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    Humiliated Cuckold 
 
      
 
    Paul Garmond was a busy man. 
 
    Which is why, a couple of days before his fifth wedding anniversary, he had a very elegant solution about what to get his wife. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t have time to go shopping,” he barked into his cell phone, in the First Class Club Lounge at the airport. “Just take my credit card and get whatever you want. I’ll be back for our anniversary and you can show me then.” 
 
    If Paul was honest with himself, the response he got from the other end of the line was somewhat underwhelming. His beautiful wife, Alyssa, didn’t seem to appreciate the freedom to buy whatever she wanted with Paul’s not inconsiderable wealth. 
 
    “You don’t need to get me anything expensive or fancy,” she replied down the phone. “Just pick something out yourself. Just something to show you care.” 
 
    “Of course I care,” Paul rolled his eyes, checking the gate to see if his flight was boarding. “I care so much, I’m letting you get whatever you want.” 
 
    There was a ‘hurumph’ down the line – but Paul barely registered it. 
 
    “Fine,” Alyssa hissed. “I’ll see you this weekend.” 
 
    “Okay, whatever,” Paul was already pressing the disconnect button. “My plane’s boarding. Got to go. Smooches!” And then he hung up. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The truth be told, Paul didn’t know what his wife expected. 
 
    At 31 – ten years younger than him – she had more than anybody could expect. A huge house on Long Island, a brand-new Lexus SUV, walk-in wardrobes full of designer clothes and she didn't even have to work. 
 
    Sure, some had accused her of being a ‘trophy wife’ and just marrying him for money – but Paul knew different. They’d been very much in love when they walked down the aisle five years ago. It wasn’t his fault that his business had become wildly successful in that time – and that these days, he spent more nights in five star hotels than at home. 
 
    “Why can’t you just stay home more?” Alyssa would demand; and Paul would roll his eyes. 
 
    “Do you think I could afford all this if I stayed home?” 
 
    “I don’t need all this,” Alyssa would reply. “I’d live in a shitty bungalow and drive a ten-year-old Honda if it meant I got to spend more time with you.” 
 
    And Paul knew she meant it – but he’d come too far to give up on his own dreams now. A short, stocky, balding little man, Paul had spent his entire life trying to overcome the odds – the ridicule of his classmates at school, and the lecturers at college who scoffed at the chubby kid from Queens who paid his own tuition with money he made flipping burgers.  
 
    “You’ve got a chip on your shoulder,” they’d tell him. “What are you trying to prove, little man?”  
 
    But all those insults just fuelled his dreams. All those prom-date snubs from the pretty girls, and all the times he was passed over for a sport on the sports team, or a scholarship, or a promotion.  
 
    Paul Garmond swallowed those down and kept on plugging away – and now, years later, he was the richest one in his graduating class; with a beautiful wife, a beautiful house and a big, fat bank balance to prove it. 
 
    He’d come out on top in life – and so what if he’d only seen his wife three times this month? So what if they’d only had sex once during the past three months (and it had lasted seconds)? She knew he loved her – she had all the love his money could buy – what more could she want? 
 
    And that’s what he told himself every night, as he fell asleep in a succession of big, comfortable, luxurious – but empty – hotel beds. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A couple of days later, on their fifth wedding anniversary, Paul was dropped off at his house by a luxurious limousine; and watched the driver heft his luggage into through the front door. 
 
    The big house was cool and empty; decorated in a minimalist style that Paul had paid a designer thousands to complete. 
 
    “Honey?” He called, his voice echoing up the marble staircase. “Are you home?” 
 
    Eventually, after lingering seconds, Alyssa’s voice called down: “I am, honey! Wait a moment.” 
 
    And then she appeared at the top of the stairs. 
 
    Paul caught his breath as he looked up at her. Even after five years of marriage, he still considered her the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. 
 
    She was lean and tanned and toned, with long curls of beautiful blonde hair and a perfect nose that turned up cutely at the end. She was dressed in a tightly fitted purple velour tracksuit that hugged every curve of her body; and it was unzipped at the front, to emphasize her 34DD silicone breasts. 
 
    She looked like a cross between a porn star and a first lady; and she turned heads wherever she went. Paul wasn’t as much in love with how she looked, but how everybody else looked at her.  
 
    Not that all that beauty hadn’t come at a cost. 
 
    When Paul and Alyssa had first met, she was a different woman – fifty pounds heavier, with long black hair and a small, but perfectly-formed chest. He’d thought she was beautiful – really, stunningly, naturally beautiful – but it never mattered what other people thought, did it? 
 
