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  Big Break

  
  




I stood at the side of a huge stage, all decorated with big blue and white and purple backdrops, bright lights shining through them, bathing the crowd in color. The crowd was one of the biggest I’d seen, and they were all cheering and waiting for my wife to come out. 

My wife, Kara Lipson, is a country music star on the rise. I couldn’t be happier for her, following her dream and seeing it through. All the late-night performances at dive bars and the sweltering hot county fair shows throughout the summer. Kara was on the cusp of making it, and big artists were starting to notice her through social media. We could feel it, she was moments away from hitting it big. 

“Ready for the show?” 

I turned from the crowd and saw my beautiful bride of five years, a perfect smile on her face and just a hint of nervousness behind her big blue eyes. She wore a tan cowboy hat and had her blonde hair in a long braid that hung over her shoulder. Her acoustic guitar was strapped on her back, the leather strap between her breasts, pulling her blue plaid shirt tight. In typical country girl style, she had her shirt mostly unbuttoned and the bottom tied up to show off her abs. With the sexy shirt she wore a tiny pair of denim Daisy Dukes, tiny cutoff jean shorts so short the pockets hung out of the frayed bottoms. And of course she had on her signature brown cowboy boots. One day she dreamed of having her own line. 

“Break a leg,” I said, smiling at my wife. How did I ever land her? 

She leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the lips, as she pulled back, she grinned, then her band played her onstage. She walked out to the crowd’s delight, they screamed her name and she started right into one of her more popular songs. 

It was so great watching Kara strut around the stage, she had a great body that was always fun to look at, but she also commanded attention as she moved around the stage, playing and singing, having fun with her band; a drummer, guitarist, and keyboard player. The crowd was loving it. 

I couldn’t help but think back to our first date, it was a blind date, set up by one of Kara’s friends who worked with me. Unlike Kara, I’ve got a simple office job, working in the research department of a big computer company in Nashville. In those early years, my job helped pay the bills while Kara followed her dream, but once she had that big break and finally skyrocketed up the charts she’d outearn me dozens of times over. It was just a matter of time. 

But that first date with Kara, it was incredible. I knew the second I saw her I wanted her to be my wife, not just my girlfriend, and I got so nervous I was shaking. We met at an outdoor taco place and Kara walked up to my table with the coolest confidence I’d ever seen from a woman, her long blonde hair flowing around her bare shoulders. I still remember what she wore that day, a tight peach-colored tank top, a sexy denim skirt, and of course her brown leather cowboy boots. She loved those things. 

The first date went well, and I set up several more. To my shock and surprise, Kara really liked me, even though I felt like she was way out of my league. I was just a skinny guy who worked in an office, at the time I had a small apartment, an old sedan, and I was starting to lose my hair. Meanwhile, Kara was this vibrant singer with an incredible energy that I was addicted to. 

Kara strutted around the stage, pulling me out of my thoughts to watch as she spun around and shook her ass, a move that got all the attention of all the men in the crowd. It wasn’t trashy, just a quick tease, but it got my attention too. 

She sang a verse about a couple having fun after dark and that reminded me of our first time. God I was so nervous. It was kind of a disaster. 

After a wonderful, but terribly expensive dinner date, Kara finally agreed to come back to my place. At the time we’d been dating about two months. I remember sitting in my bed, propped up against the headboard wearing a white undershirt and my boxer shorts, waiting on Kara as she got ready in the bathroom. When she came out in nothing but a black bra and a skimpy pair of black panties my cock went stiff. I could still remember that moment so clearly. I adjusted my jeans as the memory got me stiff again. 

I was throbbing hard as Kara walked toward the bed. “You ready?” she asked. 

I could barely answer her because my mouth was so dry, it was so embarrassing. 

She giggled, then climbed onto the bed, crawling toward me like a sexy cat, then putting her body on top of mine and kissing me. 

That kiss was so good, so hot, so passionate, and the warm softness of Kara’s body pressed against mine made me throb even harder. 

I remember Kara breaking the kiss, then pulling my shirt up and off my head. She leaned back in and kissed my neck, working her way down my collarbone, down the center of my chest and down my belly. At this point my cock had leaked a quarter-sized stain on my boxer shorts. Kara noticed it, smiling and circling her finger around it. “What’s this?” 

“I’m so hard for you,” I said. 

She grinned. “Is your cock leaking?” 

I nodded. 

“So excited?” 

I nodded again, throbbing uncontrollably. 

“Let’s see how excited,” Kara said. 

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and slowly pulled them down. 

“Oh,” she said, looking at my cock for that very first time. “You are excited for me. All hard and twitching.” 

I nodded again and gripped the sheets. 

“I bet you’d love to feel my hot mouth,” Kara said. 

“I would,” I blurted. 

She giggled again, brushed her hair over her shoulder, then leaned forward. She took my cock in her warm hand and gave it the most perfect squeeze and stroke and she licked her lips and readied herself to suck it. 

“Mmmm,” she moaned softly. 

I shut my eyes. I was throbbing so hard and my balls were so full and tight. My heart was racing and my breathing was quick and shallow. I couldn’t calm down, I couldn’t distract my mind. This was all too much. 

Kara opened her mouth, her hot breath tickling the head of my cock. She closed her soft lips around me, her tongue sliding around the head of my cock. I gasped and groaned. “Kara!” 

She moaned, vibrating my cock. 

“Kara!” I groaned again. 

I moved my hips, twisting to the side, my cock sliding out of her mouth. My balls clenched. My cock pulsed. 

“No!” I gasped. 

I spurted to the side, covering my bedsheets with three big streams of cum. “No, no,” I groaned, closing my eyes tight. 

It felt so good to cum, but the humiliation of cumming so quickly overwhelmed that good feeling. 

I heard Kara sigh. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just—” 

“It’s fine,” Kara said, sitting up and grinning at me. “I guess I should take it as a compliment.” 

“Yeah,” I said, still shaking. “Yeah, it’s because you’re so hot, Kara. You’re the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen.” 

She kissed me on the cheek, sending a tingle through my entire body. “Thank you for saying that, Henry. You’re so sweet.” She got up and started toward the bathroom. 

She looked so good in that lingerie, those black panties were a tiny thong, her ass looked incredible, so firm and tight. I felt so ashamed I couldn’t last more than a minute with her. 

She changed in the bathroom into a t-shirt and came back to bed where we cuddled and fell asleep. It took me a while, but I finally drifted off. 

I wish I could tell you that that was a one-time thing, an isolated incident, but it wasn’t. It happened again and again. And when we actually had sex, Kara’s tight pussy always coaxed my load out in a matter of seconds. She was just so perfect, I couldn’t help it.

I tried not to think about my shortcomings in bed and just watch the show. Kara had everyone singing along and cheering for her. It was great. 

I was enjoying one of Kara’s fast-paced songs when a roadie tapped my arm. I turned and looked at him, a guy with shaggy black hair and a wispy beard. “What’s up?” 

“Look who’s here?” he said, pointing across the stage to a man in the front row with dark slicked-back hair and a mustache, he wore a sport coat, white shirt, and jeans. He looked like a slimy used car salesman to me. 

“Who is that?” I said, raising my voice to be heard over the music. 

“Ken Harrison, one of the biggest producers in the biz. He’s here to check out Kara.” 

I quickly changed my tune about the guy. “Really? That’s great!” 

The roadie nodded, then went back to sorting cables. 

I loved watching Kara, but for the rest of the concert I watched Ken, and I liked what I saw. He smiled for most of the concert, he seemed very interested. This could be it, Kara’s big break. It was happening, it was really happening. 

* * *

When Kara finished her last song, then her encore, she really brought the house down, and after that when roadies were all scurrying around and packing up equipment, Kara came down to the stage and signed autographs and took selfies with fans. She always said she really wanted to connect with her fans. 

She was signing the last of the autographs when Ken approached her. I saw him coming and walked across the stage, both of us making it to Kara at exactly the same moment. 

“Hello, Kara,” Ken said. 

Kara had noticed me coming across the stage, she had smiled and said hello and given me a quick hug, Ken surprised her. 

“Hi,” she said. 

“You don’t know me,” Ken said. “But I’m with Redstone Records. I’m a producer.” 

Kara lit up. “I know you, you produced Buck Dean’s last album, it was so good. And you did Leslie Ann McCoy’s.” 

Ken smiled. “I sure did. And I gotta say, I like what I’m seeing from you. I love your voice, your enthusiasm, your stage presence, and that connection you have with your fans.” 

Just at that moment three guys yelled out “We love you Kara!” from the dwindling crowd. 

Kara turned toward them, waved back, and blew them three kisses. The guys all smiled with dreamy eyes. I couldn’t blame them. 

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Ken said. “That’s not something everybody has. Lots of performers think they’re above the people, too good for them, they get snobby and it shows.” 

Kara nodded along. “I wouldn’t be here without the fans.” 

“Exactly right,” Ken said. “So Kara, have you talked with anyone else regarding your career?” 

“No,” Kara said. 

“Well I think we should do just that,” Ken said. “Would you and your husband like to take a ride with me?” 

Kara looked at me, a hopeful smile on her face. I nodded. 

“Yes,” Kara said. 

“Great,” Ken said. “Follow me.” 

* * *

Ken Harrison wined and dined us, taking us out in a limo to one of the fanciest restaurants Kara and I had ever been to. It was a steakhouse called, Armando’s. It had polished hardwood floors and high ceilings, the booths were made of the softest leather I had ever felt, and the table was a big slab of wood polished smooth. Ken ordered me a steak that was bigger than my head. I could barely finish it. He and Kara both had lobster dripping with butter.

Ken and Kara talked business, and by the time the check came, Ken had told Kara a contract would be coming soon for her to sign and she could start recording her first album for Redstone Records in a matter of weeks. It was like a dream come true.








  
  
  Signing Day

  
  




“I seriously can’t believe it,” Kara said. 

I think she had said that at least a hundred times over the last three days. I couldn’t believe it either. She was going to be a big star. It finally happened. 

We were at home, I was relaxing after a long day at work, and Kara was working on a song, her guitar by the couch, a yellow legal pad and pencil in her hands. 

Kara looked up from her work. “You know when I sign that contract you can quit.” 

I couldn’t help but smile when she said that. Work was a real slog lately, and it was hard getting out of bed in the morning to go to that place. “I’m looking forward to it,” I said. “I can’t believe I’m so lucky.” 

“You’ve supported me through this,” Kara said. “Now it’s my turn.” 

“I love you, Kara,” I said. 

“I—” 

Kara’s phone rang, interrupting her. 

“Hello?” Kara said. “Oh hey!” 

Just by the way Kara said that, I could tell she was talking to a friend. She hadn’t told anyone about the contract just yet, so life was still going on as normal. 

After her conversation, she hung up and got up from the couch. 

“Going somewhere?” 

“Girls’ night,” Kara said. 

“Oh?” 

“Yeah, just some drinks and fun, a few old friends are back in town.” 

“Sounds like a blast,” I said. “But I think I’ll stay in.” 

“I’ll probably pay for it tomorrow,” Kara said. 

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll take care of you.” 

Kara giggled as she went down the hall to get ready for her girls’ night out. 

* * *

The next morning, Kara was paying for it. It was a Saturday, so I was off work. I went into the bedroom around ten in the morning and Kara was still asleep. I walked over and gently rubbed her shoulder. 

“Good morning,” I said. 

“Already?” Kara asked, stretching, then groaning, then rubbing her eyes. 

“Already,” I said. “Want some breakfast?” 

“Would you?” she said. “It was a long night with the girls.” 

“Lots of tequila shots?” I asked. 

“More than I can remember,” Kara said, sitting up and rubbing her temples. “They were extra-wild last night.” 

“Get some rest,” I said. “I’ll go fix breakfast.” 

“Thanks,” Kara said. 

While I was scrambling some eggs, I heard a squeal from the bedroom. I was worried Kara might’ve stumbled and fell, still woozy from last night. I rushed into the room and saw my wife sitting up in bed, a huge smile on her face. 

“What is it?” 

“Ken’s bringing the contract over,” Kara said. She jumped out of bed, full of energy all of a sudden, going through her dresser and pulling out clothes and getting ready. 

“What do I need to do?” I asked. 

“Nothing sweetie,” Kara said. “Oh, well, just breakfast, then maybe straighten up a little while I’m getting ready.” 

“Sure,” I said. 

Kara squealed again as she yanked off her clothes and scurried into the shower. I went back to the kitchen. 

* * *

After a quick breakfast and tidying up, Kara and I sat around on pins and needles waiting for Ken. Finally, we heard that knock on the door. 

Kara jumped up and let him in. Kara had gotten ready in record time. She had her hair up in a ponytail, her makeup looking perfect, and she wore a tight white tank top today with a sexy denim skirt and of course her signature brown leather cowboy boots. A rodeo scene was printed on the front of her tank top and a big pair of turquoise earrings dangled from her ears, a shiny silver bracelet was on her left wrist. 

“Hi, Kara,” Ken said as he walked in holding a briefcase. He kissed Kara on the cheek. Again, he wore a sport coat, jeans, and boots, an open white shirt under the sport coat, no tie. 

He put his briefcase on the kitchen table and clicked it open. “Here we are,” he said, putting a big packet of paper in front of my wife. “Let’s begin.” 

He went through it all with us, and it took quite a while, but by the time Kara signed we both felt confident that we knew what we were getting into. Maybe Ken wasn’t a slimy used car salesman type like I initially thought. 

“All right, Kara,” Ken said as he stood and closed his briefcase. “We’ll put out press releases that you’re part of Redstone Records and start with a marketing campaign then we’ll get you in the recording studio as soon as possible.” 

“I can’t wait, Mr. Harrison,” Kara said. 

“Just call me Ken,” he said smiling. “You two, Henry,” he said, shaking my hand, then walking out the door. 

“We did it,” Kara said, wrapping me up in the tightest hug. “We did it, Henry. Let’s go celebrate.” 

“What do you have in mind?” I asked. 

“Why don’t you follow me to the bedroom and find out.” 

It was a very fun, but quick, celebration. 








  
  
  Disaster

  
  




Three weeks later I had quit my job and Kara was making daily trips to the recording studio. I was sitting on the couch, trying to manage all the new social media accounts that Redstone Records had made for Kara. It was a full-time job. 

Kara came in, gliding through the room and dropping onto the couch next to me, wrapping an arm around my shoulder. 

“How was recording?” I asked. 

“Good,” Kara said. “Very good, actually. We’ve already got one entire song finished up. I just love it Henry. It’s the best thing that ever happened to me.” 

I was thrilled to see Kara so happy. “All that hard work paid off.” 

“What are you working on?” Kara asked. 

“Just keeping up with your social media,” I said. 

“Ooh, let me see,” Kara said, taking the laptop from my lap. 

She started reading comments, then typing out replies and liking posts and doing all the social media things. 

She kept at it for half an hour. I was in the kitchen, making myself a snack, about to ask her what she wanted to eat for dinner when she shouted, “No!”

I rushed into the den. “What is it, Kara?” 

“No! No! No!” she said. “It can’t be! No!” She slammed the laptop shut and ran to the bedroom. 

“Kara?” I called out, following her. 

She was on the bed, face down. 

“Kara, what’s going on?” 

She didn’t even lift her head. “Go watch that video someone posted.” 

I shrugged and went back to the den. I grabbed the laptop, opened it up, and saw a video that looked like it was in a local bar. I tapped the white triangular play button and I heard loud drunk voices. Girls’ voices, and one of them was Kara’s. 

“Damn right!” Kara said. “This is the best fuckin’ bar in town.” 

I grinned as Kara and her drunken friends partied in the video. Did Kara really think this was so bad? She was kinda cute when she was tipsy like this. 

“And why’s it the best bar in town?” A man off camera asked. 

In unison, Kara and her three drunk friends yelled out, “Because there ain’t no ni—” 

I stopped the video. I gulped, a cold chill ran down my spine. 

Kara, goaded by her drunk friends, had been videoed saying a racial slur. Now I realized why she had freaked out, why she was in her room, why she thought her career was over. Because it probably was. 

Fuck. That was so unfair. Kara had just signed that contract, just started. Why did she say that? Those damn drunk friends of hers. Fuck. 

Before I closed the laptop I saw comments popping up, one every second, things like:

Racist bitch! 

Pathetic that Redstone Records would hire someone like this! 

It’s 2023!!!!

