
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      Cuckold Crush

      An Interracial Hotwife Cuckold Humiliation Story

    

    




      
        Francis Cuckold

      

    

    
      Hotwife Cuckold Press

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2017 by Francis Cuckold

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Also by Francis Cuckold:

      Cuckold 16 Story Bundle

      Cuckold 13 Story Bundle

      Conjugal Cuckold: The Complete Series

      Conjugal Cuckold Part 1

      Conjugal Cuckold Part 2

      Conjugal Cuckold Part 3

      My Wife & The Big Black Rapper: The Complete Series

      My Wife & The Big Black Rapper Part 1

      My Wife & The Big Black Rapper Part 2

      My Wife & The Big Black Rapper Part 3

      Cuckold 10 Story Bundle!

      5 Story Cuckold Bundle

      Cuckold Bundle (A Hotwife Cuckold Humiliation 5 Story Collection)

      Sharing Kylie

      My Wife & My big Black Boss

      My Wife & My Big Black Neighbor

      My Wife & The Big Black PI

      My Wife & the Big Black Stranger

      The Coach's Wife

      Traffic Stop Cuckold

      Cuckold Madness

      Husband Watches

      Watch Her

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          A little taste…

        

      

      
        
          Cuckold Crush

        

      

      
        
          Also by Francis Cuckold

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A little taste…

          

        

      

    

    
      Knocking twice, the assistant opened the door with a key and ushered us inside what looked to be a huge, dimly lit bedroom suite with a big sitting area, complete with sofa and chair.

      I nudged Madison and nodded towards the sofa. “Look it’s a casting couch. It looks just like a regular one.”

      Madison elbowed me in the ribs. And not playfully either.

      “Hello,” said a deep and familiar voice from the back corner of the room. I’d most recently heard the voice narrating a car commercial during a football game.

      He stood next to a corner bar fixing a drink. “I’m sorry for all the secrecy.”

      “No problem,” Madison squeaked. She pinched herself on the thigh, something she does when she’s nervous. She doesn’t think I notice but I always do.

      “Just breath,” I whispered into her shimmering hair as Derek Hamilton crossed the room to us.

      But even I thought he was a ridiculously handsome guy and felt a jolt of nervousness myself. He just exuded star power. He still looked the same as he did when he won those movie awards a few years back. Except he was much taller and broader in real life than he looked on TV.

      “Derek Hamilton. Pleasure to meet you.” He smiled at her, as he reached out his hand to Madison. She took it and he gently raised hers and bowed to kiss it.

      “Hi,” was all she could manage. She was completely star struck meeting her idol. Up close, even I could tell he was more handsome in person. Madison’s knees started to quiver and then it spread to her entire body. Damn, this guy could charm my pants off. It was a good thing Madison was wearing a dress.

      I stepped up to my wife’s side and shook hands with Derek, even as I steadied Madison. I was afraid she’d faint and flop to the floor and be taken out in an ambulance and ruin the rest of her life. And blame me for not catching her.

      As if he sensed her nervousness, or was used to that reaction from young ladies, Derek led her to the large, plush sofa and had her sit down. Right beside him.

      I took a seat in a big matching end chair. But I felt invisible since we shook hands and he took Madison over to sit.

      “Please don’t be nervous,” he said as he settled in next to her. “I know all this can be a bit much, but I’m just a regular guy.”

      Yeah, right. I’d seen this guy fight aliens and team up with other superheroes and jump cars over European canals. There was nothing even remotely “regular” about him.

      “I’m sorry,” Madison said. “I guess I just can’t believe I’m getting to meet a real live Hollywood movie star!” She was practically swooning. “And not just any star, but you, Mr. Hamilton!”

      “Oh please, just call me Derek,” he said with a smile and a laugh. His laugh came so naturally and was so perfect-sounding, I was sure he was acting. “Can I offer you a drink? Water or champagne perhaps?”

      I wanted some water but he didn’t appear to be asking me.

      “Champagne? How fancy!” Madison replied giddily, even though I was sure she’d had enough. Nothing like this had ever happened to us before, and I just knew she couldn’t wait to tell everyone back home about our special, private meeting with arguably the biggest actor in the world.

      After pouring her drink, Derek returned to the couch and sat next to her, even closer, if that was possible. They chatted like they had a lot in common for several minutes as the actor asked Madison questions about her favorite movies (conveniently all starring Derek Hamilton!), her home life (definitely not starring Derek Hamilton!), and her reasons for visiting New York (Wow, you won a contest and now you’re with Derek Hamilton!).

