What, uh… what are you guys doing tonight?”

“Oh, you know…” Her tone shifts toward teasing. “Getting used to our hotel room. Darius invited his new friend to come over and join us.”

“His new friend?” I pause, thinking. “Wait, that Simon guy is there with you?”

“Nope!” A giddy giggle. “Vanessa…”

~ Colby ~

“She’s here,” Darius calls out from the living room. We’ve got a really nice suite at the Burbank Hotel and he’s been watching TV while we waited for Vanessa to arrive.

“I have to go, baby,” I tell Stewart and he sighs, but I can tell he wishes I would stay on the line. I didn’t Facetime him so I wouldn’t be tempted to let him watch what is about to happen. Even though Vanessa is a porn star, I feel it would have been presumptuous to assume she’d be okay with letting my husband watch the three of us have sex. “Talk to you tomorrow, okay?” I kiss him through the phone and barely let him respond before I end the call. I’m excited to see what it’s like to be with someone in the business.

I walk into the living room and Vanessa is already sitting on the sofa while Darius mixes a drink for her at the minibar. She brightens when she sees me which I find flattering as all get out. I feel like if I’m not careful I’m going to go full fangirl on her.

“Was that a normal day for you at the studio?” Darius asks as he hands her a drink. She sips it before she answers.

“About average,” she says with a look my way. I’m impressed – she had sex with four guys for almost three hours by the time we left.

“How often did you say you work?” Darius asks as if he read my mind.

“For Simon? Maybe twice a week,” she says. She’s wearing a plain blue dress that covers most of her voluptuous body but she’s wearing three-inch stilettos as well. She’s made up as if she’s ready to hit the clubs after she’s done with us.

“So you’re not exclusive with him?” Darius asks as he sits next to her on the sofa. I look at him as he didn’t even ask if I want something to drink but he’s only got eyes for Vanessa. I’m trying not to take it personally, but it’s not easy.

“I’m exclusive with his studio for any porn that I record. That’s a given when it comes to Simon – he doesn’t play well with others.” She smiles knowingly at me but she’s talking mostly to Darius. “I do some work for a girl that runs her own OnlyFans operation. She used to work for Simon before she went out on her own.” She looks at me. “You might know her, Colby. Brianna Story?”

I blink. “I’ve heard the name,” I admit without divulging any other information. I did a little research after Darius told me about Simon and discovered that Brianna Story was his first big star when he opened his own production company five or six years ago.

Darius surprises me with a belly laugh. “I know that name. She’s the bitch that Simon knocked up, like three times, right?” He turns to me. “She’s a hotwife like you, Colby. Her cuck didn’t say fuck-all while she was banging Simon on camera and popping out babies with him.” He laughs again and slaps his thigh at the thought.

“You’re married, Colby?” Vanessa asks. “Where’s your husband?”

“He’s in New York but he’s flying in for our show this weekend.”

“So he stays home while you’re on tour?” she asks with a sly smile. “Impressive.”

I’m sure I’m blushing – even though this has been my life for months, I still have trouble accepting it when someone spells it out so directly. Vanessa picks up on how uncomfortable she’s made me.

“Oh, I’m sorry, hun,” she says with a sudden change of her demeanor. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

“She’s fine,” Darius says with another laugh as he looks my way. “Right babe?”

“I am,” I say as forcefully as I can manage. Which isn’t very.

“Well,” Vanessa says. “Simon sent me here to change your mind about working for him, but that’s not going to happen, is it?”

“No, it’s not,” I tell her, glad to change the subject.

“But we can still have some fun together, right?” She stands up from the sofa and walks to where I’m sitting to offer me her hand. “You’re so sweet and innocent, Colby. I’ve been dying to kiss you since we met.” She pulls me up and embraces me but doesn’t dive right in for a kiss. “You’re so beautiful. I can see why Simon wants you so badly.” She reaches up and tucks a stray strand of my hair behind my ear. She’s pressing her enormous breasts against mine as she leans in to kiss my lips gently, then with building passion. I’m struck yet again by how different it feels to kiss a woman and it’s different still to kiss a white woman. Her lips are soft and supple but different from Shaquana’s and Allisha’s; not better or worse, just different.

“You’ve been with women before, right?” she whispers.

“I have.”

“Yeah, I can tell. You’d be a natural on set,” she says almost to herself. “But if this is all I get, I’ll gladly take it.” She kisses me again as she reaches down between my legs and touches my pussy, then she pulls away. “Come on, let’s get out of these clothes and have some fun.” She backs away from me and peels off her dress. She’s wearing nothing under it.

“You two gonna ignore me all night?” Darius says as he takes Vanessa into his arms. He’s already naked and his cock is hard when Vanessa grabs it. She looks up at him and smiles, inviting him to kiss her. He does so, deeply. I’m still getting used to seeing him with another woman. For some reason, I’m more insecure about Venessa than the teenagers we fucked at his mansion. Maybe because I know she’s a lot more experienced than I am even after all I’ve done the past few months. I can’t help but wonder if she’ll steal him away from me, which is absurd but I can’t stop thinking about it.

When I’m naked, I insinuate myself into the mix and Vanessa welcomes me with her arm around my shoulders. She kisses me again and I can taste Darius on her lips. Her lipstick is already almost gone. She kisses me for a few seconds then goes back to Darius. I watch them from inches away and try to appreciate how good they look together, Vanessa’s white skin against Darius’s blackness. I can see what Stewart enjoys about the contrast – Darius looks so masculine and Vanessa so feminine, it astounds me.