Needs to be fired! NOW! 

And it went on and on. I closed the laptop and went to the bedroom. Kara was crying. 

I sat down on the edge of the bed and touched her back. She rolled over and looked up at me, her blue eyes rimmed in red. “I’m so sorry, I ruined my one chance. I can’t believe it.” 

“Maybe there’s some way to fix this.” 

“How?” Kara said. 

I didn’t have an answer. 

“There’s no way,” Kara said. “They’re gonna cancel me.” 

“Maybe—” 

Then Kara’s phone rang. She didn’t even reach for it, but I looked at the screen. “It’s Ken, maybe he knows something.” 

“Probably just calling to officially fire me.” 

I grabbed the phone and answered it on speakerphone, handing it to Kara. 

She shook her head, but I held the phone up and she finally said, “Hello, Ken.” 

“Kara,” he said. “I can tell you’ve seen the problem.” 

“I’m so sorry,” Kara started to cry again.

“Now hold on,” Ken said. “Hold on, Kara.” 

Kara sniffed. “Are you firing me?” 

“No,” Ken said. 

“Really?” 

“Well, there is some work to do, but I think we can salvage this situation.” 

“How?” Kara asked. “You name it Ken, I’ll do anything.” 

“We need to talk this over in person,” Ken said. “Can I come over?” 

“Sure, Ken,” Kara said. “Henry and I will be waiting.” 

* * *

Ken made it over in half an hour, rushing in, wearing his typical sport coat, jeans, boots, and white shirt, but as soon as he came in the sport coat came off. He sat across the couch from us, leaning forward, hands on his knees. 

“Look,” he said. “This is pretty bad, Kara. But I’m on your side, I know what happened.” 

“I was drunk,” Kara said. “I didn’t mean it. My friends—” 

“I understand,” Ken said. “But the world will never understand, right now you’re getting ripped apart by a pack of wild hyenas.” 

Kara sniffled, then started to softly cry again. I hugged her. “But what can we do?” I asked. 

“As far as I can tell, we’ve got one option,” Ken said. 

Kara wiped her eyes and turned toward Ken. “Say it, I’ll do anything to save my career.” 

“First,” Ken said. “You’ve gotta keep quiet. No response to this, no denying it, no arguing with commenters.” 

“Okay,” Kara said. “That sounds easy enough.” 

“Yes,” Ken said. “Then I want you to meet with someone. A man I’ve already talked to, a man that can help fix this right up. We’ve gone over a plan and you call him and he’ll give you instructions.” 

“Okay,” Kara said, getting excited. 

Ken called out his number. Kara typed it into her phone. 

“And,” Ken said. “You go through with this and I’m sure it’ll save your career. But if you don’t, consider your time at Redstone Records to be finished. You’ll be fired.” 

“I’ll do it,” Kara said. “I’ll do anything to save my career.” 

Ken nodded and stood up. He started out. 

“When should we call him?” Kara asked. “What’s his name?” 

“He’ll be expecting your call,” Ken said. “The sooner you contact him the better.” 

“Thank you, Ken,” Kara called out. 

The man waved, then walked out, briskly swinging the front door closed. 

“What do you think that’s all about?” I asked. “He sure was acting funny.” 

“Yeah,” Kara said. “But what choice do we have?” 

I glanced at the closed laptop on the coffee table. I did not want to open it up and see all those horrible comments about my wife. “We don’t have one,” I said. “Call the number.” 

Kara nodded, hit the call button on her phone, and reached out and squeezed my hand. “I hope this works, whatever it is.” 
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The next day, Kara had an appointment to meet with the mystery man that she had called last night. I was sitting by the window, looking out at the gray overcast day, trying not to think about the current situation we found ourselves in. 

Last night, I had listened in on Kara’s conversation with that mystery man, but I couldn’t hear much, just Kara saying yes and uh-huh a lot. She had to agree with everything he said, whatever he said. This was our only hope. 

I checked the time on my phone. It had almost been an hour. I stared outside again, then looked down at the book in my hands. I hadn’t even cracked it open, I thought it might make a good distraction, I certainly didn’t want to get on the Internet and see all the ridiculous reports about how my wife was now an awful person because she drunkenly uttered a single word. 

I closed my eyes. This whole thing made my head ache. Then I heard a car door slam. I opened my eyes and saw Kara walking up to the front door. She went for a different look this morning, wearing a simple pair of black pants, flats, and a white dress shirt. She had her hair pulled back and her makeup was barely there, but she still looked beautiful. She couldn’t resist a little bit of country flair with a leather bracelet and those turquoise earrings she loved so much. 

I got up and opened the front door as she walked up to it. “How’d it go?” I asked. 

“Good,” she said, but she wasn’t smiling. 

“Just good?” I asked. “So is it done? What did you do?” 

“I didn’t do anything,” Kara said. “Yet.” 

She walked into the den and dropped down on the couch. She held her phone, then put it in her lap. “Come sit with me, Henry.” 

I sat on the couch next to her. I went to put my arm around her but she pushed it away. 

“This is what I have to do,” she said, holding up her phone. 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“A plan,” Kara said. “And it’s a script as well.” 

“A script? Oh,” I said. “For like a public apology?” 

“Not exactly,” Kara said. “Public apologies are rarely well received for instances like ours. Mike told me actions would speak louder than words.” 

“Actions?” I asked. “Like what? And who is Mike?”

“He’s the mystery man I talked to last night.” 

“Oh, okay,” I said.  

“Here,” Kara said, holding up her phone. “I’ll read it to you.” 

“Okay.” 

“It’s a video I’ll make,” Kara said. She started to scan her phone, her blue eyes shifting back and forth. Then she said, “Well, maybe you should just read it,” she handed me her phone then got up from the couch and purposefully walked toward the bedroom. 

“Where are you going?” I asked. 

“Just to change into something comfortable,” Kara said. “Go ahead and read.” 

So I did, looking down at Kara’s phone and reading the paragraph. It said: In order to prove how sorry she is, Miss Kara Lipson, country music star on the rise, will need to do something drastic, and I have just the solution. Kara will need to arrive at L & P Studios in two days at approximately eleven-fifteen to prepare for her scene. 

I looked up from the phone confused. Her scene? What scene? I kept reading, wishing Kara hadn’t scurried off to the bedroom so she could explain some of this.

Her scene will start with her in front of the camera, some lines will be provided, and due to Miss Lipson’s experience as a performer we suspect this will be no issue for her. 

After the lines are recorded, the scene will begin. Miss Lipson will be greeted by the male talent (RJ Sanders) and Miss Lipson will record a scene with him. That scene will be anonymously released onto the Internet within a matter of days, then the world will be too distracted by this new video to remember the old one. 

And that was it. 

I was more confused than when Kara arrived. 

“Kara,” I called out, getting up and walking toward the bedroom. “Kara? What does this mean?” 

When I went inside the bedroom Kara wasn’t there. The bathroom door was closed, a rectangle of light escaping from around the edges. I walked up to it and from inside I heard moaning. I thought Kara was crying again, but then I heard a quick gasp followed by a yes! 

Those weren’t moans of sadness. Kara was in there masturbating. 

I started to knock, but I didn’t. She was probably just blowing off some steam. It would’ve been nice if she had included me though. I went back to the den, sat down on the couch, and waited. 

* * *

Kara finally came out fifteen minutes later. She looked refreshed as she walked in, a small smile on her pouty lips. She had on a baggy white t-shirt from an old music festival. Her hair was down and she had on a tight pair of black cotton shorts, no shoes. She sat down next to me and curled her bare legs underneath her. 

“Did you read it?” she asked. 

“I did,” I said, handing her back her phone. “And to be honest, I really don’t get it.” 

“Well,” Kara said. “They did have to explain it to me twice. It’s pretty unbelievable, but they assured me it will work.” 

“First of all, who is they?” I asked. 

“Mike and his team at L & P Studios,” Kara said. “They’re the ones that are gonna make this happen. Mike is an old friend of Ken’s.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

“So what is all this about a scene?” 

Kara bit her lip, then sat up and turned toward me. She grabbed my hands and squeezed them gently. “You know how much I want to make it as a big star, right?” 

“It’s your dream. I know you want it more than anything.” 

Kara nodded. “And I’ve really screwed up and left myself with only one option.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “But it seems like Mike can fix it.” 

“I think he can,” Kara said. “I really do. But the scene, what they want me to do…” 

“What is it, Kara? Just tell me.” 

“They want me to make a sex tape,” Kara blurted out. 

I sat there stunned as it all came together. The male talent. The video that would distract the world. It was all very clear. 

“A sex tape,” I repeated. 

“Yes,” Kara said. “But don’t freak out. This isn’t some porn thing. It’s more like a love scene in a movie. They simulate it.” 

I was still processing it. 

“Simulate it?” 

“No penetration,” Kara said. “Like in a movie, not like a porno.” 

“Oh,” I said. 

“And I met the guy I’d be doing it with, he seemed really nice, he was so friendly. I think you’ll like him.” 

“You think I’ll like him?” I said, a delirious smile sliding across my face. “You think I’ll like the guy in a love scene with my wife?” 

“It’s the only way, Henry,” Kara said, squeezing my hands again.

I let out a breath and shook my head. “Jesus, Kara. I guess it is.” 

Kara wrapped me up in a big hug, and I felt her shuddering as she softly cried. I put my hands on her back. I was still in shock. 

* * *

That night I was sitting up in bed, waiting for Kara to get out of the shower. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I kept going from one extreme to the other, angry one minute, understanding the next. I had to talk this out with her some more. 

Finally, the bathroom door popped open and Kara walked out, a white towel wrapped around her naked body, another wrapped around her head. She pulled the towel off her head and grabbed a brush.

I watched as she leaned her head to one side and ran the brush through her wet hair. “Kara, we need to talk.” 

“About what, sweetie?” 

“About it,” I said. “About this upcoming scene you have to make.” 

“It’s the only way, Henry. Mike and Ken know what they are doing.” 

“But when you release a sex tape everyone is gonna think you were cheating on me.” 

“But I wasn’t,” Kara said. “I never would, you know that.” 

I didn’t say anything. 

Kara put her brush down and walked over to the bed, sitting next to me, squeezing my hands. “You know that, Henry.” 

“Okay, I do,” I said. “But that’s not how it’s gonna look.” 

“Who cares what other people think,” Kara said. 

“I guess I do,” I said. “I’m gonna look like a cuck.” 

“That’s silly, Henry.” 

“I am,” I said. “Another man’s gonna be fucking my wife.” 

Kara’s blue eyes went wide and her jaw dropped. “Henry, he is not.” 

“But you wish he was,” I said. “I heard what you were doing when you got back home. It turned you on. I heard you masturbating in the bathroom.” 

“Henry! You were spying on me?” 

“I thought you were upset. I wanted to comfort you.” 

Kara made an irritated noise in her throat, part groan, part growl, then she stood up, accidentally pulling the covers off me, exposing the boner tenting my boxer shorts. 

I tried to hide it, but she had already seen it. She was staring at it, then she looked at me. “Henry, why are you hard?” 

My face burned with humiliation. “I don’t know.” 

Kara just stood there, waiting for more of an explanation. 

“That’s my problem,” I said. “Ever since you explained it to me, it has turned me on.” 

Kara sat back down, not picking up the covers. “Really?” she said, her voice part amazed part confused. 

I nodded. “I don’t know why.” 

Kara licked her lips. “Henry, that’s so unlike you. It’s so…kinky.” 

“Oh God,” I said. “Don’t use that word.” 

“It’s naughty then,” Kara said. “It’s dirty.” 

“Well what about you?” I said. “You were the one masturbating.” 

“I’ll admit I got turned on thinking about my upcoming love scene.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

Kara shrugged, her towel slipping, almost exposing her naked breast. “I guess it’s something new and exciting. Maybe it’s just stress, this whole thing is kinda getting to me.” 

“Me too,” I said. 

“Want me to help with that?” Kara said, a naughty smile on her lips. 

I nodded. 

Kara let her towel slip, exposing her pert and perky breasts, her hard nipples. I reached out and squeezed her breast gently, her skin so warm from the shower, her nipples firm against my palm. I throbbed in my boxer shorts. 

“Let’s take those off,” Kara said. 

I lifted my hips and she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers, pulling them down, my cock popping out, twitching, precum smothered all over the tip. 

Kara pulled my boxers down below my knees, then she leaned over my thighs, her breasts against them, and reached for my cock. 

As soon as she wrapped her warm, soft hand around my shaft fireworks exploded inside me, making me throb hard, making my heart race. She gently stroked me, looking up at me with those big blue eyes and that naughty smile. It was moments like this that I couldn’t believe I was married to such a gorgeous woman. 

“Does that feel good?” Kara asked as she slowly pumped my stiff cock. 

“So good,” I moaned, watching my beautiful wife. 

She ran her palm up and over my swollen head, making me gasp when she gripped me again and slid her hand down, squeezed, then started pumping. 

“You’re so hard for me,” Kara said. “Are you horny for me, Henry? Are you hard and horny for your wife?” 

“Yes,” I said. “So horny.” 

“MMMmmmm,” Kara moaned softly. “Are you horny for my mouth Henry? Do you want me to suck your cock? Do you want me to run my tongue all over it and get it all hot and wet?” 

“Yes,” I groaned, throbbing in her hand. 

Kara leaned her head down, stuck out her pink tongue, and ran it right up the underside of my cock. She kissed my tip, then flicked her tongue across it. She went down to my balls, kissed them one after the other, then gently sucked them. Then she kissed all the way up my shaft back to my tip that was freely leaking precum. 

“Oh fuck,” I gasped. 

Kara giggled, then opened wide, taking my entire length in her mouth all at once. She was so warm and wet, it felt incredible. It had been too long since the last time we did this. 

She sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing, her blue eyes still looking up at me, then she started bobbing her head, going faster and faster, moaning as she kept my length in her mouth, no problem. 

“Oh Kara,” I gasped. “Kara!” 

My balls were so tight and full. They were starting to tingle, and my shaft was twitching and throbbing in her mouth. Those fireworks were still exploding inside me and I had two handfuls of bedsheet. I had to hold on to something. 

“Kara,” I groaned. “I’m getting close.” 

I hated to admit it, but it was the truth, and I needed to warn her, she had yelled at me before for not warning her. 

She kept moaning and sucking, vibrating my cock. 

MMMmmm! MMMmmm! MMMmmm! 

That hot mouth, the slick tongue, the big blue eyes. It was all too much for me. I couldn’t hold on a second longer. My balls clenched and my cock pulsed.

“Kara!” I yelled out. “Kara! I’m cumming!” 

She jerked her head off me just as I spurted my first stream. It hit her chest and ran down toward her tits. She reached for her towel to wipe it away, leaving me to grab my cock and pump it as I orgasmed, spurting again and again, making sure it landed on my belly and not on her. 

I gasped, my heart beating slower, my breathing settling down. I smiled at Kara sitting on the side of the bed. 

“I bet you feel much better now,” she said. 

I nodded. 

“Good,” she said, leaning over and kissing me on the forehead. “This whole thing isn’t a big deal. Everything is going to be fine.” 

I sure hoped so. I couldn’t help feeling funny about it, about the way it turned me on.








  
  
  The Scene

  
  




On the day of the big appointment, Kara spent some extra time getting ready, and as we drove to L & P Studios downtown, I couldn’t help but steal some glances at my sexy wife. 

Kara’s blonde hair was wavy today, down around her shoulders, she had on a white top that was cropped short to show off her abs. She wore a skimpy pair of denim Daisy Dukes with a belt of silver medallions, and of course she had on her brown leather cowboy boots. She kept fidgeting in her seat. I could tell she was nervous and excited, she couldn’t stop smiling throughout breakfast. 

I was more nervous than excited, but like her, I was excited too, I just couldn’t figure out why. I was half-hard right now, just sitting in the car. I hoped I could control it once the action started. 

We stopped at a red light and I looked over at my wife, putting my hand on her smooth thigh, “You sure they won’t mind me being here?” 

“I’m sure,” Kara said. “Mike mentioned it. He wants everyone to be comfortable.” 

“Hard to be comfortable with another man having my wife.” 

“He’s not having me,” Kara said. “We’ve been over this.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “And it will save your career. Which is what I want. You deserve to be up on that stage, honey.” 

Kara leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Thank you, sweetie.” 