      They were hitting it off while I sat there like the invisible man. The Invisible Schmuck.

      “I have to tell you,” Derek said as he leaned in close to her. “I don’t normally invite fans back to my private room. But when I saw you, I just knew I had to meet you.”

      Bullshit.

      I had zero doubt that he had hotties lining up to join him in his “private” room every night.

      But Madison was getting sucked right in. He was pushing all her buttons. If I was smarter I should have been taking notes.

      She couldn’t control the blush that bloomed on her cheeks. Not only was she meeting her longtime celebrity crush, but he had noticed her. And with every long sip of her drink, she was visibly more relaxed.

      She must have felt my gaze because she looked over and we made eye contact. I couldn’t help but stare. Madison was displaying all the little signs of lust that should have been reserved for her husband.

      Derek obviously sensed her focus being divided. “Has anyone ever told you that you have the most beautiful eyes?” Madison’s blush intensified as she turned her eyes away from me.

      No point in wasting “the most beautiful eyes” on her husband.

      With an intimacy that he hadn’t earned, Derek gently turned her face back towards him. “Don’t turn away. I’m sorry if I embarrassed you. It’s just so hard for me to meet people, and you’re so beautiful…” Derek gently caressed her cheek as he looked into her eyes. Madison gasped as Derek leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers…
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* * *
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      It started as a joke.

      My wife, Madison, and I watched an old episode of Friends one night. The one where they talked about making a list of celebrities that a person could sleep with without his or her partner considering it cheating.

      Spoiler alert - Let me just tell you this up front: The show was funnier than watching my wife actually go through with it.

      So a couple of nights later, we were out with our real friends and the topic came up. We went around the table and had some good laughs. But what struck me most was Madison’s response.

      She had her list memorized. Like it was top of mind. Like she’d really put some thought into it. Like she was serious about it.

      Immediately I was suspicious. And jealous.

      How many nights had she fantasized about the men on her list? How many times, while we were doing it, had she replaced me, in her mind, with someone else she would rather have been with?

      It burned inside of me. I couldn’t get it out of my mind. The vision of some rich and famous guy using my wife for his temporary pleasure. And tossing her aside when he was done with her, just to leave me to clean up the mess.

      Madison’s always had a thing for this famous actor. You know who he is. A movie star. A big movie star. And I mean “BIG” in every way.

      But I never seriously worried about it. I’m sure lots of women fantasized about this particular actor. Besides, he’s black and Madison never really struck me as being into that sort of thing. She’s from a small town that, as far as I know, is almost totally white.

      Anyway, he’s a really good actor who’s been in some great movies and I just assumed Madison was just a fan of his work.

      Of course, I’m going to change his name in this story because I’m already humiliated enough without getting sued on top of it.

      The last thing I want at this point is to relive the whole episode in the tabloids. Or a courtroom. I could just imagine this actor, with that smug grin, staring at me in the courtroom as he detailed each and every thrust into Madison. Recalling how my wife threw herself at him and spread her legs for his amusement. Telling everyone how she moaned as he penetrated her deeper than her pathetic husband ever could.

      A lawsuit would mean all our friends, coworkers, neighbors and family would know that Madison got banged by another guy (a big black one, at that) while I watched. I could just picture Madison’s creepy uncle asking me about it over Thanksgiving dinner. “So Frank, is this turkey as big as that black cock that Madison fucked?”

      It was bad enough to relive the entire humiliating incident in private. Every night, tossing and turning in bed next to Madison, who slept soundly. She had no idea how much this tormented me. And apparently she didn’t care.

      Finally, in the depths of my nightly depression, I’d climb out of bed and tiptoe through the dark gloom of our bedroom. I’d slip out of the room, careful to ease the door closed behind me.

      Down the hallway to the guest bathroom I’d slink, hurrying to put out the fire of humiliation burning inside me.

      But not just shame.

      The truth was, just thinking about it turned me on. It turned me on so much I hardly watched any porn any more.

      With the door locked, I’d strip my boxers off. My pathetic little dick would already be standing at attention. My eyes would close and my mind would race with the images. The thought of her with him drove me wild.

      Frantic, my hand would stroke up and down my sorry shaft while Madison writhed naked with him. His hands explored my wife’s body even as he drilled his cock far inside her opening, dripping wet with the anticipation of him.