“Come on,” Darius says when they break from kissing. “Let’s go into the bedroom.” He leads us by our hands into the other room and we climb onto the bed, Darius between us like he expects us to just focus all of our attention on him. But Vanessa has other ideas. She pushes him onto his back to one side of the huge bed and smiles as she pats his cheek.

“You just watch for a bit, big boy,” she whispers. “I want to get to know your girl.”  She reaches for me and pulls me toward her then she eases me onto my back and slides her free hand down my breasts and belly until she reaches my clit all the while kissing my mouth gently, sensually. More so than with Shaquana and Allisha, she begins to make love to me. She ducks her head to take my nipples into her mouth, one after the other and I just lean back and close my eyes as I luxuriate in her expert manipulation of my body. She takes her time with me as if Darius doesn’t exist and I like the fact that he’s being ignored for once. I wonder how long he’s going to put up with it.

I expect Vanessa to sixty-nine me but she doesn’t. She slides down and positions herself between my thighs to lick me. As soon as she does, Darius rolls towards me and pinches my nipple as he leans in to kiss me. The contrast between Vanessa’s delicate touch and lips compared to Darius’s urgency and roughness amazes me, but I love the double attention I get all over my body. Vanessa is going all out to bring me to orgasm and Darius is just lavishing my lips and breasts with his tongue and fingers and I suddenly gasp as they push me over the cliff of ecstasy and I squirm and spasm. They hold me until I can’t take anymore and I struggle to push them away. They hold me and lick me and kiss me and oh god, it’s too much and I love it and it never stops but I can’t take it anymore, I can’t, I can’t, I can’t…

It’s just the beginning.

The next morning, I wake to find myself wedged between Darius and Vanessa, both of them still sleeping, their arms draped across my body as if they’re afraid I’ll slip away as they sleep. I open my eyes to see the sunlight filtering between the curtains.

“Morning, girlfriend,” Vanessa says softly after a few minutes. “Sleep well?”

“That was incredible,” I whisper. I want to talk to her before Darius wakes up and when I tell her so, she nods and smiles.

“What’s it really like, doing what you do?” I ask and her smile disappears.

“It’s okay,” she says but I grab her hand.

“Tell me the truth, please.”

She glances at Darius but he’s still sleep-breathing, a sound I know all too well. “You stick to your guns, girlfriend. If you don’t want to do it, don’t.”

“Is it that bad?”

“Some days are okay but it’s a life you never get to stop living. Once you cross that bridge, there’s no going back, Colby. So if you don’t want to make a career of it, don’t do it, not even once.”

“Have you seen my concert video?” I ask and she shakes her head.

“I’ve heard about it but I haven’t seen it. You’re just topless, right?” I nod. “Lots of Hollywood actresses have done that. But once the internet gets video of you with a dick in your mouth, well, you get what I’m saying, right?”

I nod again. “Thanks for being honest with me, Vanessa.”

She smiles and kisses me lightly. “You’re a sweet kid, Colby. Stay that way, okay?” She slips out of bed and dresses quickly. “But you didn’t hear any of that from me, understand?”

“I understand, Vanessa. And thanks again.”

She’s out the door almost before I can blink.
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~ Stu ~

Colby doesn’t keep me waiting for hours before calling to spill the beans about her night. Granted, I do have to wait until she’s awake, which - thanks to the distance between New York and Los Angeles - takes a little while, but at least I expect it. I’m on my fourth cup of coffee when the phone lights up with an incoming FaceTime call.

“Hey babe!” Either the coffee or my own excitement gets the better of me. I’m almost buzzing.

“Hey, Stu.” Colby smiles into the phone, looking understandably tired but also with that soft post-orgasm glow. She has that look every single time I see her face. To my surprise, she’s not naked; a loose white t-shirt covers her body. “How are you today?”

“Pretty good, thanks. The sun is shining today. How is it where you are?”

“See for yourself.”

Colby turns the camera. I see a stunning, fully-furnished room. I know that it’s a hotel room, but it has the look and feel of a luxury modern apartment building. It’s a beautiful space. Most of the blinds are still down - it must still be pretty early over there. Colby walks over to a huge panoramic window in the corner of the room and opens the blind. My jaw drops. She looks out over a sprawling urban landscape. This, I assume, is Los Angeles, the ultimate goal of every aspiring actor in the world. It’s a huge metropolis occupying the entire landscape in every direction. Tall steely spires spring up toward the sky in random clumps, separated by huge raised highways and wider, shorter buildings that look like warehouses. Maybe those are the film studios. I can’t see the Hollywood sign from this angle, or the raised green hills that gaze down upon this vast cityscape.

“You see that?” Her hand enters the frame now, pointing to the distance. “Somewhere over there is the Hollywood Bowl. That’s going to be the last show of the tour. Probably our biggest concert ever.”

“How are you feeling about it?”

“Excited. Nervous. And a little…”

“A little what?”

“I don’t know. Worried, maybe?” She flips the camera back to face herself. “Once all this is over - then what? I come home and we carry on like normal? I don’t know if anything could ever be normal again, not after everything I’ve done.”

“Colby, c’mon. Yeah, I think we’ll have some stuff to work through, but we’ll do it together.”

Despite my attempt at reassuring her, she still seems apprehensive. I keep trying.

“Be serious, do you really think that I’m going to - what - get mad at you after all this? Do you really think I’d leave or something like that?”

“I would.” Her voice is soft, almost timid. “If the roles were reversed, I would.”

“Then it’s a good thing the roles aren’t reversed. I project an air of confidence; for once, I feel it surging through me. “I’ve missed you so goddamn bad these last few months, Colby, you have no idea. I want you to be back in my arms again. I’m counting down the hours until your tour is over and I can be with you again.”