    As Paul became more successful, he figured he ought to have the trappings that demonstrated that success. So in addition to the immense Long Island mansion and garage full of Porches and BMWs, he’d invested thousands in Alyssa. 
 
    He’d paid for a personal trainer, for tanning sessions, for professional hair care to give her locks their honey-blonde hue - plus a new nose and silicone breasts courtesy of the best plastic surgeons money could buy. 
 
    Of course, she loved the makeover. Or, at least, he was sure she’d tell him she did, if he’d ever asked her. She’d gone along with it easily enough; and the result was the gorgeous woman standing at the top of the stairs, welcoming Paul home. 
 
    “Darling,” she smiled, as she gracefully stepped down each marble stair. “It’s so lovely to see you.” She gave him an air-kiss on the cheek as they hugged. “I have a surprise for you upstairs.” 
 
    “Oh, do you now?” Paul grinned. It had been weeks since the last time they’d had sex; and she’d just laid there like a starfish. Perhaps he could expect something a little more exciting now it was their anniversary. “Let me have a shower first.” 
 
    “Of course, of course,” Alyssa kissed him on the cheek. “Go and have a shower. I’ll bring you up a Scotch and then I’ll show you your surprise.” 
 
    Paul saw an exciting glimmer in her eye as Alyssa said this, and his cock throbbed at the unspoken promise of an “anniversary gift” worth remembering. 
 
    As the limo drove away, Paul plodded up the steps to their immense master bedroom and carefully unbuttoned and folded up his expensive Brooks Brother’s suit. Then, naked, the stocky man padded into the bathroom and turned on the six powerful jets of their walk-in “wetroom” shower. 
 
    He lathered himself luxuriously; feeling the tension of travel and work wash off him. The powerful jets of water massaged his aching muscles. The soap made his skin smooth and soft. 
 
    “Honey?” There was a rattle at the door. It was Alyssa, clutching a tumbler brimming with 18-year-old Glenmorangie. “Here’s your whiskey.” She winked at him through the steamy glass door. “I’ll be waiting in the bedroom for when you’re out.” 
 
    Paul grinned eagerly. Between his legs, his stubby cock swelled at the thought of what awaited him. 
 
    Nevertheless, he still took his time; enjoying the high pressure water and high quality toiletries that he missed at even the more luxurious hotels he seemed to spend the majority of his life in. Only after he was thoroughly washed up – as pink and glistening as a roasted ham – did the stocky husband wrap himself in a bathrobe and pad barefoot into the bedroom. 
 
    And when he was there, his jaw dropped. 
 
    His beautiful wife Alyssa lay luxuriously on their enormous bed, wearing a delicious black and purple teddy and gorgeous lace-trimmed thong panties. With her slim, tanned body and long blonde hair, she looked like something out of a porn film; and beneath his robe, Paul instantly grew hard. 
 
    “Hi, Baby,” Alyssa purred from the bed. “I’ve missed you.” 
 
    “And I’ve missed you,” Paul stepped forward, reaching for the tie of his bathrobe. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t, sweetie,” Alyssa held up her hand. “You stay right there.” She winked at him. “I’ve got something special planned for tonight.”  
 
    “Oh, do you now?” Paul grinned. 
 
    “Yes,” Alyssa sat up in the bed – her enormous breasts threatening to spill out of the teddy she barely wore. “Why don’t you take a seat there,” she indicated the dresser chair by the bed, “take a sip of your drink and listen.” 
 
    Intrigued, Paul did as he was told. He settled into the hard wooden chair and gulped down two mouthfuls of his Scotch. It burned deliciously on the way down. 
 
    “I’ve been so lonely without you,” Alyssa purred, and she sat up on the bed and swivelled, so her legs were pointing at Paul. “I haven’t known what to do with myself at night.” She bit her bottom lip – and looked so fucking hot doing it.  
 
    Painstakingly slowly, Alyssa hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong panties and pulled them down over her hips. She had to lift her taut little bottom to let the lace slip over the globes of her ass. 
 
    “Sometimes, I get so horny, baby,” she purred. “Sometimes I can’t help myself, and I do this.” And then, with a flick of her ankle, she sent her panties flying across the room and landing on Paul’s head. 
 
    The stocky husband grinned eagerly. He pulled the panties off his head and gave them a sniff. They smelt musky – it made his cock swell. 
 