      My body would shudder as I pictured them together. As he came inside her, I came by myself, alone in the guest bathroom. Ashamed and humiliated all over again by my excitement at the whole thing, I’d clean up the mess and slink back to bed.

      Sometimes I’d be able to drift off to sleep. Sometimes not. Sometimes her past just wouldn’t let me go. It would force me to watch again and again. Force me to relive the moment in excruciating detail.
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* * *

      Madison had been on a hot streak for a few weeks. First she’d won a few hundred bucks with a lottery ticket. Then she won a year’s worth of Netflix from some website. And to top it off she won a big contest through the local radio station. She was the tenth caller and was one of those people that only called once and won. Before I knew it, Madison and I were whisked away to New York City, with two tickets to the Grammy Awards at Radio City Music Hall.

      It was a little bittersweet for me. I loved the lottery money and the free Netflix. And the free trip to New York City was great and all, especially since we’d never been there before. But I was missing out on a big week of fishing back home.

      Madison blew up on me when I mentioned the fishing. She said stuff like I was ruining it for her and how we always did what I wanted and never did what she wanted. Which was total BS, by the way.

      But it was the worst fight we’d ever had. Which was kind of ironic since winning the trip was one of the best things that ever happened to us. It git so bad she actually left home and stayed with her parents for a couple of nights.

      Those two nights alone in the house scared the crap out of me. I’d seen how some guys fell apart after their wives left and I didn’t want the same to happen to me. After the fight I realized I needed to be more aware of her wants and needs.

      I hardly slept at all during those two nights. It was so awful I drove like a maniac over to her parents’ place and apologized and literally begged her to come back.

      As her parents looked on, it was the most humiliating moment of my life.

      Up to that point, anyway.
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* * *

      As soon as we stepped inside the lobby of the Atlantic Hotel just off Times Square, I knew we were in a different world. “Oh look,” Madison said as she all but pointed at one famous face after another. And not just musicians. There were Olympic athletes, social media influencers and actors, too.

      I rolled my eyes every time. But I was careful not to let her see. Those two nights without her definitely left a mark. If celebrities turned her on, I wouldn’t stop her.

      Madison was always more interested in celebrities than I could ever be. She probably got it from her mother, who had a collection of Princess Diana memorabilia. Come to think of it, her dad had a crap-load of Dale Earnhardt and other Nascar stuff in his home office too.

      Madison’s mania manifested itself in several ways, from US Weekly and other magazines to TMZ, that always seemed harmless enough to me.

      Maybe I should have paid better attention.
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* * *

      When we got to our room, I couldn’t believe how nice it was. We never had the type of money to blow on a fancy Manhattan hotel room for five nights. Like a little kid, I couldn’t wait to look out over the New York skyline. But when I pulled the curtains back on the floor to ceiling windows I was more than a little disappointed. The view was blocked by other big buildings and even the roofs of the smaller ones looked like crap, littered with water towers and air conditioning units.

      I felt a little deflated, so when Madison suggested we go down to the lobby and check things out, I passed. The flight and stress of the airports had wiped me out so I planned to take a nap.

      Madison just shrugged and gave me a peck on the cheek as she ran out the door.

      As I tried to sleep I couldn’t get the sounds of the city out of my head. Even with the thick window glass I could still hear the incessant beeping from thirty stories down.

      At some point, though, I must have drifted off.

      And before I knew it someone jumped into the bed with me. It was dark and I was disoriented. “Hey!” I yelled, like I was getting mugged in bed.

      “Guess what?” Madison was jumping on the bed like a little kid. It annoyed the shit out of me.

      “What?” I turned on the light. My wife was beaming.

      “Guess who I met?”

      I had no idea but she was even more excited than she was when she won the trip. “Who?”

      At this point, my mind raced with possibilities. Not that there were many. I quickly ran down the likeliest names and really expected she’d met somebody from home. A coincidence, sure, but hardly something to jump on the bed over.

      “Derek Hamilton.” (Not, repeat, not, his real name.)

      “Who? The actor?”

      Madison grabbed my shirt collar in both fists like she was going to rough me up if I didn’t give her my lunch money. “Yes, the actor,” she said, mimicking me and making me sound like a dumbass. “But not just any actor. Just my favorite actor of all time.”

      I was pretty sure Meryl Streep or Sally Field was her favorite but I quickly decided not to argue that particular point.

      “Okay,” I said. “That’s great.” But Madison’s hurt look told me my tone did not reflect my words. So I put my hand on hers and said, “No, really. Good for you.”