“You’re gonna make me cry.” She wipes one glistening eye with her hand.

“Oh, believe me, babe. I’m gonna do a lot more than that. Once you’re home, we’re not leaving the bed for a month.”

She laughs. “You talk a big game, hope you can back it up.”

“We’ll find out, won’t we?”

She laughs again. Her face brightens. It seems that the cloud has passed. She shakes her head and says, “I have no goddamned idea how I got so lucky to have you.”

“I’m a one-in-a-million guy.”

“More than that. Most guys wouldn’t survive their wife being gone for this long, let alone all the other stuff.”

“The… the other stuff?” I feign confusion for a moment, tapping my chin. “Oh, you mean, letting you fuck other guys?” She giggles and blushes. “Or do you mean watching fuck three other guys at the same time? Or watching you fuck other girls?”

“All of the above.” Colby’s smile is brighter than the morning sun peeking over LA behind her shoulder. “God, did you ever think that we would… It’s crazy, right?”

“Crazy, yeah. And right. I can’t explain it, but it feels like something inside me has changed. I can’t get enough of it.”

“Thank God, because I can’t either.”

We laugh together, looking at each other on the phone’s tiny screen, separated by a thousand miles. After a moment, I say, “Honestly, I kind of have the same worries. I can’t believe you want to come back to me after everything.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“No, really. I just… after all the stuff you’ve done, how could I possibly compete with that?”

“Because, babe, you’re you. That’s the difference. I can’t lie, this has been one hell of an experience. Sometimes I think I’m dreaming. But as much fun as it is to have so much wild sex, it’s totally different to making love with you.”

“Really?” Now it’s my turn to feel a wave of emotion. “Are you just saying that?”

“No.” Colby gives a definitive shake of her beautiful head. “I promise, I am not. I won’t lie, getting triple-teamed by three huge black cocks is amazing, but being with you is completely different, in a good way. These guys. They satisfy my body. You satisfy my heart.”

“God, I love you so much, Colby.”

“And I love-”

“Where the fuck is Vanessa?”

The sound of Big D’s voice cuts through our intimate moment. Colby keeps the camera aimed at her, but looks away, to someone else - presumably the man himself - who I can’t see.

“Morning Darius. Vanessa left a little while ago. She said thanks for a great night.”

“Damn, only the night? I was hoping to get a repeat session this morning. Hey, who you talking to?”

Big D marches into the frame, naked as always, his dark skin appearing midnight-black with the sun behind him. He sees me and sneers his customary greeting.

“Good morning, Mister Dee.”

“Sup, cuck. We forgot to get the cameras out last night. My hands were kinda busy with two white honeys, you know what I mean?”

“Yes.”

“The fuck you do.” He laughs. “As if you ever had one white bitch working your cock while the other licked your ass.”

I blink and glance away, wondering which of the women did what to him.

“Actually,” he says, “I’m glad you’re on the phone. I need to talk to you. Plans for the show, you know?”

“Oh? Thank you.”

“But first…” Big D takes the phone from my wife. “Go open up the blinds, Colby. Get some light in here.”

She obeys and walks out of my view. After a moment, light floods the room. Big D looks around and nods to himself. He keeps the camera pointing at himself and talks to Colby, who remains out of shot.

“That’s much better, ain’t it? Now we can see better. Do me another favor, Colby. Stand right there. Yeah, like that. Now gimme your shirt.”

Colby says something that I don’t hear. Whatever she says, Big D’s smile only grows wider. He says, “Yeah, I know. Give ‘em a show, huh?”

He smirks into the camera. That look always makes my stomach twist. It can only mean that he’s doing something depraved or humiliating or both. And I know Colby. She’ll do it, just to prove that she can.

One second later, she throws her shirt at Big D, hitting him in the face. He laughs and drops it on the floor. He turns the camera around to show me what he’s looking at. My eyes almost pop out of my head.

Colby is standing in front of one of those massive panoramic windows that look out across Los Angeles. She is completely naked. She is facing the glass, hands at her sides. Anybody who looks up at the hotel right now will be able to see her. Anybody at all. How many people can see her at this exact moment?

“Is that enough?” She looks back at Big D with a mixture of irritation and amusement. She might not have wanted to do this, but she sure doesn’t regret it.

“Sure, get your fine ass over here.”

Colby walks back into my view. Her cheeks are flushed and her eyes twinkle.

“You can be a real asshole, Darius. You know that?”

“Yeah, I do. Now get on your knees and apologize to me.”

“For what?”

“Calling me an asshole.”

She gives him a mock pout of frustration and sinks to her knees, disappearing from my view once again. Normally, Big D would start filming the action at this point. But not today. Instead, he keeps the camera aimed at his face, denying me the wonderful agony of watching my wife suck his huge cock. He sees my frustration and smirks that damned smirk again.

“Relax, white boy. I gotta talk to you. I’m flying your ass out to see the end of the tour at the Bowl, right?”

“Y-yes…” My thoughts are fixed on what is happening out of my sight right now. Colby’s pink lips parting. Her soft tongue flicking. His black cock gliding. Her mouth filling. Fuck. I need to see it.

“Damn straight. Consider it my gift to you for borrowing your fine-ass wife for the tour.” He pauses for a moment. His face fills with lust. Whatever she’s doing to him must feel really fucking good. “So this is what’s gonna happen. I got a guy picking you up from your place tomorrow at midday, New York time. You’ll be at LaGuardia in time to catch the flight. Another guy is gonna meet you in arrivals and bring you to the show. You’ll have a good view.”

He pauses his monologue for a moment a lets out a deep, passionate moan.