    Eagerly, he watched as Alyssa spread her legs and exposed her bare pussy to him – a tight and hairless little slit he’d paid considerable money to have electrolysis on. Still biting her lip, Alyssa gazed into Paul’s eyes and began to pleasure herself with her fingers. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she licked her lips. “Sometimes I just get so lonely. I just wish you were here to touch me, and kiss me, and make me feel good.” Her delicately manicured fingers slid between the dewy lips of her pussy, and she began to rub her clit. “Ohhh,” she gasped, breath getting ragged. “How I miss how it was back in the old days, when we used to make love all the time.” 
 
    Paul felt a tinge of guilt at that comment. Back when they were first married – when he drove a five year old Chevy and she still had black hair and natural boobs – they found time to have sex almost every night. Now – despite her looking like a carefully crafted porn star – they were lucky to do it once a month. 
 
    “Drink up,” Alyssa insisted. “Watch me.” 
 
    So Paul eagerly drained his Scotch and watched as Alyssa closed her eyes and continued pleasuring herself. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she moaned, lifting one hand to squeeze one of her big breasts through her lace teddy. “I’ve laid awake wishing it was a tongue making me feel like this, instead of my fingers…” Her naked hips bucked. She rubbed faster. “Oh, baby…” 
 
    And then she came. 
 
    Paul’s eyes grew wide as he watched Alyssa finger herself to climax just a few feet from him. 
 
    Paul watched her arch her back, and moan in ecstasy. Then, as she came floating back down to earth, he watched his beautiful wife lift her fingers from between her legs and show them to him; they came away glistening. 
 
    “Here,” she scooted over the bed, until she was sitting on the edge. “Smell it.” She offered him her fingers. 
 
    Paul looked at her slender, elegantly-manicured fingers; glistening with her wetness. His nostrils filled with the smell of her cunt. It made his cock throb.  
 
    Alyssa then looked up, and locked eyes with her husband. She leaned forward; running her hands under his robe until they encountered the bare flesh of his thighs. 
 
    “So, baby,” she murmured, her voice making his cock swell. “You told me I could have anything I wanted for our anniversary.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Paul nodded. “Anything.”  
 
    “Well,” she smiled like a naughty schoolgirl. “This is what I picked out for myself.” And then she pulled her hands from Paul’s thighs, swivelled around towards the bedroom door and clapped her hands together. 
 
    The bedroom door swung open. 
 
    Paul’s eyes grew wide. 
 
    Stepping through the bedroom door was a towering, naked black man. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For a second, Paul could say nothing. 
 
    He just blinked; utterly astonished. 
 
    A stranger had just entered his bedroom. A naked stranger – skin the color of dark chocolate, and shaven head skimming the top of the doorframe. He must have been six and a half feet tall. 
 
    “This,” Alyssa turned back to Paul and smiled wickedly, “is my anniversary present. Meet Trevor.” 
 
    Paul’s mouth opened and closed, like a fishes – but no words came out. 
 
    Trevor was the most magnificent man he’d ever laid eyes on – with a body like a sculpted African warrior. Enormous shoulders, a broad, hairless chest and abs you could play like a xylophone. Every inch of his incredible physique was gleaming with oil; and it made his rippling muscles glimmer in the soft light of their bedroom. 
 
    But what was truly magnificent about him, Paul realized, was what hung from between Trevor’s sculpted, muscular thighs. He was swinging a thick, black cock as thick and veiny as one of Paul’s own forearms. 
 
    “W-what is the meaning of this?” Paul stammered. He turned desperately to Alyssa. “Is this some kind of sick joke?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” his wife purred, leaning back on the bed. “Far from it. You told me I could get anything I wanted for our anniversary.” She jerked her thumb in the direction of Trevor. “That’s what I want.” 
 
    “Y-you mean to say..?” Paul’s bottom lip was wobbling. 
 
    “I have been an utterly loyal wife to you these past five years,” Alyssa growled. “I haven’t so much as looked at another man. And how have you rewarded me?” She swept her hands up and down her body. “You’ve primped and preened me until I look like a porn star – but I spend almost every night of our marriage alone and lonely in our bed.”  
 
    Her eyes narrowed dangerously. 
 
    “And when we do have sex? Once a month or so?” Her mouth was a thin line. “I’ve had more meaningful encounters sitting on the washing machine during its spin cycle.” She shook her head. “You make me feel like a piece of meat, Paul. Like something warm and wet to stick your pathetic little dick into when you can’t be assed to masturbate.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “How dare you,” he spat. 
 