      And that was all it took to get her beaming again. “He invited me to a party.” Madison was literally squirming with delight.

      I sat up in the bed. “He invited you to a party?”

      “Well, not just me. Us.”

      “He invited us to a party?” Maybe I was still a little groggy from my nap, but I had a hard time envisioning a big time Hollywood star inviting me, some rube from flyover country, to some exclusive party. “Are you sure? What did he say, exactly?”

      Madison turned away and appeared to swallow hard as she climbed off the bed. It was a look I’d seen from her before, usually when she tells me about some cockamamie idea she had. Most of her ideas crumble pretty quickly in the face of questioning by a reliable skeptic — me.

      Madison went to look out our window at the “view,” so I couldn’t see her face when she answered. “Actually I didn’t speak to him. Not directly.”

      Already this whole deal seemed fishy to me. My wife was a small town girl-next-door type who wasn’t used to some of the underhandedness that fast talking shysters might employ when they caught sight of a pretty woman. “Then who asked you to this party?” I used air quotes around the word “party.” Madison hated when I did that.

      She spun around from the window and threw her hands up in the air like I was driving her crazy — which I surely was. “His assistant. Okay? Are you happy now?”

      I was, actually, but I said, “No.” I stood up and grabbed her as she tried to get past me to the bathroom. “I just think we need to be careful.”

      She tried to wiggle out of my arms but I pulled her close and she stopped. “If you say we’re country mice again, I swear I will pop you,” she said.

      “We’re not country mice,” I said. “But you’re a country mouse. I’m more like a country lion.”

      She punched me and I fell back on the bed like she was Rocky Balboa. She jumped on top of me and pinned me to the bed. “Even though it was his assistant, I saw Derek himself tell the assistant to come over to me and ask.”

      “Well, sure he did. Why wouldn’t he? You’re the prettiest girl in this city by a mile. I guess he just didn’t see your wedding ring. Maybe I should have gotten a bigger one.”

      “Oh, stop,” she said. “I told him I was with my husband but we’re both big fans and he said to bring you along if I wanted.”

      I rolled us over so I was on top and I pinned her to the bed. “Well, yeehaw! These country mice are going to a big Hollywood party! In New York.”

      What could go wrong?
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* * *

      Derek Hamilton was Madison’s not-so-secret celebrity crush. Back in college she actually had several posters of him plastered to the walls of her dorm room. When I think back on those early days in our relationship, I could now see hints that I should have picked up on back then.

      When we would have sex in her dorm room, she often liked to be on top. Back then I was so happy to be getting anything, I never realized she was probably staring at the poster of a shirtless Derek while she was riding me.

      It was hard to blame her. Lord knows I had my celebrity fantasies too. The problem was I doubted any of mine would be inclined to invite me to a party at a swanky New York hotel. But if I ever got the chance I probably would have been at least as excited as Madison.

      Madison insisted we go shopping so she could have something special to wear to the party. Our little adventure got off to an inauspicious start when I stepped of the curb in front of the hotel and nearly got creamed by a guy on a bike.

      Luckily Madison pulled me back and the worst thing that happened was the faint cry of “Asshole” as the bicycle enthusiast sped away.

      Madison dragged me into a store that was mobbed with pretty young women. I’d never seen so many gorgeous girls in one place. It was like I was in the middle of a modeling school field trip.

      Madison had me sit by the dressing rooms while she tried on different dresses. Each one seemed more revealing than the last. But I kept my mouth shut. The parade of scantily clad knockouts in and out of the dressing rooms ensured I was in no hurry.

      She finally picked one out and damn if Madison wasn’t the sexiest woman in that store though. It was an extremely low cut black dress that hugged her body in all the right places.

      But she wasn’t satisfied when I told her it was, “Nice.”

      She got on her phone and called one of her girlfriends back home. After she filled her friend in on her big news, she had me take pictures of her in the dress so she could get a real opinion.

      Her best girlfriend’s voice was so shrill and loud I heard it without the phone being in speaker mode. “Not even Derek Hamilton could ignore you in that dress!” Her girlfriend had said with a whistle when she saw the picture.

      Not exactly what I wanted to hear.
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* * *

      A few hours later we were at the party. It was in a big penthouse suite on the top floor of the hotel. It was bigger than our whole place back home. And it needed to be because it was crowded.

      All those sexy girls from the store seemed to have made it up to the party. There were easily far fewer guys than girls and even some of the guys were obviously security.