The light turned green and I drove us to L & P Studios, a simple three-level building made of gray stone with darkened windows. I found us a spot and we both got out, heading to the big glass door while the sounds of the city filled our ears. 

I held the door for Kara, then followed her in. As soon as the door closed it became quiet. The air was cool and fresh. I could hear lots of activity coming from down the hall. 

“I think that’s where I’m supposed to be,” Kara said, pointing toward the only open door at the end of the clean white hallway. 

Before we made it to the door a tall black man in his late forties stepped out. He wore a tight black golf shirt with a gold L & P logo on the right side of his chest. He had big arms that stretched the sleeves. He looked like a former athlete. He smiled when he saw us and he greeted Kara with a big booming, “Hello.” 

“Hi, Mike,” Kara said, walking over and taking his hand. 

“This must be your husband,” Mike said, turning his attention to me. 

“Henry,” I said, sticking a hand out. He took it and shook it firmly and quickly. 

“We’re getting the last-minute stuff set up inside,” Mike said. “Come on in.” 

We followed Mike into the room and saw the big set they had built. It looked like a cutaway of a life-sized hotel room, a queen-sized bed with a blue comforter, a beach landscape painting on the wall, a simple dark wooden dresser on the opposite side along with a mirror. Two beer bottles sat on the dresser, a leather purse was on the floor, all fake props. 

“Wow, looks very authentic,” Kara said. 

“Redstone Records is paying a lot of money for this,” Mike said. 

Kara nodded, her cheeks blushing ever so slightly. 

“Hey, Kara,” said another voice. 

I turned just as Kara did and when she saw the speaker she wrapped him up in a hug. “Hey, RJ,” she said. 

He hugged her back, then let her go, his muscular arms wrapped around my wife. 

So this was the guy. 

He wore jeans, a blue button-down shirt, and a big silver chain with a cross on it around his neck. He had short hair and a perfectly trimmed goatee. Standing next to Kara, his dark skin was quite the contrast. 

“RJ,” Kara said. “I’d like you to meet my husband, Henry.” She pulled me over in front of RJ. 

“Hi,” I said. 

“Hey, man,” RJ said, taking my hand and shaking it. He had a big hand and a firm grip.

“Henry,” Mike said, putting his hand on my shoulder. “Why don’t you come sit with me. Kara, head over to the set.” 

“Yes, sir,” Kara said. 

I walked over with Mike and sat in a director’s chair next to him. 

“Henry,” Mike said. “I can imagine a husband might be a bit…touchy…having to watch his wife, but I can assure you this is completely professional.” 

“Kara told me,” I said. “She told me it would be like a love scene in a Hollywood movie. Not like a porno.” 

“Exactly,” Mike said. “Nothing to worry about. We’re about to begin.” Mike got up and walked over to the set, he talked with RJ and Kara, but I couldn’t hear what he was saying. A camera was positioned right at the side of the bed, the lights were dimmed, then RJ and Kara walked to the end of the fake hotel bed. 

“Let’s do it,” Mike said, loud enough so everyone could hear. “Quiet on set. And…action!” 

Kara giggled. I squirmed in my seat. That was a genuine giggle from my wife, her excited giggle. I knew she was loving this more than she let on. 

She said something to RJ, but I couldn’t hear it. He put his arms around her, hugging her to him, pulling her close, her body against his, then she closed her eyes, and they kissed. 

I jerked in my chair when their lips came together. I felt a twinge from deep down and my cock started to stiffen. I ignored it, or tried to.

I heard a moan come from Kara. This was a deep kiss, and even though they barely knew each other there was passion. I could see it, everyone here could see it. Kara moaned again, I could hear their lips. I could even see RJ’s tongue slipping into my wife’s mouth. Oh God. 

While they kissed, RJ’s hands were busy. At first, he slid those big hands up and down my wife’s back, then under that white top, but then down to her ass, squeezing her tight booty in those skimpy denim shorts. That got another loud moan from Kara, and another throb from my cock. 

“Perfect, perfect,” Mike said softly, leaning forward in his chair, watching just as intently as I was. 

Kara and RJ were still kissing, and he was still groping her ass, but Kara broke the kiss, pulling back and smiling at the black man, a genuine smile. I noticed her hard nipples too, pressing at the thin white fabric of her top. She was very turned on. And so was I…

She stood back, still smiling at RJ, and reached for the hem of her shirt, gripping it and slowly pulling it up, over her head, then dropping it to the floor of the fake hotel that L & P Studios had built just for this. 

Everyone in the room was getting a good like at my wife’s breasts, so firm and perky, those pink nipples so hard. RJ looked very excited to see them. So excited he couldn’t wait a second longer to put his hands on them. When he reached out and squeezed her tits I jerked in my chair again. My cock wouldn’t stop throbbing. I could feel a cool spot where precum had leaked from my tip. 

“What the fuck?” I groaned. 

Mike quickly gave me a look. 

“Sorry,” I whispered. 

But I wasn’t sorry at all. RJ was really groping my wife’s tits now, squeezing them, pinching her nipples with his thick fingers, tugging on them. He was being too rough in my opinion, but Kara wasn’t stopping him. She seemed to like it, her head was back, that wavy blonde hair draping down her back as she closed her eyes and moaned again. She was really doing a good job moaning for the camera, she never moaned this much when we kissed. 

As if the fondling wasn’t enough, RJ leaned forward and started kissing my wife again, starting at her neck, then working his way down her collarbone, then to her breasts, kissing to her nipple before taking it in his mouth, sucking it, then swirling his tongue around it. Kara loved it, holding onto his shoulders and moaning even more. 

RJ moved over to her other nipple, then worked his way back up for another kiss with Kara’s hot mouth. 

When they finally broke apart, Kara reached for RJ’s shirt, not wasting any time with the buttons, just grabbing it and ripping it open, all the buttons popping off and landing on the floor. 

“Nice touch,” Mike said softly. 

Kara ran her hands over RJ’s heavily muscled torso. This guy had monster pecs and perfect abs. I knew Kara liked that, she constantly hounded me about getting into the gym. I constantly ignored her, but right now I wished I hadn’t. 

Kara didn’t just feel RJ’s muscles, she leaned forward and started kissing his chest, going down to his abs, then back up. They were kissing on the mouth yet again with RJ fondling her ass, then Kara stepped back, unbuttoned her shorts, and pushed them down. 

Underneath those skimpy shorts she had on a tiny purple thong. She playfully pushed RJ and he sat down at the foot of the bed, then she twirled for him, showing off her tight, toned ass and long sexy legs. She did a sexy little dance for him, just like she might do onstage during a concert, then she climbed onto his lap and they started kissing again. 

Eventually, RJ fell backward and Kara grabbed the comforter, pulling it up and over her butt. After some moving around underneath that comforter, RJ’s jeans were tossed out, landing on the floor. Kara’s thong came out next.

So that’s how they’d do it, simulating the sex while their private parts were covered by the comforter. 

Kara pretended to sink down on him, closing her eyes, gasping, really selling it for the camera. I knew she wasn’t really doing it, but I couldn’t stop staring. 

She started to rock back and forth, riding him, her moans getting louder and louder. She went from rocking back and forth to bouncing, and those moans quickly turned into sharp gasps and yells. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YES! YES! YES! YES!” 

I had to smile. Kara was never that loud. But I couldn’t deny how hot it was, and my cock was rock hard, my balls aching for release. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YYYEEESSSSS!” Kara yelled, her body tensing, her back arching before she fell on top of RJ, her head against his chest as she gasped for breath. 

RJ reached toward the camera like he was turning it off, then Mike stood up. “Well done everyone.” 

I couldn’t believe it was already over. 

While Mike was talking and everyone else on set was distracted I left the room and went to the bathroom. I had to take care of something. 

I locked the door, then shoved my hand down the front of my pants, inside my boxers, and started stroking, pumping like a wild man, moaning because it felt so incredibly good. 

“Oh yeah!” I groaned, closing my eyes and visualizing what I just saw. Pumping my cock furiously as I thought about my hot wife with that big black man, RJ. 

“Oh God!” I gasped, my balls tight and tingling. 

I thought about that passionate kiss, the way he played with her breasts, her nipples. I thought about how she pretended to ride him. I could just imagine his cock in her pussy, filling her, stretching her, making her cum, satisfying her better than I ever could. 

“Oh fuck!” I gasped. 

My hand was a blur as my balls clenched. 

“Oh God! Oh God!” 

I exploded, my cock pulsing, spurting a thick stream of hot sticky cum into my boxer shorts. It happened so fast I had no time to pull them down.

I kept pumping, closing my eyes and thinking about my wife with another man as I spurted again and again, emptying my balls, finishing, filling my boxers with my load. I slowed down, my breathing settling down, along with my heart rate. I milked it all out, my cock tingling as it went soft.

“Oh God,” I muttered, glancing in the mirror. 

I quickly pulled my hand out of my pants. I grabbed a paper towel and wiped off the sticky cum, tossed it into the trash, then quickly left the bathroom. I bumped into Kara as she was coming out of the main room, a huge smile on her face. 

“Hey, sweetie,” Kara said. “We’re all done.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Great.” 

“You okay?” she asked. 

“Me? Yeah, I’m fine.” 

“Okay,” Kara said. “Ready to go?” 

“Yes.” 

* * *

On the way home, Kara wouldn’t stop talking. 

“Mike said the video will be anonymously released soon. They’re going to lightly edit it and add some sounds to make it realistic, like RJ and I met up in a real hotel room.” 

“Then this will all be over,” I said. 

“That’s right.” 

I continued to drive, but I could feel Kara’s eyes on me. I looked over. “What’s up?” 

“Nothing,” she said. 

I could tell it was something. “Really. What’s the deal?” 

“I can’t say,” Kara said. “I don’t want you to get mad.” 

“I won’t get mad,” I said. “Just tell me what you’re thinking.” 

“I guess I could,” Kara said.  

“Tell me.” 

“Okay,” Kara said. “All that kissing and feeling and everything. It made me really horny. And I know it must’ve been hard for you to watch and all, so I was thinking we should do something special.” 

“I like the sound of that,” I said. 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah, for sure,” I said. 

“Good,” Kara said. “My pussy is so wet I can hardly stand it. In fact, let’s start right now.” 

“Right now?” 

“Mm-hmm,” Kara said, reaching over and unbuttoning and unzipping my pants. 

Before I could say a word she had reached inside my boxers and grabbed my cock, but her hand instantly pulled away. 

“Henry? What—” 

“I couldn’t help it,” I said. 

“You came?” Kara asked. 

“After the scene,” I said. “I went to the bathroom and jerked off, I just didn’t get my pants down in time.” 

“It turned you on that much?” 

“I was so hard,” I said. “But I didn’t love seeing you kiss him and have him feel you up.” 

“Well you must’ve,” Kara said. “There’s a big load in your pants, it wouldn’t be there if you didn’t like what you saw.” 

“I know,” I said, trying to focus on the road. 

“You didn’t just like it,” Kara said. “You loved it, didn’t you?” 

“So what if I did,” I said. 

Kara giggled. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I loved it too.” 








  
  
  Downturn

  
  




Over the next week, Kara got back in the studio working on her album, then the following Friday her video was “anonymously” released on the Internet. It instantly went viral and lots of comments followed. Some good, some bad, but what Ken and Redstone Records hoped for actually happened. Everyone forgot all about that first video where Kara uttered a racial slur. Now everyone could only talk about Kara’s hot sex tape. 

I was glad it was a success, it allowed Kara to get back on the right track to becoming a big star. Every afternoon she would come home with the biggest smile on her face. I knew she was working hard in the studio. 

It was a pleasant Wednesday afternoon, about a month after the release of Kara’s sex tape when she came in the front door and told me her first album was done. 

“That’s great,” I said, getting up from the couch and giving her a big hug. 

“I’m so excited, they’re going to have a big release and announce my tour and everything. I can’t wait, Henry. I’m so happy.” 

“Me too,” I said, squeezing my wife. 

* * *

But it didn’t go so well. A month later, Kara’s album was released. Sales were disappointing. When the tour was announced, we thought things would pick up. But they didn’t. It seemed like maybe the market already had enough female country singers. Kara was devastated. 

* * *

After Kara’s album flopped and ticket sales of her tour bombed Ken called us in for a special meeting. 

Kara and I were both nervous as we sat in two squishy leather chairs across from Ken’s big oak desk. Behind his desk were dozens of pictures of himself shaking hands and hugging superstars from years past, all big names that everyone knew and loved. I just wanted Kara to be up there one day. 

The door behind us swung open and Ken briskly walked in. He wore a simple white button-down shirt, designer jeans, and cowboy boots. Instead of going behind the desk and sitting down, he leaned against the front of his desk. “Hi Kara. Henry,” he said. “I’ve got a super busy day today, but when I saw your appointment I wanted to make some time for you.” 

“I don’t know what’s happening,” Kara said. “The sales just aren’t coming.” 

Ken sighed. “It happens, Kara. This is a tough business.” 

“I know,” Kara said, her voice getting weak. “But there has to be something I can do.” 

“Look,” Ken said. “I don’t want to sugarcoat things. Maybe you just aren’t a good fit.” 

“How can you say that?” I asked. “You were there at her show when we all first met. Remember the crowds, the fan support.” 

“I certainly do remember,” Ken said. “But what happened to it.” 

“I don’t know,” Kara said. 

But I knew. It was all over her social media. The people calling out Kara for being a racist were long gone after the video of my wife and RJ surfaced, but after that the old fans didn’t come back. They didn’t like the controversy it seemed. 

“Maybe try some fan engagement events. You two are young and savvy, work those social media platforms and drum up some excitement for your brand.” 

“We can try,” Kara said, staring down at the floor. 

“Great,” Ken said, putting his hand on her shoulder and squeezing. “Oh, look at the time. I’ve got to get to lunch with Leslie Ann McCoy. Don’t forget what I said.” 

“We won’t,” Kara said. 

Ken was already out the door. 

Kara stood up and walked out, shoulders slumped. I followed her out of the building and down to our car. 

“What are we going to do?” Kara said, staring out the window as I drove us home. 

“Kara,” I said. “I think a lot of your old fans didn’t like the sex tape thing.” 

“But I had to do it,” Kara said. 

“I know, and it worked, but the old fans were put off.” 

“Well what can I possibly do to change their minds?” 

“I’m afraid nothing will change their minds,” I said. “But you also gained some new fans.” 

“If I gained new fans why aren’t they buying any tickets to my concerts and downloading my songs?” 

“They don’t want music,” I said. 

“What do they want?” Kara asked. 

“Well,” I said. “A lot of them are men, and they really enjoyed your sex tape.” 

“Henry,” Kara said. “Are you saying I should make porn?” 

“You were really good with RJ,” I said. “Remember what it did to me?” 

“Of course I remember. It made you so excited you came in your pants. Do you think it’s doing that to other guys?” 

“It has millions of views and shares and likes, and read some of the comments.” 

Kara whipped out her phone and tapped and swiped the screen. “Here’s one,” she said. “A guy named Jeremy, he said he’s watched the video dozens of times and every single time he—” 

“What?” I asked. 

“This is gross, Henry.” 

“What does it say? What does he do?” 

“Well, he cums,” Kara said. “He says that he cums harder than he ever has in his life when he jerks off to my video.” 

“See,” I said. “Some guys absolutely love it.” 

“Wow,” Kara said. “Listen to this. Jeremy goes on and says I’m his goddess and his dream girl.”

“A man with great taste,” I said. “I bet he’d pay to see even more of his goddess.”

“Henry, I’m not doing porn.”

“Just an option to think about,” I said. 

Kara was quiet for the rest of the ride home. I knew she was doing some thinking. This wasn’t the first time I’d thought about Kara making more naughty videos. Ever since that day at L & P Studios I had been fantasizing and jerking off privately, thinking about my wife with that big black man. I hadn’t told her, but it had become my ultimate fantasy. 








  
  
  New Idea

  
  




“Henry,” Kara said. “We need to talk.” 

“Sure,” I said, looking up from my laptop and closing it. 

Kara’s blonde hair was pulled back in a slick ponytail. She had on an old and faded concert t-shirt that hung down over the running shorts she always wore around the house. She was barefoot, and she curled one leg up as she sat next to me. 

“Sales are still pathetic,” Kara said. “And it’s been two weeks since we talked to Ken. I tried posting videos online every day. I tried commenting to all the replies. I tried live chats. Nothing is working. My fans are long gone. Well, except for…you know.” 