    He made a move to stand and slap her; but something crazy happened. As soon as he lurched out of his chair, his legs gave out from under him; sending him crashing to the floor. 
 
    He lay sprawled on the carpet, head spinning. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Alyssa peered down at her husband with a wry smile. “I thought you might react this way – so I took the liberty of putting a little something in your drink to help you relax.” She turned to the handsome black man standing behind the bed. “Trevor? Could you help Paul back into his seat, please?” 
 
    Paul tried to struggle, but it was as if he wasn’t driving his own body any more. All he could do was sway left and right as Trevor came padding across the carpet towards him. 
 
    A moment later, the immense black man was towering over his. 
 
    Paul whimpered. 
 
    “There, there, dear,” Alyssa said soothingly. “Let’s get you nice and comfortable and we’ll continue.” 
 
    Paul groaned as Trevor bent down and looped powerful arms under Paul’s armpits. The feeble husband was hauled upright, and dumped unceremoniously back into his chair. 
 
    “Here,” Alyssa indicated the tie to Paul’s robe. “Strap him in with that. We don’t want Husband Dear sliding out of his seat during the middle of the show.” 
 
    With a flash of bright, white teeth, Trevor pulled the tie from Paul’s robe and then looped it around his stocky torso; tightening it and tying it behind the chair’s back. 
 
    A moment later, the dazed and disorientated Paul was tied securely to the chair. 
 
    “Y-you,” he slurred, “you won’t get away with this, you bitch.” He shook his head, trying to clear it. “I’ll divorce you and leave you on the street.” Drool dripped from the corner of his mouth. “I made you, you whore. I can tear you down just as…” 
 
    Slap! 
 
    The sound of Alyssa’s palm striking Paul’s cheek rang throughout the room. 
 
    “How dare you,” she spat. “I am not a whore.” She turned to Trevor and squeezed the big, black man’s hand. “In fact, for all the five years we’ve been married, I’ve not so much as done this,” she held up their connected hands, “with another man.” 
 
    And then she leaned forward, and smiled wickedly. 
 
    “But all that’s going to change tonight…” 
 
    “Y-you bitch…” Paul groaned. 
 
    “Ha!” Alyssa stood up. “Before you get so high and mighty, husband dear, let me talk about what’s going to happen tonight, and why you’re going to sit there like a good little boy and like it.” 
 
    She stood next to Trevor; the contrast of her tanned, white skin against his chocolate complexion was dramatic.  
 
    “In a few minutes, I’m going to drag this lovely, handsome man onto the bed and you’re going to watch us fuck our brains out,” she purred.  
 
    As she did so, she ran her fingers down Trevor’s washboard abs until they met the thick, flaccid length of his cock. She reached underneath his impressive meat, to the black man’s heavy, egg-sized balls. Gently, she began to massage them. 
 
    “You’re going to watch it, and you’re going to like it,” Alyssa purred. “I haven’t been with another man – a real man – in so many years.” She reached up on tiptoes and wetly kissed Trevor on his thick lips. “This is going to be the best anniversary present I could have hoped for.” 
 
    Paul struggled to speak. “I’m gonna…” drool started running down his chin. “…divorce…” 
 
    “Oh,” Alyssa bit her lip. “The ‘d’ word? So soon?” She winked. “Honey, before you consider that – let me tell you a few things…” 
 
     She released Trevor’s enormous balls, and took a step towards Paul. 
 
    “I’m here on my own all day, every day,” Alyssa purred. “You’ve left me utterly neglected, so I’ve had to think of a few ways to entertain myself.”  
 
    The beautiful wife turned her head and blew Trevor a kiss. 
 
    “I could have just done the normal frustrated housewife thing, and started fucking my personal trainer.” She blinked, turning back to Paul. “Oh, Trevor’s my personal trainer, by the way. In case you were wondering how we met.” 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and peered at Paul knowingly. 
 
    “That’s what I should have been doing,” she purred, “but instead I was a good wifey, and I collected your mail and I took your calls and you know what?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “I found out a few things.” 
 
    From the dresser drawer, the beautiful wife pulled out a manila folder. 
 
    “Like these bank accounts in Bermuda,” she explained. “I’m sure the IRS would be very interested to learn about those. And these emails between you and a certain congressman – the one who passed that bill which got you that big government contract. I’m sure Fox News would be excited to see those.” 
 
    Paul turned pale. 
 
    “Honey, you might have died my hair blonde and pressured me into getting these big, fake boobs – but I’m not dumb.” Alyssa threw a curl of hair over her shoulder. “I’ve collected enough dirty laundry on you to put you out on the street – or behind bars.” 
 