      Madison and I stood in the foyer and took in the scene. It impressed the hell out of me but I made sure not to let my wife know. Not that she seemed to care what I thought.

      “Nice place, huh? I guess we’re not in Kansas anymore, right?” I elbowed Madison, trying to knock the scowl off her face.

      Madison was pissed. Not sure what she expected. Maybe that it would be more intimate? Maybe just her and Derek?

      So far, there was no sign of the big star. Just his groupies.

      Madison gave me a look — she was in no mood for me and my lame ass attempts to make her laugh.

      We grabbed a couple of drinks and lingered around the outside of the party. Neither of us felt the least bit comfortable. But as the drinks settled a sense of calm fell over me even as Madison started loosening up.

      The music was not something we usually listened to. Heavy, thumping bass. Felt like my teeth were rattling. But Madison was definitely digging it. Her hips started swaying and the rest of her was not far behind.

      Part of me was crazy for alcohol-lubed Madison. That Madison was a lot of fun. Crazy fun. She changed from a straight laced housewife into a freak. In that state she had a boldness to her that could take a man’s breath away. At least that’s the effect it had on me.

      But Madison wasn’t focused on me at that party. She was out for something bigger. Something she wanted long before I came into the picture.

      Just then, the atmosphere in the suite changed. I noticed the brows creased on the security guys. Something was up.

      A side door opened on the far side of the main living room. A ripple of excitement spread through the crowd and over to us. Somebody came out of the room but we couldn’t see who it was.

      I leaned over to ask my wife if she could see anything but she was already moving.

      Madison had pushed her way to the front of the group, leaving me behind in her bid to meet her favorite actor. She’d been scanning the room for nearly the entire time we were there and had known just when to make her move.

      I stood on my tiptoes and caught a glimpse of him. A bolt of recognition hit me. The face was so familiar from all the movies, gossip pages and interviews. And my wife’s old posters.

      I suddenly felt out of place standing by myself at the back of the room. Every glance in my direction made me feel like I didn’t belong. Like I was some perv lurking around all the women. While Madison was next to me, I was okay. Like she was my ticket into the party. Which she totally was. So before security hauled me away, I squeezed through the crowd to catch up to my wife.

      Madison didn’t even acknowledge my presence as I came up behind her. At least not until I placed my hand possessively on her backside. That’s when she acknowledged me by pushing my arm away, while she stared at the object of her lust only a few feet away.

      Standing with an assistant, Derek seemed annoyed by the shrieks and camera flashes from the group. Giving the fans a quick smile and a wave, he turned around to walk back through the doorway from whence he came.

      But before he did, he paused just outside the threshold. He looked right at Madison and I swore they made eye contact. It was like a physical force as Madison actually backed up against me. Like he was so powerful just his look forced her to step back.

      And for that moment it was like time stopped. A thrill of excitement shot through me. My wife was so beautiful even a guy used to seeing attractive women all day every day could see at a glance Madison was something special. I was happy for Madison. Even if the party was a disappointment and she never got to actually talk to him, she could remember that single moment.

      And maybe afterwards we could relive those moments back in her dorm room. Only I would be playing the role of Derek Hamilton.

      Derek whispered something into the ear of the assistant even as he stared at Madison. The assistant nodded and glanced over at us too. Then, just like that, they disappeared back into the adjoining room and a security guy closed the door.

      So much for that.
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* * *

      The tension in the room dissolved away into excited chattering. Dozens of individual conversations about the appearance of the big star. It was impossible to decipher any one of them but I got the gist of several: Who would he pick?

      Madison, at least turned around to face me, but still didn’t look at me. Her eyes darted around the room at the other girls. Like they were in a contest and she was sizing up her competitors.

      I gazed around too and realized something. Virtually every girl in the place had a definite big city, glossy, fashion model look to them. Like they photoshopped themselves before they walked into the party.

      Except for Madison. My wife stood out in a crowd of dazzling beauties for one thing: she looked real. A natural beauty.

      For the first time in a long time I struggled for something to say to my wife. “What kind of guy barely shows up for his own party?”

      Madison’s head snapped back to me. She grabbed my arm and hissed at me. “Don’t embarrass me.”

      So I kept my mouth shut. We just stood there like we were waiting for the subway or something. Killing time. And for what?

      I was ready to go and I could feel Madison’s mood slipping. She must have been disappointed that her idol really hadn’t noticed her.

      Besides I was eager to get her back down to our room and get her out of that expensive dress. Show her there was a least one guy in the big city that appreciated how awesome she looked.