Kara was talking about all the guys that loved her sex tape. 

“I’m so sorry,” I said. 

“It’s not your fault, Henry,” Kara said. “I wish you had kept your job though.” 

“I do too,” I said. “I bet if I called the boss and begged he would let me come back.” 

“You’d do that for me?” Kara asked. “I know you hated that job.” 

“I would,” I said. 

Kara shook her head. “I won’t make you, Henry. I can’t. I’m the reason you should’ve been able to quit and I fucked it all up.” 

“You didn’t know,” I said. 

“But that doesn’t matter,” Kara said. “I’ve been thinking, Henry, and I’ve been looking around online. I think I found a solution.” 

“What did you find?” 

“Custom videos,” Kara said. “For all my guys. That way I’m not just putting it out there that I do porn.” 

“Okay,” I said. “So what do you do in these videos?” 

“Whatever the guys want.” 

I arched an eyebrow at my wife. 

“Within reason,” Kara said. 

“Okay,” I said. “And how much are you gonna make?” 

“That’s the beauty of it,” Kara said. “You can film them right here, there will be no overhead, all profit, and since I’m a celebrity of sorts I think I can charge three hundred bucks a video.” 

“Wow, you really think so?” 

“Some girls charge even more.” 

“Wow,” I said, shaking my head. “Kara, you might be onto something here.” 

“Come on,” she said, opening up the laptop in my lap. “Let’s send some private messages to these guys and see what they like.” 

* * *

It didn’t take long for us to find a guy, and he was very specific about what he wanted. He wanted Kara to make a video just for him, where she told him what it was like taking RJ’s cock. We sent him a quick confirmation message with payment information and within seconds we received payment. 

“Told ya it would work,” Kara said. 

“I never doubted you,” I said. “Now let’s go make a video.” 

* * *

We decided to film it in the bedroom. Kara changed and did her makeup and when she was done she looked like she was about to walk out on stage. She had on a sexy red top that had been cut and cropped with a pair of scissors until it barely covered her big firm breasts and showed off her toned abs. With the tiny shirt she wore her skimpiest denim shorts, and of course her brown leather cowboy boots. She had on a necklace with a cross pendant, and a variety of bracelets on her wrists. 

“You look great,” I said, setting up my phone on a tripod. 

“Thanks,” Kara said. “I’ve sorta got an idea of what I’m going to say. I don’t want to write a script and try and repeat it, I’m afraid it won’t sound authentic.” 

“Just go with it,” I said. 

“Give me the signal when you’re filming,” Kara said. She walked over in front of me and sat down on the bed, crossing her legs, a slight smile on her face. 

I counted her down, then hit the big red record button. 

Kara stared at the camera, a sultry look on her face. “Well, well, well, if it isn’t Jeremy.” 

She paused and gave the camera a naughty smile. 

“I heard you have a naughty fantasy, Jeremy,” Kara said, leaning forward, her voice getting lower and even sexier. “You fantasize about me, don’t you? When I took that big black cock in my tight little pussy.” Kara moaned, closing her eyes, then popping them open and staring into the camera. “Oh God it felt so good. That big. Throbbing. Black cock. It was so wonderful when it slid inside my soaking wet pussy.” 

I grinned and gave Kara a thumbs up. This was hot. Really hot. 

“It felt so good finally having a real man inside me,” Kara said, sliding her hands up her sides, then around to her tits. “And when he touched me, it made my quiver. Oh Jeremy,” she said. “That big black cock touched me in places I didn’t know existed. And I know you watched the video. You saw how quickly I had an orgasm. Fuck, it was so good. And what did you do while you watched that video, Jeremy?” 

Kara grinned at the camera. “Did you stroke your dick, wishing it was me you were fucking. I am your goddess, aren’t I? You called me your dream girl, didn’t you?” Kara was quiet for a moment, then she stood, walking close to the camera, staring straight into it. “I know you did. I know you stroked your cock. And I bet you got so horny and so excited that you blew your load in your pants. Didn’t you, Jeremy?” 

I was getting stiff just listening to Kara talk. What she was describing applied to me just as much as the guy she was making the video for. Kara didn’t notice I was turned on, she was busy talking to the camera. 

Kara laughed. “I know you did. And now I want you to do it again. Start stroking, Jeremy. Thinking about me, your goddess, getting fucked by a big black cock. Moan for me, Jeremy. Moan my name, beg for me to let you cum, and maybe I will.” 

Kara giggled. “What’s that? You’re about to cum?” She giggled again. “Go ahead, shoot your little load, finish yourself off, Jeremy. Bye.” 

I hit the button to stop recording video on my phone, then I sat down on the bed next to Kara, my cock throbbing. “Wow, that was good. Really good.” 

“You think he will like it?” Kara asked. “I watched some videos that he recommended in the message. I tried to copy them a little bit, with my own spin on it, kinda like doing a cover song.” 

“He’s gonna love it,” I said. 

And he did. The same day he messaged Kara telling her how great it was and how he had other fantasies he wanted to do. And he wasn’t the only one, other messages started pouring in, and so did the money. It was getting hard for us to keep up, and Kara was making videos all day long. She was going to be a success one way or another. 

* * *

“How’s it going?” Kara said as she walked into the house her happy and smiling self once again. 

“Great,” I said. “The money is rolling in. How was recording?” 

“Good, another day making music. So what kind of requests do I have today? Some more guys want me to tease them or tell them how great that big black cock was?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “A few do. But you’re getting a lot of requests for something specific.” 

“Great,” Kara said. “I can make one video and send it to all of them.” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“So what do they want me to do?” 

“Kara,” I said. “They want you to fuck a black cock on camera.” 

Kara stopped and stared. “They what?” 

“You heard me,” I said. 

“Yeah,” Kara said. “I guess I did. They want me to fuck on camera. No more teasing videos, or things like that.” 

“Like I said. Some still want that, but most are clamoring for that big black cock.” 

Kara walked over and sat down next to me on the couch. “How does that make you feel?” 

I shrugged. “I, uh, well, I don’t know.” 

Kara grabbed my cock, which was rock hard. She squeezed it through my pants. “It’s turning you on, isn’t it?” 

“It always does,” I said. “All your videos do.” 

Kara giggled. “Would you let me?” 

“You really want to do it?” I asked. “Actually fuck another guy?” 

“I don’t know,” Kara said. “I have an idea that those guys might like.” 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“I’ll show you tomorrow. I’m going to go take a shower now.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

I couldn’t wait to see what Kara’s idea was. Truthfully, the idea of her fucking a big black cock on camera was very hot to me. That scene with RJ was just the tip of the iceberg. Kara didn’t know it, but I was just like all those other guys. I was constantly watching that vid, jerking off, and cumming to the fantasy of my wife being satisfied by another man. 








  
  
  New Toy

  
  




The next day, Kara came home early, she had a big smile on her face, and a pink shopping bag in her hand. 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“A surprise,” Kara said. “For all my loyal fans. Go get set up in the bedroom.” 

I jumped up from the couch and hurried to the bedroom where I put my phone on a tripod and readied it to record Kara. 

“This is just part of the surprise,” Kara said, reaching into the bag and pulling out some sexy lingerie. 

“Wow, that looks good,” I said. 

Kara held the black bra up. It looked like it would barely contain her big breasts. 

She started stripping down, and I watched closely. My wife had such an amazing body, her big firm breasts, toned abs, and beautiful legs. As she slipped out of her shorts and panties I noticed how smooth she looked. My cock stiffened. 

“What are you looking at?” Kara asked, smiling as she stepped into her new, sexy black thong. 

“The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” I said. 

“Thank you, Henry,” Kara said, putting her bra on, clasping it, then twisting it around and sliding her arms through the straps. She adjusted the cups, they just barely covered her pink nipples. 

“That’s quite a surprise,” I said. 

“And this is not all,” Kara said. 

“Oh yeah?” 

Kara had the biggest smile on her face as she reached into the bag and pulled out a big black dildo. “Check this out,” she said. 

I stared at the big rubber dick. It had to be nine inches long, and it was thick too, with a big bulbous head, a veiny shaft, and two impressive plum-sized balls. It even had a suction cup on the bottom. 

“Are you speechless?” Kara asked. 

I didn’t realize it until now, but my mouth was hanging open. I closed it, then said, “Yeah. Wow, that thing is…really something.” 

Kara giggled. “And I’ll be giving the fans what they want, right? I’ll be taking a big black cock on camera.” 

“Yeah, you will,” I said. I hoped her fans would be satisfied with that. I knew they were talking about a real black cock, like RJ, but maybe this would do. It certainly had me turned on. I loved the way Kara held it, low on the shaft, near the balls, her dainty hand wrapped around it. 

“Should I practice?” she asked. 

“No,” I said. “I don’t think so. It’ll be like a first-time video. The guys will love it.” 

“Yeah?” Kara said, eyeing the big cock with just a hint of nervousness in her smile. 

“Yeah,” I said. 

Kara let out a breath. “I’m ready when you are.” 

I stood behind my camera, my boner rising, tenting my pants. I couldn’t wait to see Kara with this big black cock, even if it was a fake cock. “Action.” 

Kara’s look changed. The smile that slid across her lips was naughty and confident. She had put the BBC dildo behind her back, hiding it from the camera. “Hi, boys,” she said. “I have a special surprise for you today. Can anyone guess what it is?” 

Kara looked right into the camera. “Did any of you guess it was a big black cock?” Kara pulled the dildo from behind her back and held it close to the camera, the tip almost touching the lens. 

“I’m sure some of you guessed a BBC,” Kara said, holding it up, close to her face, showing off the length and girth as she stroked it with her fingertips. 

It was so hot the way she was holding and stroking it. I throbbed again, leaking precum into my boxer shorts. 

“You boys have been waiting for this, haven’t you?” Kara said. “Now you get to watch and jerk your little penises.” 

Kara wrapped her fingers around the shaft of that dildo and slowly started stroking it. She did it so well. I couldn’t look away. 

“He’s so big and hard,” Kara said. “I just love a big hard black cock.” 

Kara leaned forward, opening her mouth, and letting that cock slide up her tongue. She sealed her lips around that bulbous head and sucked hard, pulling back and letting her lips pop off the cock. 

“So good,” Kara said, then she took that BBC in her mouth again, using her hand on the shaft as she bobbed her head up and down. She couldn’t possibly take the entire thing. 

MMMmmmm! MMMmmmm! MMMmmmm! 

Kara moaned while she sucked that dildo, getting it all wet and slick with her saliva. She raised her head, her lips right at the tip, and spit on the big black cock. It was incredibly hot. Then she started sucking again, looking right at the camera as that dildo stretched her lips. It had to be the hottest thing I had ever seen. My cock throbbed so hard I thought I might cum. 

Kara came off that cock, smiling at the camera. She stood up and slid a hand down the front of her panties. “I’m so wet,” she said, pulling her hand out and showing us just how wet she was, her fingers covered in shiny clear juices. 

She slid her panties all the way down, then stepped out of them. “I’m wet and ready,” she said. “But I’m still gonna need some lube to take a big black cock in my tight pink pussy.” 

She grabbed a small pink bottle of lube from her bag and flicked the cap open. She covered the tip of the dildo until it was dripping with clear lube, then she squirted some in her hand and rubbed her pussy, slipping two fingers in and out and moaning softly. 

“All right,” Kara said, looking up at the camera with those big blue eyes. “We’re ready, boys.” 

I was leaning forward, watching closely, my cock rock hard as I waited for my wife to penetrate her pussy with that BBC dildo. 

She sat down on the bed, scooted back, then spread her legs wide, showing off that pretty pink pussy. She traced her lips with her fingers, then she grabbed the dildo, gripping it in her hand, then easing it toward her dripping wet pussy. 

“It’s so big,” she said, her voice low and breathy. 

She slid the bulbous head up and down her lips, letting it slide over her swollen clit before pushing it in. 

“Oh God,” Kara gasped. 

The big head of that cock was inside her. Her pussy gripped it. She eased it in deeper, her eyes wide as she watched that dildo penetrate her sweet pink. “Oh yes!” 

I didn’t blink as I watched. Her pink lips gripping that black cock looked so hot. I wanted to jack off, but I’d never touched myself while Kara made a video. I wasn’t sure if I should. 

Kara eased that dildo even deeper, moaning and gasping as it slid into her wet, juicy hole. She pulled it back, that dildo sliding out covered in her juices. She held it up, showing it off to the camera, then she leaned forward, stuck her tongue out, and ran it right up the shaft of that fake BBC. 

“Mmm, so good,” Kara said. 

It was too good. Unbelievably good. My wife was so hot. 

She put that dildo against her pussy again, sliding it in, letting it go even deeper this time. She started sliding it in and out, going faster and faster. It was making wet sloppy sounds as it pistoned in and out of her pussy, and she was moaning and gasping even more. 

“Oh! Oh! OH! OH! YES! YES! YES! YES!” 

My heart was racing. My cock was so stiff it ached. I really wanted to jerk off to my wife while she played with that BBC. 

She kept sliding it in and out, moaning louder and louder, her body starting to tense and tighten up, her abs flexing. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! OH! OOOHHHHHH!” 

Kara quivered, her pussy gripping that BBC. Her mouth hung open and her legs shook. She let out a gasping sigh, then she relaxed on the bed, sliding that cock out and gushing all over our sheets. 

“Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohhhhhhh!” Kara rolled on her side. 

I just stared, not believing what I just saw. Kara squirted! That BBC made her squirt! I didn’t think she could do that. 

She rolled over, chest heaving, her eyes wide. “Oh my goodness, boys. That big black cock was just what I needed.” She picked it up and gave it a big kiss right on the tip, then she looked at the camera and said, “See you next time.” 

I turned off the camera app and walked over to the bed. “Kara, did you know that was going to happen?” 

“No,” she said, staring at that dildo, then looking at me. “I’ve never done that before. I was so turned on, I knew I was going to cum hard but I didn’t expect that.” 

“It was amazing,” I said. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “The guys are gonna love it.” 

“Get it uploaded as soon as you can,” Kara said. “I’m so eager to see the reactions.” 

“I will,” I said. “But first can I…” 

“What?” Kara said. Then she smiled at me. “Oh, I get it. Are you horny, Henry?” 

“Yeah,” I said, feeling my face heat up. 

“Are you hard?” 

“I am,” I said. 

“Pull your pants down,” Kara said. 

I fumbled with my button and zipper, finally got it, then shoved my pants and boxers down. My cock stuck out, hard and throbbing. 

Kara giggled. “My pussy is just too sensitive. I’ll jerk you off.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

Kara patted the bed next to her. I sat down, then leaned back and put my feet up, my cock pointing straight up. Kara grabbed it and squeezed, slowly pumping it. She had no idea how horny I was, how turned on, how much I enjoyed watching her play with a big black cock. My balls were full and tight, aching for a release already. 

“So hard,” Kara said. 

I throbbed in her hand, precum leaking out. 

“Yeah,” I said. 

She pumped me slowly, her tight grip feeling so good. 

“So you loved my video?” 

“Yes,” I said. “I really did.” 

“What did you like best?” Kara asked. She stopped moving her hand, gripping the base of my cock and squeezing. 

“Your new toy,” I said. “Your big black cock.” 

Right at that moment my balls clenched. I groaned. My cock pulsed, erupting and spurting a big stream of cum that landed on my belly. 

Kara squeezed my shaft, her eyes wide as she made a delighted noise and pumped me as I spurted again and again, covering my belly with a hot sticky load of cum. 

“Oh my God,” Kara said, gently milking the rest of my load out. “You really were turned on.” 

I nodded, feeling a hot heat in my face. I was so embarrassed. 

“That’s kinda hot,” Kara said. She let go of my cock and got off the bed. “I’m going to take a shower,” she said. “Don’t forget to upload that video as soon as it’s ready.” 

“I won’t,” I said. 

When the door closed I let out a deep sigh. Kara’s BBC dildo was still on the end of the bed. I stared at it, imagining it in Kara’s pussy and mouth. I started to stiffen again, so I jerked off while my wife was in the shower. I was such a naughty husband. 








  
  
  Big Announcement

  
  




“So how’s the video doing?” Kara asked. 

“Great,” I said. 