“Fuck, your wife knows how to suck my cock. That’s a good whore, Colby. Use that married mouth. Suck my balls. Yeah, like that. Get ‘em good and wet. Now throat my cock.”

I hear the faint but distinct - and intimately familiar - sound of my wife gagging. I can vividly imagine her taking his huge black cock to the back of her throat until it almost chokes her.

“What was I saying, cuck?”

“That…” My throat is dry. “That I’ll have a good view.”

“Yeah, you will. And then you’re gonna come with us to the afterparty. It’s the last one of the tour, you know what that means, cuck?”

“No, Mister Dee.”

“That means it’s gonna be the best party of them all.” His smirk turns into a dangerous leer. “You ain’t gonna forget it. I guarantee.”

“Thank you.”

He laughs. “Don’t thank me yet! Just - fuck, goddamn, girl! You really want my cum, don’t you?”

For a moment, he says nothing. He gazes down at her, out of sight, and breathes hard. The silence is too much for me.

“What’s she doing? Is it good?”

Big D chuckles at my eagerness. He says, “You really wanna see?”

“God, yes!”

“Ask nice.”

“Please, Mister Dee!” My begging, mewling, desperate plea comes without hesitation. I humble myself before Colby’s bull without a second thought. “Please let me watch her suck your cock!”

He laughs at me. At my pathetic need. At my whole life. His amusement makes my cock stand to full attention. After a moment, he says, “Naw. Fuck you. See you later.”

The call disconnects. Somewhere, in a glamorous Los Angeles hotel, my wife is on her knees, sucking her bull’s black cock in front of a window where anyone can see her.

And, tomorrow night, I will finally get to watch for myself.

~ Colby ~

I spend the rest of the day looking forward to seeing Stewart at our last concert. I can’t believe I haven’t been in his arms or kissed him in months. I vow to myself to never again let him out of my sight for so long. It’s all I can think about even as we do sound checks and rehearse on the stage at the famed Hollywood Bowl.

Which is freaking amazing! The venue is outdoors, of course, our first outdoor event since the tour began. The weather is supposed to be perfect, something that the locals take for granted but I’m nervous about because the weather is rarely perfect on the East Coast for very long. But every time I ask someone they smile at me like I’m a rube from the sticks. Or, as they like to call it, flyover country.

But my biggest worry is Darius. After what happened during the livestream I feel like I can’t trust him anymore, and the way he pushed me at Simon the porn mogul makes me wonder if everything has changed between us. I corner him in a rare quiet moment as we’re getting ready for the concert in the late afternoon.

“Promise me you won’t expose my tits again, Darius,” I plead as we’re getting dressed. He’s already in his pre-concert mode, mostly focused on his music and his routine but I grab his hand to make him pay attention to me.

“What?” he asks when I’m staring at him. “What the fuck, Colby?” he says, angrily.

“I don’t want a repeat of the livestream, Darius,” I beg. “Promise me you won’t embarrass me in front of…” I stop because I can see the change in his expression.

“In front of who, Colby?” he asks with a wicked smile. “You really think your cuck wasn’t watching the last time?” He laughs and I pout but it’s having no impact on him. Not that I expected it would.

“I’m serious about this, Darius,” I insist. “I don’t know why it’s different but it is.”

“Because he’ll be here in person?” He laughs again, almost too loudly, as if he’s rubbing my nose in it. “That’s so fucked up, girl.”

“Just don’t embarrass me, Darius. Please?”

“Or what? What’s in it for me, bitch?” he sneers, suddenly looking predatory.

I stare at him, wondering if I really want to offer the only thing I feel like I have to trade. “If you don’t embarrass me, I’ll do the scene with Simon,” I whisper.

He looks surprised. “Seriously? I thought you were dead set against doing that.”

I look at him as earnestly as I can. “That’s how important this is to me, Darius. That’s how much it means to me that you don’t embarrass me tonight.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he says without any real commitment. “Now, let’s get going, Don’t want to be late to our last show.”

The Hollywood Bowl is even more overwhelming at night, and when it’s full of almost 18,000 screaming fans, it’s beyond amazing. For the first time on our tour, we even have a warm up act preceding us and they are great. They’ve got the crowd in a near frenzy when it’s finally our turn to take the stage.

I watch from the wings of the famous bowl as Darius and the dancers launch into their first number and the crowd goes wild. I’m looking at the front row where Darius said he had a seat reserved for Stewart but I can’t find him. His flight was delayed so he might still be in transit from LAX but I don’t want him to miss my number. The thing is, I can’t ask anyone at this point. The first number is over and it’s almost time for me to make my entrance as the music winds down.

Just as the first number ends, I see Stewart making his way to his seat! I’m dying to wave to him but I can’t show myself so I just take pleasure in the fact that he’s finally going to see me perform so many months into the tour. I hear the familiar beat of our song and thousands of fans hear it too and they go absolutely wild as Darius launches into the lyrics that have made us famous. I wait for my cue and then enter the stage. The scene is pandemonium and I can’t believe how loud and out of control everything seems.

I lock eyes with Darius and he waves me over. I move as sensually as I know how, a skill I’ve had a lot of time to perfect over countless shows in countless towns and cities, but this is the biggest show ever. I’m blown away by it all until I get to where Darius is waiting for me. I’m watching him for any sign that he’s going to do what I asked of him but he’s rapping and dancing and motioning for me to turn and ease my ass into his crotch like we’ve done in every show. He wraps his arm around my waist and pulls me to him. I look over my shoulder at him and smile and grind and shimmy and shake but all I can think about is whether he’ll leave my top alone and not expose me the way he did in Dallas on the livestream. I look for Stewart in the audience but I can’t find him. I feel as if my head is going to explode.