      “Excuse me, miss?”

      Out of seemingly nowhere, Derek’s assistant magically appeared at Madison’s side. Creepy little fucker.

      “Me?” she asked, looking around for anyone else he may be referring to, even as she squeezed my forearm. Just like she did when she found out she won the trip.

      “Yes, you,” he said, his voice dripping with impatience. “Mr. Hamilton doesn’t like to meet with fans in large groups, but wanted to invite you to his for a private meet and greet.”

      “He does?” Madison squealed, irritating me with her enthusiasm.

      “Yes, I can take you now if you’d like,” he said, casting a look at some of the other willing young ladies. The implication was clear to me so I’m quite sure it wasn’t lost on Madison.

      Come now or he’ll move on to the next girl.

      Madison bladed her body so I wasn’t completely blocked off from the exchange. “What about my husband?”

      The creepy assistant sighed dramatically. This guy should have been on a stage dressed like a cat or something a few blocks away. “If he must, your husband can,” he said with a sneer as he eyed me up and down, “tag along.”

      Madison looked at me and squeezed my arm again. She had to do that a lot during this “party.” My arm was going to be sore. Shrugging, she turned back to the assistant.

      “Okay! Let’s go,” she said brightly. Like a tourist getting on the ferry to see the Statue of Liberty. Unfortunately, I wasn’t as thrilled. It seemed a little fishy.

      The assistant huffed, turned and motioned for us to follow. Instead of going through the door Derek disappeared into he led us down a hallway and through a labyrinth of twists, turns, and doors before finally arriving at another closed, and apparently locked, door. A grim faced security goon stood next to the door. His eyes darted at clothing but lingered more on my wife than on me.

      Knocking twice, the assistant opened the door with a key and ushered us inside what looked to be a huge, dimly lit bedroom suite with a big sitting area, complete with sofa and chair.

      I nudged Madison and nodded towards the sofa. “Look it’s a casting couch. It looks just like a regular one.”

      Madison elbowed me in the ribs. And not playfully either.

      “Hello,” said a deep and familiar voice from the back corner of the room. I’d most recently heard the voice narrating a car commercial during a football game.

      He stood next to a corner bar fixing a drink. “I’m sorry for all the secrecy.”

      “No problem,” Madison squeaked. She pinched herself on the thigh, something she does when she’s nervous. She doesn’t think I notice but I always do.

      “Just breath,” I whispered into her shimmering hair as Derek Hamilton crossed the room to us.

      But even I thought he was a ridiculously handsome guy and felt a jolt of nervousness myself. He just exuded star power. He still looked the same as he did when he won those movie awards a few years back. Except he was much taller and broader in real life than he looked on TV.

      “Derek Hamilton. Pleasure to meet you.” He smiled at her, as he reached out his hand to Madison. She took it and he gently raised hers and bowed to kiss it.

      “Hi,” was all she could manage. She was completely star struck meeting her idol. Up close, even I could tell he was more handsome in person. Madison’s knees started to quiver and then it spread to her entire body. Damn, this guy could charm my pants off. It was a good thing Madison was wearing a dress.

      I stepped up to my wife’s side and shook hands with Derek, even as I steadied Madison. I was afraid she’d faint and flop to the floor and be taken out in an ambulance and ruin the rest of her life. And blame me for not catching her.

      As if he sensed her nervousness, or was used to that reaction from young ladies, Derek led her to the large, plush sofa and had her sit down. Right beside him.

      I took a seat in a big matching end chair. But I felt invisible since we shook hands and he took Madison over to sit.

      “Please don’t be nervous,” he said as he settled in next to her. “I know all this can be a bit much, but I’m just a regular guy.”

      Yeah, right. I’d seen this guy fight aliens and team up with other superheroes and jump cars over European canals. There was nothing even remotely “regular” about him.

      “I’m sorry,” Madison said. “I guess I just can’t believe I’m getting to meet a real live Hollywood movie star!” She was practically swooning. “And not just any star, but you, Mr. Hamilton!”

      “Oh please, just call me Derek,” he said with a smile and a laugh. His laugh came so naturally and was so perfect-sounding, I was sure he was acting. “Can I offer you a drink? Water or champagne perhaps?”

      I wanted some water but he didn’t appear to be asking me.

      “Champagne? How fancy!” Madison replied giddily, even though I was sure she’d had enough. Nothing like this had ever happened to us before, and I just knew she couldn’t wait to tell everyone back home about our special, private meeting with arguably the biggest actor in the world.