Kara and I were sitting across from each other at one of our favorite restaurants, we were sharing an appetizer of mozzarella sticks. Kara only had one, she wanted to stay in perfect shape for her videos. I was chowing down on the rest of them. 

“How great?” Kara asked. 

“It’s getting more comments than any other.” 

“What are they saying?” Kara asked. 

“Well,” I said. “They want more.” 

“I can do more,” Kara said. 

“Good,” I said, wiping my greasy fingers on a napkin. “Because that’s exactly what your fans want. More.” 

“I’ve got some ideas,” Kara said, an absolutely wicked smile on her face. 

I couldn’t wait. 

* * *

The next day, Saturday, Kara woke me up with a gentle kiss on the cheek and a light shake of my shoulder. 

I opened my eyes and smiled at her. “Good morning.” 

“Morning,” she said, smiling back. “Henry, wanna film a video? I’m really, really horny this morning.” 

“Sure,” I said, sitting right up. 

“I’ll get ready,” Kara said, jumping up and heading to the bathroom. 

I got my phone ready, putting it on the tripod in front of our bed and opening the camera app. Kara was filming so many videos that I left the tripod set up ready to go at all times. 

I was looking for a clean pair of pants when Kara came out of the bathroom in a sexy little bikini that I had never seen before. It was light blue with white trim, two tiny triangles of fabric tried to cover her breasts, the strings crossed before tying behind her neck. The bottoms were incredibly skimpy, barely covering her pussy, and when she walked through the room I saw that they were a tiny thong, showing off Kara’s tight little booty. 

“Wow,” I said. “You look great.” 

“Thank you,” Kara said. “I ordered this bikini just for some sexy vids.” 

“Great purchase,” I said. 

“Let’s go,” Kara said, grabbing her BBC dildo. “I’m so horny. I’m going to get so dirty today.” 

“Great,” I said. “Let me get my pants.” 

“Fuck it,” Kara said. “I don’t care. Just start filming.” 

“Oh, okay,” I said, stepping behind the camera. “Ready?” 

Kara nodded. 

I counted her down, then started recording.

“Hello, boys,” Kara said in that sexy sultry tone. “I’ve got a special surprise for all of y’all today.” 

I grinned. It was a special surprise for me as well. 

“I’ve got my big black cock,” Kara said, holding it up to the camera, then pulling it in close to her and letting it rest between her big breasts. “And I’m going to do something very naughty with it. Do y’all like it when I’m naughty?” 

Kara giggled after a pause. “I know you do.” 

She stood up and showed off her bikini for the camera, giving me a good look from all angles. Kara’s bikini was so skimpy, so sexy. I was starting to get hard, starting to tent my boxer shorts. No way to hide it without pants or a shirt on, Kara would get to see just how turned on I was, if she noticed. 

“Mmm,” Kara moaned. “She held up her BBC. Who is ready to see me play with a big black cock?” 

Kara paused, then she grinned at me over the camera. She grabbed her bottle of lube, thumbed it open, and started dousing her dildo with the clear, slippery fluid. 

This video was just as hot as the last one as Kara played with her BBC, sucking and slurping it, squeezing it between her breasts, then sliding it deep into her pussy. I was rock hard, tenting my boxer shorts as she slid that dildo inside her tight pink pussy, moaning and gasping, and really working it in and out and even adding a sexy twisting motion. 

Kara was getting loud, her bikini stripped off her body, she was tensing up and tightening her abs every time that dildo sank deep in her pussy. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES!” Kara screamed. 

Her body quivered. She let out a sharp gasp, then it happened, she squirted again, dousing the bed with juices as she orgasmed. She threw her head back, her chest rose high, her eyes shut tight. 

“OOOHHHHHHH!” 

I stared at my wife, enjoying the hot scene, my cock throbbing and leaking. 

“Oh fuck,” Kara gasped. She had to take a minute to catch her breath. “Oh my God,” she said, relaxing on the bed and slowly sliding the dildo out of her pussy. It was covered in her cream. She held it up to her mouth and licked it off, then smiled at the camera. “Y’all are going to love the next video,” Kara said. “I’m going to take a real cock.” 

I sat there stunned, my boner still tenting my boxer shorts. 

“You can turn the camera off,” Kara said, sliding off the bed and standing up, walking toward the bathroom to clean off her dildo. 

I quickly tapped the button to turn off the camera app. Then I followed her, adjusting my boner as I walked. “Kara, what did you say?” 

“I think you heard me,” Kara said as she washed off her big black dildo, then patted it dry and put it on a washcloth on the bathroom counter. 

“You’re going to take a real cock?” 

“Yep,” Kara said, standing right in front of me in all her naked glory. 

“Who?” 

“RJ,” Kara said. 

I gulped. “He agreed.” 

“I sent him a text and he responded pretty quickly.” 

“Well, yeah. Of course he did,” I said. 

Kara glanced down and giggled. 

“What?” 

“You’ve got a boner,” she said. 

“Of course I do.” 

“You want me with a BBC just as much as all the guys online do.” 

“Maybe I do,” I said, my face heating up. It was embarrassing to admit I was turned on by the thought of Kara with another man. 

“You can jerk off,” Kara said. “I know you need to, those balls must be aching.”

“They are,” I said. But I hesitated. 

“Go on,” Kara said. “It’s fine.”

I gulped, then reached into my boxers and grabbed my cock. It felt so good squeezing my shaft. I was so hard. I started pumping, my cock freely leaking precum all over my tip, slicking it up as I stroked myself. 

Kara giggled again. “Look at my horny hubby go.”

“You’re so hot, Kara. That bikini looked incredible.”

“Thank you,” Kara said. 

I kept pumping, stroking faster.

“And I know you loved it when I played with that big black cock.” 

“I did,” I grunted. 

“What did you like better?” Kara asked. “When I sucked it, or when I fucked it?” 

“They’re both so hot,” I groaned, my cock twitching in my hand. 

“If you had to choose,” Kara said. 

“Fucking it,” I groaned. “And when you squirt.” 

“I like that part too,” Kara said. “Now shoot your cum, Henry. Just like the guys that watch my videos.” 

My balls clenched. My hand was a blur. My cock pulsed and I spurted a big stream of hot sticky cum into my boxers. I kept pumping, spurting again and again until I was finally finished, gasping for breath, looking at my wife standing across from me in the bathroom, that big naughty smile on her face. 

“Did that feel good?” 

“So good,” I said, leaning against the counter and pulling my sticky hand out of my boxers. “So freaking good.” 

* * *

An hour later, after we had both showered and dressed, Kara and I were in the kitchen eating chicken salad sandwiches that I had bought from a local deli the day before. They were very good, so creamy, and with tender, juicy chicken. 

“So when is the next video going to happen?” I said. “When is RJ coming over?” 

Kara finished a big bite, then put her sandwich down. She had put on a black tank top and matching black leggings. Her damp hair was down around her shoulders and she didn’t mess with any makeup. She didn’t really need to either, she looked great. She must be going to workout later today. 

“He’s not,” Kara said. 

“I thought he agreed.” 

“He did,” Kara said. “But he’s not coming here. I thought we’d give the fans another surprise, really spice it up.” 

“Spice it up more than taking a real live BBC.” 

“Yeah,” Kara said. “You know my tour kicks off right here in town next Thursday night.” 

“I know,” I said. “Ticket sales are decent.” 

“So after my show, I’m going to show all my loyal fans how I unwind after a concert.” 

“That’s so naughty.” 

“Don’t you love it?” 

“Are you worried about getting caught?” 

“I’ll have my own private dressing room.” 

“And that’s where it’s gonna happen.” 

“Mm-hmm,” Kara said, that big smile on her beautiful face. Right after I perform. You won’t have a problem filming it, will you?” 

“I wouldn’t miss it,” I said. 

“Good,” Kara lifted her sandwich, took another big bite and chewed. 

I did the same, but I squirmed in my seat, I had a hard on. 








  
  
  Double Performance

  
  




The kickoff of Kara’s tour was at a small arena, and that was a good thing because it wasn’t quite full, but there was a good crowd, and the energy was good. Kara was on stage giving it her all, she still loved to perform and sing and dance, and she looked great doing it. I was glad to see her up there enjoying herself.

I was just offstage, watching as Kara sung a slow song. I couldn’t help but admire her sexy attire. She had on a skin-tight pair of jeans, her brown leather cowboy boots, a sexy yellow plaid shirt tied just below her breasts, and her golden blonde hair was in two cute braids with little yellow ribbons at the end. She had on some silver rings and bracelets as well as some matching earrings. She looked the part of a big-time superstar, and she sounded great. 

I felt a hand on my shoulder followed by a deep voice in my ear, “What’s up, man?” 

I turned and saw RJ standing behind me, a big smile on his face. He had on a black t-shirt, jeans, and white sneakers. His shiny silver chain hung out of his shirt, that cross against his chest. He looked even more muscular than the last time I saw him. 

“Hey,” I said, trying to talk over the music. I didn’t know what to say to him. 

He leaned in. “So we doing this for real tonight?” 

I nodded. “Yeah, after the show.” 

“Can’t wait,” RJ said, a big smile on his lips. 

I bet he couldn’t. He was about to fuck my beautiful wife. A sudden bolt of jealousy shot through me. Kara had been using her BBC toy so often that I hadn’t fucked her in weeks. Now RJ was going to have her all to himself. That wasn’t fair. 

That hand squeezed my shoulder again. “See you later.” 

“Yeah,” I said, nodding to the big black man. 

He walked off, smiling and talking to some of the roadies. I looked back toward the stage where Kara was unstrapping her acoustic guitar and grabbing a rhinestone-covered microphone. She clapped her hands over her head and started dancing as fast-paced music filled the arena. She had the small crowd on their feet. She was doing what she loved. 

* * *

I was in Kara’s dressing room first. It was a simple room deep in the interior of the arena. A computer printed sign was taped to the door with a big star and Kara’s name on it. 

I slipped in a few minutes ago. The inside of the room smelled fresh and clean, like vanilla air freshener. There was a chair, a mirror outlined with lights, and two folding tables, one empty, the other with a small mini fridge filled with bottles of water, soft drinks, and beer. A basket of snacks sat next to the fridge. I sat down in the chair and waited. I knew Kara would stay in the arena until every fan left. 

Five minutes later I heard a knock on the door. I got up, opened it, and saw RJ. “Hey,” I said. “Come in.” 

He walked in, went straight to the fridge, opened it up and grabbed a bottle of beer. “Great show,” he said as he twisted off the cap and drank. 

I closed the door and decided I could use a beer myself. I grabbed a cold bottle from the fridge, opened it, and took a big drink of the cold refreshing liquid. 

“Yeah,” I said. “Kara loves performing.” 

“She’s good at it too,” RJ said, a big smile on his face, a smile with lots of extra meaning behind it. 

“She is,” I said, taking another long drink. I had already finished half of my beer. 

The door opened, and in walked Kara, smiling, some sweat making her glow, she had a towel over her shoulder. She wiped her face with it. “What did y’all think?” 

“Great show,” I said. 

“Crowd loved it,” RJ said. 

“They got into it for sure,” Kara said. “Wish there had been more though.” 

“Give it time,” RJ said. “Everyone doesn’t know how great you are yet.” 

“Awww,” Kara said, giving RJ a quick hug. “You’re sweet.” 

He grinned and put his beer on the table. “You ready to start your next performance?” 

“So ready,” Kara said. “I saw you watching me.” 

“Yeah,” RJ said. “I like seeing you shake that ass.” 

“What?” Kara said. “Like this?” 

She demonstrated a sexy dance move that made my cock jump. 

“Just like that,” RJ said, grabbing his beer and finishing it off. 

Kara tossed her towel to me, then asked, “You ready, cameraman?” 

“I am,” I said, trying to keep my voice from cracking. 

“Let’s get started,” Kara said. 

I pulled out my phone, my hands shaking, and opened up the camera app, holding it up and getting ready. “I’ll give you a countdown.” 

Kara draped her arms over RJ’s broad shoulders, looked at the camera, and smiled. I noticed her cheeks blushing, and I don’t think it was from performing onstage all night. I think it was from RJ’s big hands low on Kara’s hips. 

“Three…two…one,” I hit record. 

“Hey, y’all,” Kara said. “I’m here for that special video I promised, and look who is with me. Some of you might recognize him. Say hi to the camera, RJ.” 

I aimed the camera at RJ, he smiled and said, “Hey.” 

“That’s all the introduction he needs,” Kara said, then her hands went to RJ’s face, she turned him toward her, leaned in, and kissed him. 

I zoomed in. It was a hot, passionate kiss, their lips pressing together then coming apart several times before Kara jumped into his arms and really turned it on, slipping her tongue into his mouth and holding him tight. RJ had his big hands on Kara’s ass, gripping it to hold her up. 

They continued to kiss, the soft moans getting louder and louder until Kara broke the kiss with a gasp, leaning her head back while RJ kissed her neck. 

Kara put her feet back on the ground and RJ let her go. She smiled at him. “Do you like my outfit?” 

“Love it,” RJ said, licking his lips as he looked her up and down. 

“I bet you’d love it even more on the floor.” 

“I sure would,” RJ said. 

“Undress me,” Kara said. “Show all those guys out there what you’re getting tonight.” 

RJ grabbed Kara’s shirt on either side, where it was unbuttoned to show her incredible cleavage. He ripped it apart, buttons went flying across the room, one of them hitting my leg. Kara gasped as RJ pulled her shirt all the way off. 

Underneath that shirt Kara had on a sexy black bra. RJ’s hands went straight to her breasts, cupping them, then squeezing them. Kara held his hands, smiling as he fondled her. 

Next, RJ slid his hands down her sides, then he started on her jeans, pulling them open, then reaching down the backside and groping Kara’s ass. She hopped on the nearest table and held her feet up. Kara pulled her boots off while RJ took his shirt off, leaving his silver chain on to flop against his chest. 

“Oh, come here, baby,” Kara said. “Your body looks so good.” 

Kara ran her hands over his chest, then leaned forward and kissed down his chest, swirling her pink tongue around his dark nipple, then kissing down his abs. She slid off the table and shoved her jeans all the way down, kicking them off, then squatting in front of RJ in nothing but her panties. 

Kara looked over her shoulder at the camera. “This is what you’ve been waiting for, isn’t it?” 

I couldn’t help but nod, even though I knew Kara was talking to the camera. I was excited to see it too. I was rock hard. 

Kara turned her attention back to RJ, unbuttoning his jeans and slowly pulling them down his muscular legs. The big black man wore a tight pair of dark blue boxer briefs with a very large bulge. 

“Ooh,” Kara said. “Looks like someone’s ready to play.” 

“Damn right,” RJ said. 

Kara hooked her fingers into the waistband of those boxers and started easing them down. I zoomed in, right as RJ’s big black cock popped free. 

I couldn’t believe it. He was huge, long, and thick with an impressive pair of balls. I felt very small looking at his BBC, he was twice my thickness, and maybe that much longer. 

“Oh wow!” Kara said, genuine shock on her beautiful face. She looked at the camera and smiled, then turned her attention back to the twitching black cock just inches from her face. 

She was about to really do it. It felt strange watching this, but I couldn’t deny that it turned me on. My cock wouldn’t stop throbbing. 

Kara grabbed RJ’s cock, wrapping her fingers around it and giving it a squeeze. “It’s so thick,” she said. She put her other hand on his shaft. He was so long both her closed hands couldn’t cover it. 

She leaned forward and placed a soft kiss right on the tip of his cock. 

RJ chuckled. “Is that it?” 

“No way,” Kara said, looking up at him. “We’re just getting started, baby.” 

Then she did it. She opened her mouth, leaned forward, and let that big black cock slide right up her tongue and into her mouth. She sealed her lips just past the ridge of RJ’s bulbous head. She closed her eyes and sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing. 

MMMmmmm! She moaned. 

That had to feel incredible. 

I shifted behind the camera, my boner straining against my pants. 

Kara started bobbing back and forth, going slow. She was good with her BBC toy, and even better with the real thing. It didn’t take long for her to open her throat and allow that cock to go deep. 

RJ grinned at the camera, then looked down at Kara. He put his big hand on the back of her head, urging her deeper. 

Kara had opened her eyes, and she was looking up at RJ now as his cock pumped in and out of her hot mouth. She was able to take more than half his length, but his girth stretched her lips to the max and she was drooling spit and precum out of the corners of her mouth. Some of it dripped down onto her tits. 