Darius didn’t embarrass me at the concert.

He tugged on the knot of my bikini top but didn’t undo it. He just teased me but he left it tied. I was thrilled but I wondered if he’d hold me to the deal I made with him. Now that the concert is over and the tour is as well, I’m absolutely certain I don’t want to make that porn video. I tell him so backstage when the concert is over.

“Fuck, girl,” he growls at me, sending my already racing heartbeat into the stratosphere. “I ain’t gonna make you do that shit.”

I throw my arms around his neck and kiss him hard on the mouth. He wraps his arms around me and pulls me close. He’s mauling my nearly-naked ass as we make out like long-lost lovers when I hear a familiar voice behind me. I break from kissing Darius and turn to see my husband in the flesh for the first time in months. I guess it’s only fitting that the first time he sees me, I’m in the arms of my bull.

“Hey, Colby,” he says in a small voice that almost breaks my heart. “Great show.” He looks at Darius as I climb down from his embrace. I reach for Stewart and pull him to me for a kiss, our first kiss since I left town. It’s sweet and loving but I know he can taste Darius on my lips, not that there’s anything I can do about it.

“Mr. D,” Stewart says with a nod when we break from our kiss. “Great show,” he says without emotion.

“Wassup, cuck? You get here in time to see the whole show?” The scene feels surreal, with the crew in full swing around us breaking down the set and the dancers waiting to congratulate Darius on a successful last show and all. I feel like the three of us are in the eye of a hurricane.

“I did, and thanks again for making it happen,” Stewart says, this time with real emotion.

Darius gives him a wicked grin. “You ain’t seen nothing yet, cuck. We got a real special treat in store for you now that you’re here in person.”

The color drains from Stewart’s face. “What kind of treat?”

“The kind every cuck dreams about but rarely gets to see,” Darius says, raising his voice. “Ain’t that right, boys?”

The crew, which has gathered around us, nod and agree. “You got that right, boss,” one of them says and a few of the others laugh.

“Come on,” Darius says as he grabs my hand and pulls me to the back of the staging area. “We got a special room set up for this.”

“For what?” I ask as he drags me, not so much against my will but I have no idea where we’re going or what’s about to happen.

“We’re gonna have some fun on our last night together,” he says and I realize that the whole crew is following us. “Your wife’s fucked every man here, cuck, the past few weeks and months. Now, she’s gonna fuck ‘em all at once, just for you.”

My stomach drops but my pussy clenches hard.

The room they have arranged to use is hardly more than a storage room that’s been emptied but for a king size mattress lying in the middle of the bare concrete floor. The lighting is harsh – just a single bulb dangling from a wire attached to the ceiling. All eight members of the main crew crowd in after Darius and Stewart and me, then someone closes the door. I look around at all the familiar faces and realize that this is going to be the perfect ending to the tour and the perfect way to show Stewart what I’ve been doing since I left. But I’m not sure he’s ready for it.

“Is this okay with you?” I ask him, ready to call a halt to the whole thing if he’s not on board. But I hope he’s on board.

“Yeah,” he whispers as he looks away. I touch his chin to make him look at me.

“Are you sure?” I ask.

“I’m sure, Colby.”

Everyone is stripping out of their clothes, including Darius. I go to him and wrap my arms around his neck. “Thank you,” I whisper just before I kiss him.

“Only seemed right,” he says when we break. “A good way to end it.” He looks at me like he means it.

“How do y’all want me?” I ask, realizing that a hint of my ancient Southern accent snuck into my question.

“This is a blow-bang, Colby,” Darius says more gently than I would have expected. “Get on your knees.”

“Colby,” Stewart calls out from the fringe of the crowd. He holds up his phone and I understand what he’s asking. I nod and he begins recording.

I get to my knees and the crew crowds around me, just like in some of the porn videos I watched with Stewart a long time ago. Their black cocks are all familiar to me as I’ve slept with all of them over the last few weeks. Their cocks are all fully engorged – they’re obviously excited to be here and it doesn’t take me long to realize that I am, too. My pussy is wet with anticipation but I’m suddenly worried about my back door. I look at Darius for guidance, but he nods and smiles, then holds up a tube of KY. I smile back at him to signal my relief.

“Make room for the cuck to record this, my niggas,” Darius says in a loud, in-charge voice. “And remember what I told y’all,” he adds as I look around at all of the black erections bobbing in front of my face. I grab one with each hand and someone, Marchand, I think, aims another one between my lips so I open my mouth and in it goes. All the way to the back of my throat. I look up and see Marchand’s smiling face staring down at me. I probably fucked him more than any crew member other than Darius so I’m not surprised he elbowed his way to the front of the line.

“You gettin this, cuck?” Darius says to Stewart as I begin to switch back and forth between the cocks that are angling for my attention. I’ve never seen so many at one time, not even close, and although it’s more than a little intimidating, I’m enjoying the attention and my pussy is aching for someone to fuck me. I say as much when I pull one of the cocks out of my mouth.

“Get her down on her back,” someone shouts and others groan their disapproval.

“She ain’t sucked my dick yet,” someone yells but he is shouted down and I’m lowered to the mattress on my back. Hands grab my bikini top which is still covering my nipples but was untied at some point while I was busy. Two other hands tug at my bikini bottoms, untying the knots on each of my hips and sliding the small triangles of cloth from my body. I’m naked except for my shoes but I’m not at all surprised as everyone seems to enjoy fucking me in my come-fuck-me stilettos.