      After pouring her drink, Derek returned to the couch and sat next to her, even closer, if that was possible. They chatted like they had a lot in common for several minutes as the actor asked Madison questions about her favorite movies (conveniently all starring Derek Hamilton!), her home life (definitely not starring Derek Hamilton!), and her reasons for visiting New York (Wow, you won a contest and now you’re with Derek Hamilton!).

      They were hitting it off while I sat there like the invisible man. The Invisible Schmuck.

      “I have to tell you,” Derek said as he leaned in close to her. “I don’t normally invite fans back to my private room. But when I saw you, I just knew I had to meet you.”

      Bullshit.

      I had zero doubt that he had hotties lining up to join him in his “private” room every night.

      But Madison was getting sucked right in. He was pushing all her buttons. If I was smarter I should have been taking notes.

      She couldn’t control the blush that bloomed on her cheeks. Not only was she meeting her longtime celebrity crush, but he had noticed her. And with every long sip of her drink, she was visibly more relaxed.

      She must have felt my gaze because she looked over and we made eye contact. I couldn’t help but stare. Madison was displaying all the little signs of lust that should have been reserved for her husband.

      Derek obviously sensed her focus being divided. “Has anyone ever told you that you have the most beautiful eyes?” Madison’s blush intensified as she turned her eyes away from me.

      No point in wasting “the most beautiful eyes” on her husband.

      With an intimacy that he hadn’t earned, Derek gently turned her face back towards him. “Don’t turn away. I’m sorry if I embarrassed you. It’s just so hard for me to meet people, and you’re so beautiful…” Derek gently caressed her cheek as he looked into her eyes. Madison gasped as Derek leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers.

      That was it! It was going too far!

      I had to do something but I couldn’t. I was paralyzed. Unable to move and unwilling to stop watching as another guy moved in on my wife.

      The kiss started innocently enough, but the passion intensified. Soon Derek had his hands tangled in Madison’s hair as their tongues fought each other.

      Like we used to kiss.

      And Madison was no longer passive. She kissed him as enthusiastically as he kissed her. She even swung herself into Derek’s lap, straddling his hips without breaking their kiss.

      There was a noticeable bulge in his pants. And he wasn’t alone. Out of nowhere, I was hard too. I reached down and pretended I was just adjusting myself. But nobody was watching me.

      From her new position, Madison had to feel Derek’s increasing arousal. Derek moaned loudly as she ground herself against him, rubbing his hands up her sides and onto her breasts.

      As Derek squeezed and caressed her breasts, Madison reached down and began to tug on the waistband of Derek’s khakis.

      He pulled away from her, breaking their passionate kiss. “Are you sure you want to?” he asked her with a nod over to me. “Especially with your husband here?”

      “Yes,” Madison answered firmly, without so much as looking at me. “My husband understands.”

      “Really?” Derek didn’t look like he believed her. That made two of us.

      “Do you guys have an open relationship or something?”

      “No,” Madison said. “Nothing like that. You were just on my list.”

      “List?”

      Madison smiled at him. “You know. My list of celebrities I could, you know, be with, if I ever got the chance.” Madison looked over at me, almost like she was daring me to say something. “Besides he has his own list.”

      Yeah, right. My list. We’ll be having sex with robots in space before I ever even got within a hundred yards of anyone on my list.

      My bitterness didn’t alleviate the throbbing in my crotch.

      Derek’s full attention was back on my wife. “Where was I on this list?”

      “Oh, you were number one.” She giggled.

      It was sickening.

      Apparently satisfied with her answer, Derek easily lifted her up as if she were no heavier than a bag of People’s Choice Awards. He placed her in a kneeling position on the sofa. She braced herself with her arms on the back of the couch as he slowly traced his hand up her thighs pushing her tight skirt up as he went.

      That’s when I noticed my sweet, innocent little wife wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy formed a perfectly neat triangle of hair. And Derek cocked his head to admire it.

      That was her plan all along. She didn’t just want to meet the big star. She actually wanted his meat. And I was too much of a dumbass to piece it together before my wife exposed herself to him.

      Madison gasped as he reached between her thighs. She made no attempt to stop him as he brushed his thumb over her clit, causing her to shudder and let out a deep moan.

      Derek responded enthusiastically to her show of pleasure, kissing the side of her neck as he quickly raised the short hemline of her dress up and over her hips. She raised her arms and he yanked the dress up and off of her and tossed it aside.