“Fuck yeah!” RJ moaned. 

Kara let him bottom out in her throat, causing her to gag and gulp on his huge cock. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

I tried to look away, but I couldn’t. Seeing my wife give a big black cock such a sloppy blowjob was an incredible turn on. When she sucked my dick it was nothing like this. 

Kara backed off, breathing hard, wiping her lips, then smiling up at RJ, then at the camera. “It’s so big,” she said. “Even bigger than my toy.” 

“You got a toy?” RJ said. 

“Yeah,” Kara said. “I’ve been practicing.” 

“Good girl,” RJ said. 

Kara winked at the camera, which made my cock leak precum, then she opened wide and took RJ in her mouth again, going back and forth faster and faster, moaning loudly, her blue eyes wide as they started to water as RJ pummeled the back of her throat. 

Kara came off his cock with even more spit and precum hanging off her lips. She slurped it up, grabbed him with both hands and started stroking while she leaned her head forward and took one of those big black balls in her mouth, sucking it hard, then letting it pop out before taking the other one and doing the same thing with it. She moved her hands and licked her way up the underside of RJ’s shaft again, then took him in her mouth, really bobbing her head back and forth. 

“Fuck!” RJ moaned. “Fuck that’s so good.” 

I saw the sloppy corners of Kara’s lips turn up in a smile as she bobbed her head, those cute ribboned braids flying back and forth. 

“Yeah! Fuck yeah!” RJ Grunted, the big muscles in his arms and chest and thighs getting tight. 

I zoomed in. Kara was still bobbing her head back and forth, her lips sealed. RJ had a tight grip on her braids, urging her back and forth, she was gagging and sputtering, holding onto his muscular thighs. My heart was racing and I felt lightheaded as I watched the hot scene unfolding in front of me. 

“AH! SHIT! SHIT!” RJ groaned, his big muscles flexing as he roared. 

His balls jumped, and his massive cock pulsed. I watched as Kara’s eyes went wide the moment RJ’s load flooded her throat. She came off him coughing, cum pouring over her plump lower lip and covering her chin. She sputtered, but kept stroking RJ’s big black cock. Then she licked her lips, swallowing down what was left before taking the head of his huge, but now softening cock in her mouth, gently sucking as he moaned. 

Kara made sure he was finished, then gave his cock a soft kiss right on the tip before standing up. She walked straight to the camera, getting in close, giving me a perfect view of her cum covered face. She smiled and said, “Is that what y’all wanted to see?” 

I shut the camera off and let out a breath, Kara turned and gave RJ a big hug. “That was so hot,” she said. “I know my fans are gonna love it.” 

“I sure did,” RJ said. He turned his attention to me, still standing there naked next to my wife. “She got a good mouth.” 

“Yeah,” I said, my voice coming out very soft. 

Kara giggled. “Come on guys, let’s go before someone barges in on us.” 

“Yeah,” I said, pocketing my camera. 

RJ grabbed a soda from the fridge. So did I. Kara got cleaned up and dressed, and so did RJ, we all left together, walking through the quiet, empty arena out to our cars. 

* * *

“So what did you think?” Kara said. 

I had just stepped out of the shower back home. Kara had been out, I let her use it first. She was on the bed in a white tank top and panties. I walked in and sat next to her, feeling fresh and somewhat relaxed. 

“About what?” I asked. 

“Anything and everything,” Kara said. “The concert first, how was it?” 

“Really great,” I said. “You were awesome out there.” 

“Thanks, babe,” Kara said, scooting closer, reaching down, and putting her hand on my crotch. “And what about my dressing room performance?” 

I quickly started to stiffen. She moved her hand and slid it into my boxer shorts, gripping my shaft and squeezing. 

“So good,” I said. “You were so sloppy.” 

“I fucking loved it,” Kara said. “I loved the taste of his cock. I loved the way he shoved it down my throat like a real man just taking what he wanted.” 

“Oh yeah,” I gasped. 

Kara pumped my cock. “You think my fans are going to like it?” 

“They’re going to love it,” I said. 

“Is it gonna make them cum?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is it gonna make you cum?” 

“Yes!” 

Kara giggled right as my balls clenched. I exploded, my cock pulsing, spurting a thick stream of cum into my boxers. Kara kept pumping and I spurted again and again, moaning as I twisted on the bed. She milked me dry, then pulled her hand out. “If they love it half as much as you it’s going to be a huge success.” 

“They’ll love it,” I muttered before getting up and going to the bathroom to clean myself up again. Fuck, that was so good. 

* * *

Kara’s video was a massive success. Her fans loved it. They loved the way she sucked RJ’s BBC. The comments rolled in: 

Kara, you are the hottest BBC Goddess on the planet!! 

I have never cum so hard while watching a porn vid!!! 

Kara you have to go all the way with a BBC! I need to see it!!!

I felt the same way. When Kara was at the studio I couldn’t stop watching the video of her sucking RJ. It was just so hot. When she winked at the camera, then her cum-covered face. It was all so good, and just like Kara’s naughty fans, I wanted more. 

I never dreamed I’d want to see my wife with another man, but there was something so exciting about it, watching her get satisfied by another man, a big black man, an alpha male that was the complete opposite of me. The way Kara was just putty in his hands, totally submitting to whatever he wanted to do to her. Yes, I was a cuckold, and just like those fans I wanted to see Kara go all the way. 
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The next stop on Kara’s tour was in a nearby town called Guinness. I booked us a modest hotel room and even though it wasn’t too far from home we decided it would be best to spend the night. Kara wouldn’t get off the stage until late that night. We made it to the room well before the start time for Kara’s show, and we grabbed some food. We were sitting on the bed, enjoying some fries from a styrofoam container when Kara gave me that naughty smile. “I’ve done something naughty, Henry?” 

I chewed and swallowed, then asked, “What have you done?” I couldn’t wait to hear. 

“Well,” Kara said, picking up a fry and holding it close to her mouth. “RJ was busy tonight, but I had a very good idea that I think you will just love.” Kara popped the fry into her mouth and chewed. 

“Okay,” I said. “I’m listening.” 

“I put an anonymous ad on a dirty website,” Kara said. 

“You what?” 

“Yep,” Kara said. “Listen to what the ad says.” Kara pulled out her phone, tapped and swiped and started reading. “Blonde hottie looking for BBC for some one-night fun. Cuckold hubby likes to watch.” 

“You put that on the Internet?” I asked. 

“I sure did,” Kara said, that naughty grin bigger than ever as she popped another fry into her mouth and chewed. 

“Anyone could show up,” I said. 

“That’s the fun part, isn’t it?” 

I gulped. That was the scary part. At least we were somewhat familiar with RJ, this would be some stranger. “What’s the website?” 

“It’s a cuckold site,” Kara said. “I know it’ll work, look at the photo I posted with the ad.” 

Kara showed me her phone and I saw a sexy picture of her from the neck down in that skimpy black lingerie that she loved to wear. There wasn’t a man out there that could resist that body. I knew someone would respond. 

“Are you excited?” Kara asked. 

“Yeah,” I said. “And nervous.” 

Kara grabbed my knee and squeezed. “You always are, it’s kinda cute.” 

I nodded, grabbed a fry, and ate it slowly. 

“Time for me to start getting ready,” Kara said. “I can’t be late getting onstage.” 

“I know you’ll do great,” I said. 

“Thanks, sweetie,” Kara said, leaning down and kissing me on the head. “Enjoy the show.” 

* * *

Kara rocked the house again, even playing some classic country covers that the small, but enthusiastic crowd absolutely loved, she had them cheering for more by the end of her set, and she even played an encore. 

Tonight, Kara had on a sexy pair of skin-tight bell bottoms that were dark red, they covered her signature cowboy boots. She wore a tight, tan-colored sleeveless top with a cutout that showed her incredible cleavage. She even wore a cowboy hat tonight, the same dark red as her pants. She looked amazing. 

After the concert, Kara found me, hooking her arm in mine, and leading me toward the car that the record company had provided to take us back to our hotel. 

“Great show,” I told my wife. 

“Thanks, babe,” she said. “Now for the other show. I can’t wait to check my phone to see who responded to my ad.” 

“There’s our car,” I said, pointing to a big, white SUV. “But I don’t see the driver.” 

On the way here, we had been driven by a polite older man with white hair and a white mustache. He didn’t say a word to us, just drove us here smoothly and carefully. But I didn’t see him now. 

We stood around, waiting for a moment, looking all around when a deep voice called out to us. “Sorry for the delay.” 

I turned around and saw a huge mountain of a man walking toward us. This guy looked like a bear, but he had a completely smooth bald head and wore dark shades. He smiled, showing off big white teeth. He wore a tight dark blue t-shirt that showed off huge tree-trunk arms and a barrel chest. His dark blue dress pants could barely contain his enormous legs. He wore a pair of pristine white sneakers. 

“Sorry again,” he said in his big booming voice as he opened the back door for Kara. “Driver switch.” 

“Oh,” I said. 

“Great show out there, Miss Kara,” the big black man said. “You look great.” 

“Thank you,” Kara said, pausing to take the man’s huge hand. “Call me Kara, please. What’s your name?” 

“Terell.” 

“Nice to meet you, Terell. This is my husband, Henry.” 

“Hey, man,” Terell said. 

“Hello,” I said. 

Kara slid into the backseat first. I got in after her, noticing the hungry look on Terell’s face as he openly stared at my wife before shutting the door of the big SUV. He closed the door, then got in the driver’s seat, the SUV slightly sinking when the big man sat down and shut his door. 

“You all comfortable back there?” Terell asked. 

“Some air would be nice,” Kara said. “I really get worked up onstage.” 

“Oh yes ma’am,” Terell said, turning the air conditioning on. “I used to perform, in a way.” 

“Oh really?” Kara asked. 

“Sure did,” Terell said. “In the League.” 

“The NFL?” I asked, sitting up. 

“The one and only,” Terell said. “I was on the D-Line, played for Vegas.” 

“Wow,” Kara said, leaning forward between the front seats. “I’ve never met a real football player before.” 

“Now you have,” Terell said. 

“Now I know what you can do with those big arms,” Kara said. 

“Yep,” Terell said. “Among other things.” 

I caught his grin in the rearview mirror. 

I grabbed Kara, pulling her back in the seat next to me. I leaned over, cupped my hand around her ear and whispered. “I think he likes you.” 

Kara giggled. 

“Hey now,” Terell said. “You ain’t tellin’ secrets back there, are you?” 

“It’s nothing,” Kara said, then she leaned in and whispered in my ear, her hot breath tickling me, sending a thrill down my spine all the way to my cock. “Think he’d come back to the room with us?” 

“But what about the ad?” 

“This seems like a golden opportunity,” Kara said. 

“Hey, hey, what’s going on back there? No hanky panky.” 

“Terell,” Kara said. “I’ve got a few questions for you.” 

“Shoot,” he said. 

“Have you got a wife?” 

“Nope,” Terell said.

“A girlfriend?” Kara asked. 

“Don’t got one of those either.” 

“Really?” Kara said, leaning up between the seats again, giving me a magnificent view of her perfect ass in those tight, red bell bottoms. “Tell me this, Terell. Do you like white girls?” 

“Shit,” Terell said. 

* * *

Kara led the way to our room. I followed, Terell at my side. It felt like walking next to a mountain. Terell was openly checking out Kara’s ass on the way to our room. From time to time Kara would look over her shoulder and smile at us. 

“Hey, man,” Terell said, quieting his booming voice as best he could. “You sure you okay with this? You ain’t gonna pull some shit are you?” 

“I’m okay with it,” I said. “I’m a cuckold.” 

“Shit, man. You like watching then?” 

“I do,” I admitted. 

“I gotta warn you,” Terell said. “Once Miss Kara gets ahold of my big black snake she might not want any more white dick.” 

I didn’t know what to say to that. I felt like it was already true to an extent. Luckily, we were at the room, and Kara said, “What are y’all talking about back there?” 

“You,” Terell said. 

Kara giggled. “All good things, I hope.” 

“Real good,” Terell said. 

“Gimme that key,” Kara said. 

I pulled it out of my pocket and Kara quickly took it, opening the door and going inside our room. Terell and I followed. 
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Before I knew it, Terell and Kara were next to the bed, his huge arms around her. 

“How do you like it, Miss Kara?” 

“However you want to give it to me,” Kara said. 

The big black man grinned and slid his hands down from Kara’s lower back to her ass, squeezing her cheeks firmly. She looked up at him, but even on her tiptoes she couldn’t reach his lips, he leaned down, and while he fondled her, they kissed. 

Kara seemed to melt against him, moaning as their lips pressed together. He kept his hands on her ass, and I saw his tongue slip into her mouth first, then hers followed. 

It was already getting hot in here. My cock already getting stiff. I grabbed the closest chair and pulled it by the bed. I pulled my phone out and started filming. 

Kara broke the kiss and smiled at the camera, “I forgot to do a proper introduction.” 

“Shit,” Terell said. “We don’t need no introduction. We gonna fuck and the cuck is gonna watch us. Hey man, you gonna beat your meat while you watch me with yo fine ass wife.” 

I quickly looked at Kara. 

“You can, if you want,” Kara said. 

“You know he does,” Terell said. 

The big black man was right. I did want to jerk off while I watched. 

“It’s fine with me,” Kara said. 

“Okay,” I said.

“Shit,” Terell said. “We wastin’ time.” 

He kissed Kara again, a long hot kiss, and when they broke apart, his hands came up from her ass and grabbed the hem of her shirt, pulling it up. Kara raised her hands for him, letting him slide her shirt off. He tossed it on the bed, stared at her tits, and licked his lips. 

“Damn,” Terell said, cupping my wife’s breasts. “She got the most perfect titties I’ve ever seen. Look at these fuckin’ pink nipples.” He tweaked and twisted them, making Kara gasp. 

“Damn,” he muttered again, leaning forward and taking Kara’s pink nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, then sliding his tongue over it and all around it. He did the same to the other nipple, then he put his hands on Kara’s shoulders. She sat down on the bed. 

“Get them pants off, girl,” Terell said. 

Kara unbuttoned her bell bottoms, then leaned back on the bed and lifted her hips, pushing her tight pants down. Terell pulled her boots off quickly and dropped them on the floor. He helped pull those pants all the way off. 

“You wearin’ any panties?” Terell asked. 

Kara spread her legs and showed him the tiny purple thong she had on. “I wore my sexiest pair for you.” 

Terell grinned. “They look good too.” He leaned forward, grabbed the narrow waistband at Kara’s hips, and pulled those panties off her long, smooth legs. “Here,” Terell said, tossing the panties right into my lap. “You might want these.” 

Kara giggled. “Terell, you’re so bad.” 

The big black man chuckled. He ignored me, then dropped to his knees next to the bed, grabbed my wife’s thighs, and pulled her over to the edge, putting his mouth right against her pussy and burying his tongue between her folds. 

“Yes! YES!” Kara moaned, gripping the flower-print comforter on the bed. 

Terell licked her pussy up and down, tracing her lips, nibbling on them, and teasing her clit, circling it with his tongue and kissing it. That little nub was so swollen, it seemed to throb at every touch from Terell. I zoomed in as he put his tongue on it, flicking it across it and making Kara scream. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YYYEEESSSS!” 

Kara rolled onto her side, closing her legs and curling them up. Terell looked to his right, into the camera and grinned. “That’s how you eat pussy.” 

I gulped as he stood and unbuckled his belt. We were about to see what he was working with. He was one of the biggest men I had ever seen, and there was no reason to believe his cock wouldn’t be just as big as the rest of him. 

Kara sat on the edge of the bed now and she pulled down Terell’s zipper and unbuttoned his pants. The big man didn’t have any boxers on and that surprised me and Kara, her blue eyes went wide when she got a glimpse at his huge black cock. 

“Oh my God,” Kara said. 

The room was silent as Kara stared. I couldn’t believe it either. Then Terell chuckled. “Biggest you’ve seen?” 

“Yes,” Kara said, looking from Terell’s cock to his face. “And you’re not my first BBC.” 

“Shit,” Terell said, looking at the camera again. “You hear that hubby, she knows the terminology, called it a BBC.” 

“Of course I do,” Kara said, taking him in her hand. 

Terell’s cock was dark just like the rest of him, it was long and thick as a beer can. He was uncut, his foreskin covering the head of his cock, and his big black balls hung proudly between his massive legs. 