    It wasn’t a bluff. The stuff about the offshore accounts and the pliant congressmen were proof of that. If Alyssa knew a quarter of the dirty stuff Paul had been involved in – had to be involved in, to make it this far – she had him over a metaphorical barrel. 
 
    “When I spoke to you last week,” his wife continued, “and you told me to buy my own fucking anniversary present, I was tempted to walk out.” She sneered: “I was all set to talk to my divorce lawyer and use this stuff to blackmail you into a settlement your grandkids will be paying me – if you ever get around to having any.” 
 
    Then her features softened. 
 
    “But then, you know what? I figured: Why?” 
 
    She gestured around the room. 
 
    “I mean, why go anywhere? I’ve got a beautiful house, beautiful clothes, I don’t have to work and you’re barely even here to get under my feet.” She turned to Paul and blew him a kiss. “In some ways, you’re the perfect husband.” 
 
    But then her smile grew narrow. 
 
    “But I have needs. And unless you want me to call us the IRS and rat you out like the worthless little tax cheat you are, you’re going to respect my needs from this point on.” 
 
    She stood up; looking magnificent in her lace teddy. Hands on her shoulders, she towered over Paul. 
 
    “My first need is to get fucked,” she hissed. “I’m a fucking beautiful woman, in the prime of my life. I deserve more than once-a-month fumblings that don’t even last as long as the commercial break.”  
 
    She leaned towards Paul and warned: “From now on, I’m going to fuck who I want, when I want – and you’re going to like it.” 
 
    She peered down menacingly at her husband. 
 
    “Do we have a deal?” 
 
    Paul looked up miserably. He realized he had no choice – that his neglect of Alyssa had positioned her to take his entire business – his entire life – into the palm of her hand. 
 
    “Y-yes,” he nodded. 
 
    “Good,” Alyssa purred. “Now be a good boy and watch.” 
 
    And with that, she turned to Trevor, and licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You are a fucking beautiful man,” Alyssa breathed, as she stepped up to Trevor and pressed her palms against his broad, hairless chest. She turned to Paul. “Isn’t he a beautiful man?” 
 
    Trevor said nothing. He just leaned down to kiss her. 
 
    Their lips touched, and Alyssa melted. She devoured him; kissing the gorgeous black man aggressively; and eagerly accepting his lips and tongue. 
 
    For lingering moments, they made out; kissing passionately, like high schoolers in the back of a car. The wet sound of their lips working against each other echoed around the room; and Trevor’s soft, but impressive cock started to swell in response. 
 
    Eventually – lips puffy and glistening – Alyssa tore her mouth away and turned to her husband. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me,” she groaned. “He’s such a good kisser.” She turned back and pressed her lips against Trevor’s for another round of kissing, and then reluctantly pulled away again. “I can’t even remember the last time I kissed another man.” She turned to Paul. “You don’t even kiss me anymore. When was the last time we made out?” 
 
    She turned back to Trevor. 
 
    “Oh, God – I love making out with you.” 
 
    The powerful black man pushed her onto the bed, and Alyssa flopped down willingly onto the covers. A moment later, Trevor was on top of her; crushing her into the covers with his powerful, glistening body and kissing her passionately and aggressively. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” Alyssa groaned, at one of the moments their lips parted. “I have missed this.” And then her long, tanned legs curled around one of Trevor’s massive thighs and she began humping his leg. 
 
    Paul whimpered, watching his wife get ravished by another man. 
 
    After more time spent kissing, Trevor pulled away, gazing down at his willing lover with a smile. 
 
    With big hands, he gripped the material of her lace teddy – and pulled. 
 
    Riiiip! The fabric tore down the middle, and Alyssa’s beautiful body was exposed. 
 
    “Oh, God, yes,” she groaned, and pulled Trevor back down, until he placed his lips against Alyssa’s slender throat and started kissing. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she groaned, closing her eyes. “That’s so good.” 
 
    Trevor planted wet kisses down her throat, and then across her collarbone, and finally between her breasts. He took a moment there to kiss her massive, silicone-enhanced boobs; sucking each pert, pink nipple into his mouth. 
 
    But then he started placing kisses on her body again; down her sternum, and across her taut, flat belly. 
 
    Alyssa shuddered as Trevor adjusted his weight, kneeling between her thighs. With his big, brown hands, he grasped her thighs and spread them softly. 
 
    Alyssa bit her bottom lip as she felt cool air on her now-exposed pussy. 
 