More hands cover my boobs and pinch my nipples, not hard but hard enough to get my attention and other hands finger my pussy and someone even massages my belly. I’m overwhelmed by all of the hands that want to touch me. I’ve still got a cock in each hand and two cocks appear on each side of my face as if insisting that I lick them. So I do.

I feel someone kneel down between my thighs and soon whoever is down there – I can’t see who it is – is rubbing the tip of his erection up and down my slit while I suck two cocks one after the other and give hand jobs to two others. My nipples are being sucked now and that feels so fucking good, way better than the pinching and I would tell someone as much if I could but I can’t say a word because every time one cock pulls out of my mouth another is right there to take its place.

Finally, after way too much teasing, the cock at my pussy enters me and whoever owns it moans with pleasure as he fills my chamber. I moan as well but it’s lost in the murmuring and moaning that surrounds me. The guy in my pussy lifts my legs and hooks his arms underneath my knees to get a better angel as he fucks me but I still can’t tell who it is. It almost makes me laugh that I’m being fucked anonymously but I don’t because, god, fucking, damn it, this feels amazing!

“Get her up on someone’s dick so we can fuck her ass,” I hear Darius order them. Everyone suddenly backs away from me and I’m rolled onto Darnell, one of the crew members I’ve fucked a few times. He holds his cock straight up so I can insert it into my pussy and then he pulls me down to him to kiss me. While his tongue is burrowing into the back of my throat, I feel someone at my anus, fingering me with slick, cold fingers to lube me for another cock to fill me from behind. Soon enough, that’s exactly what happens. I moan into Darnell’s mouth and someone grabs my hair to pull my head up so he can stick his cock into the back of my throat. I’ve only been airtight, as it’s called, a few times but the feeling is so intense that I don’t know how long I can take this incredible onslaught of cocks.

Then someone wraps my hand around another penis and someone else does the same with my other hand. I don’t have to move as they’re doing all the work for me as they fuck my hands with their erections.

“Airtight skiing,” someone says and the group laughs, some of them do at least. Most of their attention is still focused on getting me to pay attention to them, although someone is pinching my nipples again, harder this time but if feels good.

Everything feels so fucking good.

“Okay, switch up, Darnell,” Darius calls out and everyone backs away from me. I’m lifted off of Darnell’s cock and placed by a half-dozen or so hands on someone else’s, Carl is his name, I think but it doesn’t really matter. He feels good and he’s happy to have me, obviously. His cock is throbbing deep inside me.

“Don’t you fucking cum, Carl,” Darius tells him. “Nobody cums inside her but me, or you’re done working for me.” I turn to look at him but another cock is suddenly jammed into mouth and I feel a third one at my ass. I pull away from the one in my mouth to tell the guy behind me to use more lube. He does and I’m soon ‘skiing airtight’ again, which I still don’t really understand.

Two or three more switches later, I’m exhausted and I have yet to cum. The intensity of everything that’s happening to me is too much, too overwhelming for me to climax. When the third or fourth break happens, I tell Darius I can’t go on for much longer.

“Okay, everyone off of her,” he shouts in that voice of his and everyone listens although it takes them a while to fully disengage. Finally, he instructs them to lay me down on my back on the mattress which is soaked and sticky and more than a little disgusting but what can you do?

Darius positions himself between my thighs and pushes his cock into my pussy. I’m sore but his cock is the one I’m most used to at this point so if he’s it, I’ll make it. But I wonder about all the others, what they’re going to do as all of them are in the same boat as me – no orgasms.

“Close your eyes, Colby,” Darius tells me and suddenly I realize what’s about to happen. They’re all going to cum on my face. In no time, I’m surrounded by black cocks again, each one being manipulated by its owner. I can’t help but watch as they jerk themselves off until one of them erupts and cum splashes directly into my eyes. It burns like a motherfucker.

“Told you,” Darius says as he laughs at me and fucks my pussy. “Okay, make it quick so we can get her cuck in before we get thrown out of here.”

I keep my eyes closed as the cum rains down on my face. Darius keeps fucking my pussy and the nastiness of it all suddenly overwhelms me and I orgasm, hard. I’m almost ready to pass out when I feel Darius shoot his load deep inside my vagina as the last load from the crew is deposited on my face, covering me in goo like never before. I don’t dare try to open my eyes. I just pant with exhaustion and wait for someone to hand me a towel.

“Come on, cuck” Darius says after he withdraws from my pussy. “Come fuck your cum-covered wife, just like you always dreamed of.” He laughs and the rest of the crew joins in the laughter although Darius is laughing the hardest. I still can’t open my eyes and someone, maybe a few someones are holding my hands so I can’t wipe my face.

“Colby,” Stewart says from somewhere above me. “You okay?”

“Come on, cuck,” Darius growls. “I flew you out here just for this moment. Don’t fuck it up.”

I feel Stewart – I can only assume it’s him because I’m still blinded by the cum in my eyes – kneel between my thighs and enter my pussy with his dick. I know it’s his because it’s smaller than every other one I’ve had for months although I don’t tell him that. I’ll never tell him that.

I feel him lean forward as he reclaims me although I can tell he’s holding his body mostly over mine so he doesn’t come anywhere near my face and I can’t blame him. I’m dying to kiss him but not like this. I know he’s waiting and that’s fine, I can wait, too.

“Go ahead, cuck” Darius whispers from somewhere close by. “Give your wife a kiss.”

Which Stewart does.


Epilogue

~ Stu ~

I haven’t let her out of my sight in weeks. We’re practically joined at the hip. I’m always holding her hand or cupping her butt. I worry that if I let go for even a second, this will all turn out to be some crazy dream I’m having while she’s still on tour for months.