“Play with it, Miss Kara,” Terell said. 

Kara already had her hand around his shaft. She started stroking him, long slow strokes, watching his cock grow. She used both hands, getting him to stiffen up. 

“Do you want me to suck it, Terell?” 

“Hell yeah.” 

Kara leaned forward, grinning. She opened wide and took as much as she possibly could in her mouth. She maybe had one-third of him and her lips were stretched to the limit. Her eyes were wide and I could hear her breathing through her nose. She bobbed back and forth a handful of times, then came off him, gasping. “It’s so fucking big.” 

“I know it,” Terell said, reaching down and grabbing Kara’s tit, gently squeezing it in his big hand. 

She grabbed his shaft with both hands again and went back for more, opening wide, shutting her eyes and taking him as deep as she possibly could, quickly bobbing her head. She sputtered and gagged as that BBC filled her throat. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

But Kara was up for the challenge, and she kept going, even when tears rolled down her cheeks and spit and precum leaked from the corners of her mouth. 

“Oh God,” she gasped, coming off Terell’s cock and slurping up a strand of precum. 

“That’s damn good, Miss Kara. You know how to suck a big black cock, doesn’t she hubby?” 

“She does,” I said. 

Terell chuckled. “But can she fuck one?” 

“That’s what we’re here to find out,” Kara said. 

“Damn right,” Terell said, helping my wife up. 

Kara sat on the edge of the bed, then scooted back, spreading her legs wide. Terell climbed on, his big cock sliding against her pussy and up toward her tits as he positioned himself on the bed. If she could take him all the way he’d be so deep inside her. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t forget that I had permission to jerk off, but didn’t want to start right now. I was so hard if I touched my cock it would go off like a loaded gun. I didn’t want to cum immediately. I wanted to enjoy the show, then get off. 

Terell grabbed his huge penis and eased forward, rubbing the head of that monster cock up and down Kara’s pink pussy lips, her juices covering it. He slowly eased in, filling her, stretching her. 

“Oh God! OH GOD!” Kara gasped, watching with wide-eyed excitement as Terell’s BBC filled her pussy. 

“GOD YES!” Kara gasped. 

His swollen head slid in, filling her, he kept going, easing his hips forward, going as deep as Kara would allow. 

“Oh fuck! Ohmygod!” Kara moaned, her face twisting up as she took that massive cock. 

Terell grunted, then eased back, his cock coming out covered with my wife’s juices, all shiny and black. “Shit. She tight. She real fuckin’ tight.” 

Terell eased his hips forward again as my wife begged for more. She was doing it. She was fucking a big black cock, right in front of me, in this hotel room. She was making me a cuckold husband, humiliating me with a man that could actually satisfy her, a man with a much bigger cock and a bigger more muscular body, an alpha male. While I just sat back and watched, waiting on the perfect moment to start stroking my cock. 

“YES! YES!” Kara gasped. 

Terell had worked his cock in and out a few times, and now he was getting into a rhythm, really pumping into Kara’s dripping wet pussy and filling her with almost all of his impressive length. Her lips gripped him when he pulled back, like she couldn’t stand a second of time without that big black cock inside her. She moaned and gasped, gripping the sheets. I don’t know how Terell lasted in my hot wife, but he did. 

Kara was starting to quiver. She was about to cum. 

Her body tensed as Terell slid deep inside her. Her abs flexed hard and her mouth hung open, gasping sharply. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES! OOOHHHHHH!” 

Terell eased back, and Kara squirted, covering his big black cock with her juices, moaning and gasping and writhing on the bed. 

“Oh shit!” Terell said. 

My cock throbbed in my pants as I watched my wife cum. I made sure to get every second of it on camera. 

Terell grinned at the camera, then looked back at Kara. “I think you like BBC, Miss Kara.” 

“I love it,” Kara said, pushing her damp hair out of her face. “And I’m not done with it yet.” 

“No you ain’t,” Terell said, grabbing Kara’s hips and flipping her over in one quick and impressive display of strength. He pulled those hips up, getting Kara on all fours with her ass facing him. He pulled his big hand back and let loose, coming down hard on Kara’s pale white buttcheek with a loud SMACK! that echoed throughout the room. 

“OOOOHHHHHHH!” Kara moaned. 

Terell did it again, getting another loud squealing moan from my wife. 

He did it one last time as my wife’s buttcheek turned bright red. Terell rubbed it, then he grabbed his stiff cock and eased into Kara’s pussy from behind. 

“Ohmygod! Ohmygod!” Kara gasped. “Fuck it feels good like that.” 

“Yeah?” Terell said. “You like it from behind, Miss Kara?” He started pumping, easing in and out quicker and quicker. 

“Yes!” Kara gasped. “God yes! I love it!” 

Kara moaned and Terell grunted as he started fucking her again, pumping in and out of her from behind, her pussy dripping juices it was so wet. I couldn’t wait a second longer, my cock demanded attention, and while I shakily held the camera, I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, shoved my hand down the front of my boxer shorts, gripping my aching cock, and started pumping. 

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP! 

I groaned. I was close already. I watched Terell pound my wife from behind. She was looking over her shoulder, smiling at him while he grinned at her. I pumped even faster, my balls aching. My cock twitched and throbbed in my hand. 

“Fuck!” I grunted, trying to control myself, trying to make my hand slow down, trying to stop and watch, but it was impossible. I had gone too far over the edge, the scene in front of me too hot, the emotions too much. My balls clenched and my cock pulsed. I released a huge spurt of cum in my boxers, leaning forward, but still holding the camera on Terrel. He was a black blur fucking my beautiful white wife. I kept pumping, spurting again and again, the hot sticky cum filling my boxers and covering my hand. I was gasping, my heart racing. I could hear Kara yelling but it sounded distant as I came harder than ever. 

I leaned back in the chair, gasping, catching my breath, remembering to hold the camera up. My entire body was still tingling, but as I watched Kara start to quiver and Terell slam into her, his ass flexing as he roared, cumming in her pussy, the humiliation washed over me, making me feel tiny, like a little loser. 

I kept filming, but I was ready to leave. Terell kept grunting, Kara looked over her shoulder, that naughty smile on her face. She looked up at Terrell, arching her back. 

He eased out and his cock was covered in her cream, soft, but still huge. His load drizzled out, sliding from between Kara’s pink pussy lips and dripping on the comforter. 

“Oh my God,” Kara said. “That was the best sex ever.” 

I turned the camera off. 

“Damn, she fine,” Terell said, grabbing his pants and slipping them on. 

“You were great,” Kara said, sitting on the side of the bed. 

I went to the bathroom and grabbed her a towel. She wiped herself down. 

“I can’t believe I got to fuck you,” Terell said. “A fuckin’ big star.” 

“I don’t know about that,” Kara said. 

“Shit,” Terell said. “You will be. Won’t she hubby?” 

“She sure will,” I said. 

Terell finished getting dressed and let himself out. Kara sighed and stood up. “I need a shower.” 

“It’s all yours,” I said. 

Kara started toward the bathroom, then stopped. “Oh, did you cum?” 

I nodded. 

“Good,” she said. “I’m too worn out even for a handjob.” 

I went back to the chair and sat down. 

What a night. 

Kara finally did it, she fucked a BBC. She didn’t even hesitate, and she clearly loved it. Was Terell right? Would she ever want my cock again? 

* * *

It took me a long while to get to sleep in that hotel room. It was like I could still smell Terell’s musky cologne, or even the potent scent of his load. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, his huge black cock cumming inside my wife’s pussy. The way he fucked her and manhandled her, the way she loved it, cumming multiple times. I started to stiffen again. 

I rolled over and looked at my wife. Kara was sleeping soundly, she was naked next to me, the covers had slipped and exposed her breasts, her nipples were hard. I gently covered them, then closed my eyes, finally drifting off to sleep, my cock aching. 








  
  
  Big Request

  
  




“You’re not going to believe this,” I said. 

I had been waiting on Kara to get home today. It hadn’t even been a week since she fucked Terell in that hotel room. A day later I uploaded her video and her fans went gaga for it, commenting and buying like crazy. It did more sales in a day than Kara’s entire tour had done in a month. I couldn’t believe it. 

“What?” Kara said. 

“Look at this,” I said, holding up the laptop and showing her the numbers. 

“That has to be a screwup.” 

“Nope,” I said. “I’ve checked it three times. It’s accurate.” 

“That’s amazing,” Kara said. “And it was so fun making it.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “And you’re not going to believe what they want to see next.” 

“What do they want?” Kara asked. “I love my fans, they know I’ll do anything for them.” 

“Well,” I said. “They actually want me to do something.” 

“What do they want you to do?” Kara asked. 

I gulped, not sure how to tell her this, so I just said it. “They want me to do something called a cleanup.” 

“A cleanup?” Kara said. “What’s that?” 

“It’s popular in cuckold porn,” I said. “It’s when the bull—the guy fucking you—cums in your pussy, and the cuck eats it out of you, cleaning you up.” 

Kara quickly sat down next to me on the couch, those blue eyes wide, that naughty smile on her lips. “That’s so dirty.” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

The room was silent for a minute, then Kara asked, “You think you could do it?” 

“I dunno?” I said. 

“Have you ever tried it?” Kara asked. 

“A cleanup? No,” I said. 

“Not a cleanup,” Kara said. “Have you ever tried your stuff?” 

“My cum?” 

“Yeah.” 

I suddenly felt an embarrassing blush covering my entire body. 

“Oh my goodness,” Kara said. “You’ve tried it before, haven’t you.” 

“I was just curious, just once,” I said. 

“Tell me about it,” Kara said. 

“Fine,” I said. “You know how every girl eats it in porn movies? They all take facials and swallow and all that stuff.” 

“Yeah, I guess,” Kara said. 

“Well I loved watching that kinda porn in college. Like every day after class I was going back to my apartment, watching that stuff, and jerking off.” 

“Okay,” Kara said. 

“So one day I was curious. The thought just hit me. I wondered what it tasted like. So that day, after class, I went right back to my apartment and grabbed a shot glass from the kitchen. I took it to my room, locked the door, and turned on my computer.” 

“So naughty,” Kara said. 

That blush kept heating my skin. But I kept going, telling Kara the whole story. “So I started jerking off to my favorite porn, taking my time, clicking link after link, watching vid after vid, trying to control it and get a big juicy load. But I was so freaking horny I couldn’t last long. I blew my load to one of my favorite porn stars, barely grabbing that shot glass in time, putting it in front of my cock and catching my load as I came.” 

“Then what did you do?” Kara asked. 

“I hesitated,” I said. “I came. I shot my load, it felt good. It was over. But it wasn’t.” 

“No it wasn’t,” Kara said. 

So I picked up that glass, it was at least half full, and I smelled it, that potent scent.” 

“It does have its own specific smell.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “And even though I didn’t love it, I was curious, so I lifted that glass to my lips, trying my best to ignore the smell, opened wide, and took that big load.” 

“All of it?” Kara asked. 

“All of it,” I said. “I think that was my mistake. I tried to gulp it down, but as soon as it hit my tongue I gagged and sputtered.” 

“But you were already committed,” Kara said. 

“Yeah, kinda,” I said. “I swallowed some of it, but not all of it.” 

“What do you remember most about it.” 

“The texture,” I said. “So slimy.” 

“Yep,” Kara said. “But you can learn to love it. What if I told you it was hot that you did it.” 

“Really?” I said, surprised to hear that. 

“Really,” Kara said, looking right at me with those big blue eyes. “I can prove it too,” she said, grabbing my hand and putting it down the front of her shorts. She was warm and wet, totally turned on. I gently rubbed her lips. I loved the soft feel of her pussy. 

“Feel how wet I am?” Kara said. 

“Yeah.” 

“How about you?” Kara said, reaching over and squeezing my cock through my pants. “Oh, you’re hard, sweetie.” 

“I am,” I said. 

“I guess that settles it,” Kara said. “If it turns both of us on we should do it.” 

I gulped. I could almost taste it already. It would be better this time…right? 








  
  
  The Man Arrives

  
  




Three days after the massive success of Kara and Terell’s video my wife and I were sitting in the kitchen, waiting for a very special guest. 

Kara had made it home early from the recording studio, and as soon as she got back she took a shower, changed, and did her hair and makeup. She looked incredible, going for her signature hot country girl look, Daisy Duke denim shorts that could barely contain her full booty, a cropped bright red t-shirt that showed off her firm abs and big tits, and those brown leather cowboy boots that she always wore when she performed. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she wore big gold hoop earrings and a thin chain around her neck with a shiny gold pendant. I had given that to her for her birthday last year.

It wasn’t long ago that I thought Kara had made it as a country star, had her big break, when we first met Ken from Redstone Records. That seemed so long ago. Kara’s music career was still steady, the tour doing fine, trickling in ticket sales, but it was these naughty videos that were exceeding our expectations. The amount of money and comments coming in from them was remarkable, and this next one, a real cuckold scene, was going to be huge. I knew it. Guys would stop commenting about how bad they wanted to see it happen. 

Kara’s phone chimed. She looked at it and her eyes went wide. “He’s here,” she said, standing up and heading toward the front door, her boots clomping on the floor with each step. 

I heard the door open and Kara greeted the man with a big friendly, “Hello.” 

I got up and made my way to the door.

“This is my husband, Henry,” Kara said, standing back and motioning me forward. 

This man had answered Kara’s ad, the one she placed on the cuckold website the night she fucked Terell in the hotel room. Kara had chatted back and forth with him over the last few days, and when he sent his pics Kara quickly declared him the one for our next video. He was experienced in the cuckold lifestyle, which was great for us beginners. 

“Hi,” I said, sticking out my hand. 

He took it, shaking it firmly before letting go. He was a tall man, well over six feet, and he was neatly groomed. A single gold hoop earring hung in his right ear and he wore a dark suit with no tie and a white shirt open at the throat. A big shiny gold watch was on his right wrist. I figured he was in his late thirties. If I randomly saw him on the street I would guess he was a very successful businessman. He had that look, and a certain confidence about him that I wished I had. 

“This is Orion,” Kara said. 

“Orion Niblack,” he said to me. 

“Nice to meet you,” I said. 

“Mind if we have a drink first?” he asked. 

“Not at all,” I said. 

“I picked up a bottle of bourbon on my way home,” Kara said. 

“Perfect,” Orion said. 

We all went back to the kitchen and sat down at the table. Orion leaned back in his chair, hands on the table, perfectly relaxed and cool, like he was in his own home. I was a jittery ball of nerves, and Kara was her perfectly perky and excited self. She brought three glasses from the kitchen, put them on the table, and filled each one half full with the rich golden liquor. 

Orion took his and sipped it slowly. I sipped mine. It burned my throat and I tried not to make a face. This wasn’t the only tough thing to swallow I’d be dealing with tonight. 

“Tell me,” Orion said. “What brought you into the lifestyle?” 

Kara sat down across from me and started to explain. “You don’t know my story?” 

“I googled around and found an interesting video of you saying a certain word,” Orion said. 

Kara blushed a hot shade of red and looked down. “I was so drunk, I didn’t mean that at all—” 

“Then,” Orion said, stopping Kara’s explanation. “I easily enough found a timely sex tape that just happened to be anonymously released days later. So convenient.” 

“Yes,” Kara said, glancing up at the black man. 

“That one was fake, wasn’t it?” Orion said, a knowing smile on his face. 

Kara glanced at me. I nodded. 

“It was fake,” she said. “But it started everything. The video was fake, filmed in a studio with an actor, but it turned me on, and it turned Henry on.” 

I suddenly remembered cumming in the bathroom at L & P Studios, then Kara slipping her hand into my boxer shorts on the drive home and finding out just how turned on I had been. 

“And that led to more?” Orion asked. 

“Yes,” Kara said. “Blowjobs, fucking, and now…” 

“A real cuckold scene,” Orion said. “Something a little different.” 

“Yes,” Kara said. 

Orion turned his gaze to me. “So this is your idea too?” 

“Yes,” I said. “It is.” 

“Tell me about your sex life,” he said. 

I stuttered and stammered and finally said, “I’m married to Kara.” 

“I know that,” Orion said. “What about before.” 

I couldn’t hold eye contact. “I had a few partners.” 

“A few?” 

“Two,” I said. 

“So you were inexperienced when you married her.” 

I shrugged. “Yes.” 

“Kara, does he satisfy you?” 