      Her heavy breasts jiggled for a second. The nipples pink and hard. He grabbed two greedy handfuls and lowered his mouth to suck on them as Madison arched her back.

      Madison unbuttoned his shirt and I had to look away for a moment as his pants dropped to the floor. When I looked back up I saw his big black cock, fully erect and directly in front of my wife’s face.

      Madison’s eyes widened at the size of it. It was too big to be real. Like it was a movie prop or special effect or something.

      But the next thing I knew she took it into her mouth. It broke my heart a little because she hated giving blowjobs. To me anyway. She didn’t seem to mind sucking this rich and famous stranger’s cock though.

      Derek positioned himself between her legs, and in one deep thrust he was inside her. She yelped in pain and I expected her to make him stop. He was too big for her.

      But that didn’t happen.

      In seconds she was screaming in pleasure as he began to move. Much slower. Easing his shaft in and out of her. Deeper than she’d ever been penetrated before. Derek continued to kiss and nip at her neck and shoulders while he massaged her bare breasts.

      Finding a rhythm, Madison moved her hips in time with Derek’s thrusts. Derek pounded her harder and faster. The only sounds they made were moans of pleasure and enjoyment.

      Derek’s breathing began to quicken as he drew closer and closer to his climax. Reaching between Madison’s legs, he placed his palm over her pubic mound and once again used his thumb to massage her clit while he continued to thrust into her.

      “Oh, fuck! Don’t stop!” she managed to gasp out between moans. I’d never heard my pretty little wife say such nasty things.

      “Finish with me,” Derek said into her ear, but loud enough for me to hear. She was going to cum for him, which she never did with me.

      The pace of their movements increased until with a final cry of “Yes!” from Madison, the pair climaxed. Together.

      After pumping every last drop into her, he removed himself from my wife. Her cunt gaped open and her skin glistened with perspiration.

      He helped her sit back up on the couch. Her hair was all tousled and she looked kind of dazed. Like she had an out of body experience.

      Unfortunately, it was in-body experience — one that I could never match.

      Derek hastily grabbed his clothes and scooped her dress off the floor. He handed it to her and said, “That was incredible. But I think you should go now – I’ve got some things I need to attend to.”

      With that dismissal, he disappeared through another door. Madison and I were left there by ourselves in dreadful silence.

      Madison avoided making eye contact with me but I wasn’t that eager either. I tried to think of something to say but nothing came. So I just watched her out of the corner of my eyes as she wriggled her little black dress on.

      Between her thighs, I saw a trickle of white — a souvenir from her celebrity encounter in New York City. Fuck. Amy and I were trying to have a baby and I thought she’d stopped taking the pill. If she had a black baby in nine months, we’d have to leave town.

      Madison muttered a curse as she looked down the front of her body. She’d put the dress on backwards. We looked at each other and actually managed to laugh.

      But it felt a little forced.

      I helped her take the dress off again and just as she was naked Derek’s creepy assistant appeared almost out of thin air again. He just crossed his arms and watched as Madison struggled to get the dress back on without revealing everything to yet another stranger.

      Finally she got it on right and the assistant swooped right in helping an unsteady Madison to her feet. It didn’t feel like he was helping her as much as he wanted us out of there as quickly as possible.

      Ushering us out of the suite, the assistant led us past a line of beautiful young women. Many of them glared at Madison and her tousled, just-fucked hair. I’m pretty sure I experienced my first walk of shame.

      “Next,” the assistant mumbled to a grinning security guard as he deposited us into a waiting elevator.
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* * *

      We made it back to our room without speaking.

      My mind raced though. Two competing thoughts fought for my attention. Shame and humiliation versus total lust.

      As horrified as I was that my wife just got fucked by another guy — a big, black, famous one that was on TV literally every day -  Every time we saw him we would be reminded of what he did with Madison - I was also extremely turned on.

      And going down in that elevator, she looked so hot I just had to have her. The presence of the security cameras was the only thing that prevented me from taking her right there.

      As soon as the hotel room door closed, I scooped up my wife and carried her to the big bed.

      “What are you doing?”

      “What do you think?”

      I ripped the dress off her and my own clothes followed. I climbed on my wife, who welcomed me by spreading her legs for me. The memory of Madison being fucked just minutes earlier had me so hard, I didn’t care about sloppy seconds or anything else.

      Except that I loved her.

      And I was curious about her next celebrity crush.
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* * *
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* * *

      Thanks for reading!

      For more stories like this check out Cuckold 16 Story Bundle…
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