As promised, we rarely leave the bedroom for the first week of Colby’s homecoming. We spend our time entwined in naked union as I reclaim her for my own as many times as I can, until my body gives out and we rest. When we do leave the bedroom, we grab some food or venture into the bathroom to shower and freshen up - before recommencing our wicked fun under the warm water.

It’s like we’re having sex for the first time all over again. We can’t get enough of each other. I’m constantly amazed at how frequently my exhausted penis rises from slumber, ready for the next round. And if, by some slim chance, it doesn’t happen naturally, all Colby has to do is recount one of her many stories and I’m ready to perform in a few seconds. Who needs a little blue pill when you have a hotwife?

But the best part is listening to her talk while we make frantic and passionate, yet tender, love. I’ve heard her recall the things that happened while she was on tour, but this is different. Not only does Colby tell me every intimate detail of her adventures, she’s also able to vividly recall how it felt. There is nothing - nothing! - in this world as sexually exquisite as making love to your wife while she tells you how it felt to get her pussy stretched by a black cock you both know is far, far larger than your own. That, coupled with the incredible gleam of excitement in her eyes as she talks, never fails to ignite my passion. One moment, we can be enjoying a soft, sensual moment - I’m on top, taking my time, listening to her coos and groans - and the next moment, she looks me in the eyes and says something like, “God, your cock feels so different to his…” and I start hammering away at her pussy without any restraint.

It’s more than just reconnecting after a long absence. It’s more than me reclaiming my unfaithful wife. This is pure passion between two people who love each other dearly. I can’t explain it - even to myself - but knowing all the things Colby has done with Darius, his crew, his groupies, and even a famous porn star, only make me love her all the more. She’s a goddess among ants. I am so, so goddamned lucky to have her in my life. And I am so fortunate that she still wants me after everything.

After a few days of relentless lovemaking, Colby looks me in the eye and says a sentence she has never uttered in the entire length of our relationship.

“Do you want to try my ass?”

Of course I do. I want to experience every single thing she enjoyed with Big D and her wonderful, tight ass is at the top of that list. She massages lube into her tight, intimate hole and gets into position.

My God, it is wonderful. Hotter. Tighter. More erotic than I could have imagined. Colby seems to enjoy it as much as I do and anal sex becomes a frequent part of our regular sex life.

When we aren’t making love, Colby is on the phone to her agent. Bernard never seems to stop calling and leaving voicemails. It seems that demand for Colby has exploded, although we have no idea if that’s due to her appearance on the live streamed concert or because she now has two full sleeve tattoos running down each arm. It’s almost funny; when Colby wears a long-sleeved top, she is the same innocent, shy, beautiful wife as before. When she wears something shorter, or goes fully topless, she’s a tattooed bad girl with a dangerous streak. She was always worried that getting tattoos might restrict her acting roles, but instead it seems that the opposite has happened. Now she can play two types of character with perfect precision.

One of the most surprising things that happens after Colby returns is that she finds a firm friend in Greg’s wife, Lorna. The two of us are pretty nervous at the idea of having a double date - after all, Greg is my friend, a man I only know through being a cuckold, and I’ve met Lorna one single time - but we meet them at the usual sports bar and the two women hit it off almost immediately. In just a few minutes, they’re both chatting away like old friends, casually discussing intimate details of their additional lovers and swapping stories of their wild experiences. Despite the fact that Lorna and Greg have been in the lifestyle for several years already, they’re both in awe of Colby and the things she did with Big D. I couldn’t be prouder of her. By the end of that first evening, the four of us are bonded for life by a unique knowledge and a shared experience.

Yes, our lives are totally different to how they were just a few short months ago. They have changed for the better. Our sex life was good before, if a little unimaginative. Now, we’re constantly pulling each other into bed or on the couch or finding some new way to tease and tantalize. Colby frequently sucks my cock while I’m working on my laptop. Likewise, I bend her over the kitchen counter and lap her delicious pussy when she’s discussing future job prospects with her agent. We live our life with sexual happiness at the forefront of everything we do. It is perfect.

A few months ago, I was your average, everyday husband. I supported my wife and encouraged her to chase her dreams. I used to stop outside the subway station and gaze up at her billboard with a mix of pride and intense sexual desire. Now I glance up at the giant poster of Big D’s latest album, the album that changed our lives, and feel an absurd sense of gratitude. I can’t explain it. I should hate this man, right? He stole my wife for months and fucked her in ways I could only imagine and shared her with his friends and lived out every single fantasy that a man could have. And yet, I’m totally indebted to him. He turned our lives around. Thanks to him, my wife is working almost every single day in her dream career. We finally have a decent enough income to start considering a bigger apartment. Our sex life has never been so frequent or so much fun. This man almost disrupted our marriage and yet we’ve emerged from the other side with more love and passion than ever before.

I will never be able to forget what happened over the course of that tour. Not just because I have tens of hours of videos and thousands of pictures, but because the memories constantly resurface every time I look at my wife. I see her in any number of sexual positions, taking multiple black cocks in all her greedy holes. She knows when my mind drifts to these places; she can see it on my face. She’ll smile and giggle and wink at me.

But maybe the most powerful lasting memory is that cum-soaked kiss following the gangbang. I can still hear Big D in my head, telling me to kiss Colby. I can still hear the laughter of his friends. I can still taste them on my lips whenever I kiss Colby. Every time her lips touch mine, I return to that incredible moment; the exact pinnacle of my cuckold existence. Kissing her cum-spattered while I furiously pumped her gaping, yearning pussy, knowing that she could barely feel me, was the single most wonderful and humiliating and degrading and perfect moment of my life.