She paused, telling Orion everything he needed to know. “I like doing it with him.” 

“But does he make you cum?” 

“He has,” Kara said. 

“What about this,” Orion said. “When he films you. You like that he watches intently.” 

“I do,” Kara said. “It’s like I’m satisfying the cock I’m with and satisfying him at the same time.” 

Orion turned back to me. “And you like seeing her get satisfied.” 

“I do.” 

Orion sipped some more bourbon. So did I, and so did Kara. 

“Now you’re ready to do your first cuckold cleanup,” Orion said. “How’s that make you feel, Henry?” 

“Honestly,” I said. “Pretty nervous.” 

“It’s not difficult,” Orion said. 

“I know.” 

“And you, Kara?” 

“I’m turned on right now.” 

“I thought so,” Orion said. He lifted his glass, finished his bourbon, then put it down firmly on the table. He stood up. “Let’s start the show.” 








  
  
  The Show

  
  




After the success of Kara’s other videos, I splurged and bought a nice video camera complete with a mic and everything. It would be way higher quality than my phone, and I had already set it up and practiced with it to make sure I knew what all the buttons did and how to start and stop recording and everything else. I had it on a tripod right by the bed, ready to go. 

Early today, Kara had cleaned our bedroom from top to bottom, vacuuming, changing the sheets, dusting, using air freshener, everything, and it showed. 

“Are we ready?” I asked. 

“I am,” Orion said. 

“I’m ready,” Kara said. 

I sat down on a stool behind the camera, aimed it at Kara, counted her down, and hit the record button. 

“Hey y’all,” Kara said, looking at the camera and smiling. “I’ve got another surprise. This is my new friend Orion and I bet every single one of you can guess exactly what he is here for.” Kara smiled at him. “What is it you’re here for, Orion?” 

The black man looked right at the camera and grinned. “Pussy,” he said. 

Kara laughed and squeezed his arm. “We’ve got another special surprise for this video. Per your request, my husband Henry is going to make an appearance. Y’all will just have to watch and see what he does. I promise it’s going to be good.” 

“It sure is,” Orion added. He looked into the camera. “Y’all ready?” 

Kara wrapped her arms around him, leaned in, and said, “I am,” right before giving him a long, hot kiss. 

I always loved this part. The first interactions, the kissing. I loved the sound of it, the lips smacking and Kara’s soft sexy moans. The passion was real, and I loved the way they kissed, Kara was always so eager. 

Orion slid his tongue into her open mouth. Kara sucked it, then pushed her tongue against his. They stayed locked together for a few minutes, kissing and holding each other. My cock was already getting stiff. 

When they broke the kiss, they simply stared at each other, smiling at each other for a moment before Orion said, “Let’s get undressed.” 

“Yes, sir,” Kara said. 

My sexy wife turned toward the camera and pulled her shirt off, tossing it over her head to the floor. She didn’t have a bra on. Her pink nipples were hard. She unbuttoned her shorts next, those tight and tiny denim Daisy Dukes. She shoved them down her thighs, showing the camera that she wasn’t wearing any panties tonight. She kicked the shorts off, leaving her boots on, then she turned toward Orion. 

His big hands grabbed her bare ass, squeezing it and pulling her against him for another hot kiss. When they broke apart, Kara started undressing him, sliding his coat off his broad shoulders, then carefully unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off. Orion had a compact, muscular body. He looked so solid, like he was carved out of stone. 

Kara moaned softly and bit her lower lip as she unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, then unbuttoned them, letting them drop to the floor. He was tenting his black boxer shorts, already hard for Kara. 

His hands went to her bare breasts, gently feeling them first, then cupping them more firmly, then groping and squeezing them before pinching and tugging on her nipples. Kara reached into his boxer shorts. Handling his cock and slowly stroking it as they came together for another hot kiss. 

When they broke apart, Kara dropped to her knees in front of the black man. He looked down at her, smiling, knowing exactly what she was about to do. 

Kara hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxer shorts and slowly pulled them down, slowly giving the camera that big reveal. Orion’s cock popped free and Kara jerked her head back as it swung up, stiff and ready, long, thick, and dark, a fresh bead of precum oozing from the tip. Kara instantly grabbed it, wrapping her dainty white fingers around his big black shaft and slowly pumping it. Just like with the other black men, she was in awe for a moment, marveling at the size and hardness, then her head darted forward and she took one of Orion’s balls in her mouth, sucking and slurping on it as the black man moaned his pleasure. She let it pop from her mouth, then took the other one, giving it a good hard suck before letting it go, sticking her tongue out and sliding it right up the underside of his shaft, all the way to his tip where she lapped up that precum and swallowed it down. 

She started kissing his cock, all over the tip, then down the shaft and back up. She opened her lips and let him slide in, slowly taking more and more of him until her mouth was full. She closed her eyes, sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks, and moaned. 

MMMmmmm! 

She bobbed back and forth, going slow, moaning, closing her eyes like she was savoring a delicious dessert. She certainly never sucked my cock like that. Speaking of which, my cock was rock hard, tenting my pants already. Orion had even glanced over at me and grinned. He knew damn well I was turned on. He seemed to enjoy it in the most arrogant way. 

Orion put a big black hand on the back of my wife’s head, gripping her thick blonde hair and urging her to go deeper. She had almost half his cock in her mouth, but he wanted her to take more, and Kara wasn’t stopping him. And neither was I. 

She wrapped her hands around the backs of her thighs and really took him deep, almost every inch of his cock disappearing past her lips. She quickly jerked her head back, but his strong hand was there, urging her forward again. She took his length and sputtered, shutting her eyes as tears rolled down. She sputtered again, and went back and forth, gasping and gagging on his big black cock. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

She took him deep over and over, still sputtering and gagging, then he held her head, making her hold his big black cock down her throat for a few seconds before finally releasing her. She jerked back, then leaned her head down, still sputtering and gasping as spit and precum hung off her lips in long strands. She wiped her lips, then looked up at him with those big blue eyes, a smile on her face. 

Orion reached down, his hands under her arms, and pulled her up. He leaned forward and took a nipple in his mouth, sucking on it, then biting and pulling it with his teeth as Kara moaned. He did the same to her other nipple, then he glanced at our bed and smiled, “Is this where we’re doing it?” 

“Yes, sir,” Kara said. 

Orion looked over the camera at me. “In your bed, huh?” 

He turned his attention back to Kara as I burned with humiliation. He sat down on the bed, sliding back to my side, where I slept, and grabbed Kara by the hair again, getting her to suck his BBC. 

She took him in her mouth and started bobbing again, eagerly taking him so deep that she gagged and sputtered. While she sucked him, I had a perfect view of her pussy. Her delicate pink lips were shiny and wet. She was turned on and horny, just like me. Over Kara, I could see Orion smiling at the camera, or at me. 

Kara came up for air and Orion grabbed her tits, squeezing them and pinching her pink nipples. “You think you can ride this big black cock?” 

“I’d love to try,” Kara said. 

“Get on up there,” Orion said. “Face the camera, face your man while you ride my big black cock. Show him what your face looks like when you gettin’ satisfied. Really satisfied.” 

“Yes, sir,” Kara said, that big smile back on her beautiful face as she brushed her hair over, turned around towards me, and stood up on the bed, her feet on either side of Orion’s hips, his big black cock standing straight up, covered in Kara’s shiny spit, waiting for her pussy. 

She looked down, then bent her knees. “Here we go,” she said, almost giggling. She reached down and grabbed his cock with one hand, steadying it. With her other hand she spread her pussy. 

She sank down lower and lower until his swollen head was just fractions of an inch from touching her, then she looked up at the camera, a look of pure joy and excitement on her face as she sank down on him. He grabbed her hips, helping her slowly slide down his shaft. She shut her big blue eyes, her mouth forming a small o as she gasped sharply, that big black cock filling her tight pussy. 

“Oh yeah,” Orion groaned. “Oh fuck yeah, that’s a nice tight white pussy.” 

Kara continued to gasp as inch after inch of that huge dark cock slid into her pink. I felt my cock throb as I zoomed in, getting the perfect shot. 

“Ride that fuckin’ cock,” Orion said. 

Kara slowly started rocking back and forth, leaning forward and grabbing his legs, moaning louder and louder. 

“Ohhhhh! Oh God! Oh God! Yes! Yes! Yes!” Kara moaned. 

I already wanted to jerk off. This was Kara’s hottest scene yet. 

She went from rocking to sitting back and slowly bouncing, Orion’s big black hands circling her waist, supporting her as she bounced faster and faster, taking more and more of him, smacking down on his thighs and yelling for more. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YYYEEESSSS!” 

Kara fell back against him, quivering, arching her back, her chest rising. Orion grabbed her tits and squeezed. Her pussy gripped his black cock. She gasped, she couldn’t move for a moment, then she let out a wavering breath and started squirting, covering the bed and Orion’s legs with her juices.

“Oh my fucking God,” Kara said as she looked down at what she’d done.

Orion chuckled behind her. He was still groping her tits. 

Kara slid off his cock, then rolled over on top of him, eagerly kissing him again and really going at it. One of his hands slid down to her ass and gave it a hard squeeze before they broke the kiss and Kara climbed on top of him, facing him. 

She sank down on his cock much quicker this time, and he had both hands on her ass, gripping it as she rocked back and forth. 

“Get over here,” Orion said. “Don’t miss this.” 

I picked up the tripod, and walked over to get a profile shot of them as Kara rode his cock. He was driving his hips upwards as she came down, and they were going faster and faster, really fucking, really into it. I can’t even explain how hot it was. 

As they simultaneously grunted and groaned, my cock was continually throbbing, and I couldn’t take it a second longer. I jammed my hand down the front of my pants and gripped my stiff cock, pumping it wildly. 

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP! 

Precum slicked my cock and my hand, and I didn’t stop, even though I knew I was close. I kept my eyes on my wife, on her beautiful face as she sank down on that cock, on her hard nipples, on her hands gripping Orion’s muscular shoulders, on her tensing abs, and on her quivering pink pussy as that BBC stretched it. She was so beautiful I couldn’t look away, and when she saw what I was doing and grinned, my balls clenched. I blew my load, my cock pulsing and spurting hot streams of sticky cum into my boxers, shooting again and again, making me double over in euphoria as I exploded, gasping just like my wife, moaning like Orion, cumming in my pants, stroking it all out until I was done, until that sinking humiliating feeling filled me again. 

Kara was still riding him, bouncing harder than ever, getting loud, getting close to another orgasm. He was grunting and groaning as well, his big muscles flexing under his smooth dark skin. Then I remembered what I was doing tonight. And it was almost time. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YES! YES! YES! YES!” Kara screamed. 

“Oh fuck! Oh yeah! Fuck! Fuck!” Orion yelled. 

Kara sank down on him, her pussy quivering, her entire body tensing, then shaking. Orion let out a guttural roar, his legs and ass flexing. 

It was happening, he was cumming inside her, filling her pussy, making her gasp with each and every spurt from his big black cock. Lots of gasps. 

Then he groaned, leaned back, and put his hands behind his head. “Oh fuck yeah,” he said. He looked at me. “Your wife has got a damn fine pussy.” 

Kara giggled. “Ready, Henry?” 

“I guess so,” I said. 

She slowly slid off Orion and he quickly moved out from under her. I leaned forward, crawling up on the bed between my wife’s long smooth legs. I could already smell it, it was overpowering her sweet scent, his musky load. 

“Do it, sweetie,” Kara whispered. 

I glanced up at her beautiful face. She was watching so intently. For the first time tonight I had her complete attention. I had to do it. I leaned forward, put my lips against her pussy, slid my tongue between her folds, and collected my reward as a cuckold husband. Big warm gobs of Orion’s cum slid over my tongue, filling my mouth. I closed my lips at the bitter taste and I must’ve made a face. 

“Go on, swallow it,” Kara urged. 

Somehow I did it without coughing, then I felt Kara’s hand on the back of my head, urging me down for more. I put my mouth on her pussy again and probed it with my tongue, swallowing down more and more of Orion’s warm, bitter load. 

Behind me, I heard him chuckle, then speak to the camera, “And that folks, is another cuckold white husband for the record books.” 

I got up, wiping my mouth, and shut off the camera. 

“Wow,” Kara said. “That was so amazing.” 

“Thank you,” Orion said, proudly standing at the foot of our bed, still naked, his cock soft and dangling between his legs. 

“You were so good, Orion,” Kara said. “You did good too, Henry.” 

“Thanks,” I said, smiling a little. It was hard to smile, I could still taste that bitter cum, I really wanted some more of that bourbon right now. 

Orion gathered up his clothes and started getting dressed. “Glad to be of service to both of you. If you need me again you got my number.” 

“I sure do,” Kara said. 

He finished dressing and left, letting himself out and leaving us in the bedroom. 

“Henry,” Kara said. “That is going to be the hottest scene ever.” 

“Are you sure we should release it,” I said. 

“It’s exactly what the fans want. Release it tomorrow. I can’t wait to see the numbers.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

Kara and I both took showers, then she changed the sheets while I brushed my teeth, flossed, and gargled with mouthwash. 

When I got into bed with her she was naked. She wrapped her warm body around me, squeezing me. “I have the best husband ever,” she said, then she sighed and drifted off to sleep. I closed my eyes, the wild scenes from tonight continually running through my head. I was a cum eating cuckold. And just thinking about it made me hard. I finally drifted off a few hours later. 








  
  
  Success!

  
  




Forty-eight hours later I was sitting on the couch finishing off the last of the bourbon that Kara had brought home the night Orion Niblack visited. I shook my head as I looked at the screen of my laptop. I couldn’t believe it. 

Kara came in, perky and bright. She must’ve had a good day at the studio. 

“Kara,” I said. “You’re not going to believe this.” 

“What?” she said, walking over. 

She had on a pretty sundress today, it was yellow and looked short, sexy, and yet wholesome at the same time, and her cowboy boots made it even hotter. But my wife wasn’t a big country star. Nope, she had just become a big pornstar. 

“Look at this,” I said, putting the laptop on her lap as soon as she sat down next to me. 

I gave her a second to read it, and let it sink in. 

“No,” she finally said. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“I’ve never seen that many sales of anything. The money must be…” 

“Astronomical,” I said. 

“Oh my God!” She wrapped me up in a tight hug. “Henry, that’s like a year’s work.” 

“Yep,” I said, smiling. 

“This is so great,” Kara said. “But you know what we’ve gotta do?” 

“What?” I said, taking the laptop back. 

“We’ve gotta strike while the iron is hot,” Kara said. “Make hay while the sun is shining. Henry, we’ve gotta shoot more videos, more cuckold scenes, more cum-eating, and you know what I’ve always wanted to do?” 

“What?” 

“A gangbang,” Kara said. “A big black cock for every hole.” 

I sat there speechless. 

“What do you think?” Kara said. “Oh, I don’t need to ask,” she said, reaching down and squeezing my stiff cock through my pants. “Yep,” Kara said. “You’re gonna love it.” 

I sure was. 
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            Holly is the hottest babe Owen has ever seen. He is so lucky that he lives in the apartment next door, but he has never talked to her, and she has certainly never talked to him.

The blonde fitness influencer is way out of his league, and one day when she catches Owen and his friend gawking at her after a run it changes everything.

Holly knows all about guys like Owen, losers that are scared of girls. She takes full advantage of the fact that he is eager for any attention from a beauty like her.

First she makes him do yoga in a special outfit. Then there is the humiliating public game with Holly’s hot friend at the library. After that, Holly puts Owen through a workout he will never forget. And last but not least is a visit from the big black football star on campus.

It is a wild awakening for Owen as he finds out how much fun humiliation, sissification, and cuckolding can be.
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            Drew Green is on the cusp of doing something big.

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

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

But what if Jerrick Wayne does not sign his contract?

Drew could lose it all.

He can not have that. So he and his wife, Ashlynn, set out to convince Jerrick to sign by taking him out on a private yacht and offering him something he can not refuse.
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            Arnold has the opportunity of a lifetime. His hot blonde crush, Lily Parker, is right outside. Lounging by the pool in nothing but a skimpy little bikini.

Arnold has to ask her out. He has to summon the courage. He can do it.

But when finally joins Lily by the pool, a surprise next door interrupts them. A big black surprise.

Follow Arnold as he melts in Lily’s hands and is reformed into an obedient cuckold eager to please the girl of his dreams any way she commands.
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