And every time I look at her smiling face or see her appearing in a TV show or hear her voice on the radio, I’m instantly transported back to that moment. When we make love and I’m on top, I can imagine her face once again glazed with the cum of several black men. I kiss her hungrily, imagining that I can taste them on her lips and tongue. It’s indescribably erotic to me now.

We go about our normal, everyday lives - working, loving, laughing - and I feel a deep yearning in my heart. This experience was beyond anything I could have imagined. Maybe one day we can do something like it again.

~ Colby ~

After so many months on the road if feels so good to be home with no place to go, no demands on my time, and nothing to do but focus on reconnecting with Stewart. I’ve never been so in love with my husband. After everything that happened and after everything that he saw, both on the phone and in person that last night on tour, he’s still in love with me, something I find incredibly generous and amazing. I know I wouldn’t be so forgiving if the shoe was on the other foot.

I have no regrets, either, about turning Darius down for his offer to accompany him on his European tour. I’m almost gratified to hear that although his crowds are large across the Atlantic, they’re not quite a sellout and not nearly as amazing as our last concert together in California. I like to think the fact that I’m not with him has something to do with that but I wish him only the best. He gave me an incredible opportunity and I’ll be forever in his debt.

That said, I got my fill of him and his crew backstage at the Hollywood Bowl. As good as that experience was at the time – and it was great, don’t get me wrong – I’ve come to realize that it was enough. More than enough for me. Looking back on it, I can’t believe it happened and I have no need for it to happen again. It wasn’t too much at the time but it was close, and we’ve got it recorded so if I even need to revisit what happened I can do that from the comfort of my own living room.

I don’t talk about it with Stewart because he seems to feel like it was the perfect experience for us, and for him, maybe it was. But for me, in hindsight, I think that maybe it was too much. It was too degrading, for me and for him. When he kissed me after the whole crew had cum on my face I was shocked, not only that he would do it but that he liked it. How do I know he liked it? Because he came inside me as soon as his lips touched mine. It was like a trigger for him, as if he was telling me that he loved the fact that we’d both been degraded so completely, so thoroughly. I don’t hold it against him – the heart wants what the heart wants and all that. But I don’t want that. I guess I’m glad it happened and I got it out of my system but I never want it to happen again. I just don’t tell Stewart that.

Now, all I want is what I have – a loving, respectful relationship with the man of my dreams. Stewart is so sweet and that’s exactly what I need right now. And it’s all I’ll ever need. He’s all I’ll ever need.

Our new friends, Greg and Lorna, are a real kick and it’s so nice to have people in our lives who understand what happened to us. I talk about how it changed us with Lorna all the time and she’s helped me so much to understand what I went through. I’m not the same as her, that’s for certain. She’s still a hotwife and keeps seeing men other than her husband years after they started in the lifestyle. She doesn’t push me to do the same, which is exactly what I need because if I never have sex with another man besides my husband I’ll be fine with it. At least that’s the way I feel right now. Will I still feel that way in a year or two? I think so but who knows?

I press Lorna about it at lunch. “Did you get to a point where you feel too guilty to go on seeing other men?”

She smiles and shakes her head. “You have to understand, Colby. We’re different from the guys. I’d divorce Greg if he ever cheats on me and he knows it. Luckily, that’s not what he wants to we’re good. But he wants me to be with other men and I’m fine with him wanting that. I know it can be tough when your man doesn’t want you exclusively, but that’s not who they are, Greg and Stu. They want to share us. They need to share us. It’s the way their heads are wired and although we might not understand it, I don’t think it’s ever going to change.”

“But I don’t want to fuck other men anymore, Lorna,” I almost whine at her. “I’ve had enough.”

“And Stu has hours and hours of tapes to watch when he feels the need to, Colby. That’s your gift to him and his peculiar needs.” She smiles warmly. “It’s perfect, you ask me, seeing as you’re done with all that.”

“Do you think it will be enough for him?” I ask, almost afraid to hear her answer.

She pats my hand. “Look at it this way. Most men who fantasize about their wives sleeping with other men never get to experience it. They have to live with the fact that their wives aren’t going to give them what they want. You gave Stu the ultimate gift and then you gave him the gift that keeps on giving – his own private porn collection with one of the sexiest men on the planet fucking his gorgeous wife six ways to Sunday. All capped off by the one of the best gangbang scenes ever recorded. What’s not to love for a guy like Stu?”

I smile and look at my hands. “I guess you’re right,” I whisper and she leans close.

“And if it’s ever not enough, you let me know and we’ll have some fun together with one of my bulls, Colby. I don’t mind sharing.”

I look up and she’s giving me a wicked smile. “Really?” I ask, wondering about the sudden twinge in my belly. Am I not quite done with being a hotwife after all?

“You just say the word, Colby, and I’ll make it happen.”


Click here to leave a review of My Innocent Hotwife (Part 4)
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Please leave a review, or even just a rating! We so appreciate it!

Look for our next series in the fall of 2024!

A Cuckold’s Turmoil (Part 1) Hotwife Passion
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~ Eric ~

When I met my future wife in middle school I thought she was beautiful and I still do.

We’ve never been with anyone else since we began dating a few years later.

Now that we’re married, life is trying at times but still wonderful.

Then a new neighbor moves in across the hall, and something changes.

For me at least.

~ Gina ~

Most people would be thrilled to be in my place.

I have everything a woman could want.

So why do I feel like something is missing?

And why do I feel drawn toward our stunning new neighbor?

I don't intend to do anything, but sometimes destiny has other plans…

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Click here to go to Andrea Martin’s Author Page

Recent releases also available from Lena White
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