    Then the cool air was replaced by hot breath, as Trevor lowered his head and kissed her directly on her quivering, glistening pussy. 
 
    “Oh, shiiiit.” She came immediately; like a bomb going off. Then that spasming continued as the beautiful wife left Trevor’s thick, wet tongue part the lips of her pussy and circle her throbbing clit. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Alyssa’s head flopped to one side, so she could look at Paul. “He’s eating me out, honey.” She shuddered, and gripped her boobs with her hands. “He’s licking my pussy, baby – and it feels so good.” 
 
    Alyssa’s back arched as Trevor pleasured her. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she groaned. “Why didn’t you ever do this, Paul?” She hissed aggressively at her husband. “In all the five years we’ve been married, you never once went down on me.” 
 
    Paul just gulped, dry-mouthed. 
 
    It was an incredible sight. His gorgeous wife, splayed out on the bed, with an incredibly-muscular black man’s face buried beneath her thighs. 
 
    The sound of his wet slurps echoed through the bedroom. He was kneeling, and from between his legs Paul could see his massive erection bobbing up and down. 
 
    He was disgusted, of course. He was angry, and furious, and humiliated… 
 
    But it was also one of the most erotic sights he’d ever witnessed; like a real-life version of those x-rated pay-per-view videos he’d order in the hotel rooms he stayed in. 
 
    “Oh, shit, Paul,” Alyssa was moaning. “He’s going to make me cum, baby. He’s going to… Oh….” And then she came, on Trevor’s tongue. 
 
    Back arching, Paul’s beautiful wife climaxed in front of him; writhing and moaning like a wanton whore, as a virtual stranger feasted on her hairless pussy. 
 
    And Trevor kept licking as Alyssa came; driving her pleasure to a ridiculous peak; until she cried out for mercy and she had to push his head away. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” the beautiful blonde lay sprawled on the bed, chest heaving. “Oh my God, that was incredible.” She lifted her head, and saw Trevor poised above her. The handsome black man’s chin and lips were glistening with her juices. 
 
    “Lie back,” she ordered, and still panting from her orgasm, Alyssa struggled to sit up. 
 
    The gorgeous housewife turned to her husband as she crawled, naked, onto her hands and knees. 
 
    “I think he deserves something for that,” she purred. Then she indicated Trevor’s enormous penis – rock hard, and rearing from between his legs like a veiny tower. “Don’t you think he deserves something for that?” 
 
    Paul whimpered. 
 
    Trevor’s penis was absurdly big. It made his pale, pathetic cock seem miniscule in comparison. Up until now, his rage had been against his wife cheating on him, and letting another man touch her sexually. Now? He was feeling something else entirely. 
 
    Alyssa crawled to where Trevor was lying, and reached out to curl her fingers around his massive shaft. She started stroking it; her tiny hand pale and small in comparison. 
 
    “I can barely get my fingers around it,” she purred, turning to look teasingly at Paul. “Can you see that? My hand barely goes all the way around.” 
 
    Oh, God, thought Paul. She was going to fuck that thing. Trevor was going to ruin her. 
 
    Paul thought immediately of his own stubby little dick – which was, incidentally, standing firmly to attention beneath his robe. After being fucked by Trevor, she’d barely even feel Paul’s pathetic little cock. 
 
    In the blink of an eye, he’d gone from furious to desperate; wracked by incredible inadequacy.  
 
    “Oh, baby, look at this,” Alyssa purred, stroking Trevor’s huge cock. “Isn’t it big? Isn’t it beautiful?” With one hand, she massaged his massive, egg-sized balls. With the other, she stroked his cock until little beads of pre-cum started forming on the tip. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Paul’s gorgeous wife purred. “I want to lick it. Shall I lick it?” 
 
    And then, looking Paul right in the eye, she stretched out her tongue and licked the bead of pre-cum straight off the tip. 
 
    Trevor nearly jumped off the bed; his hips jerking at the soft, wet sensation of Alyssa’s tongue against his cock. 
 
    “Uh, uh,” she warned, pushing the handsome black man back onto the bed. “I’m not nearly done with you yet.” And then, still staring at her husband, she opened her mouth and enveloped the top of Trevor’s cock. 
 
    Paul’s eyes grew wide. 
 
    There was his beautiful wife – his innocent little flower – with a big, black cock in her mouth. 
 
    The tip of Trevor’s cock was nearly too big for her to cram between her lips, but Alyssa persevered. She choked a little, and saliva started drooling out of her mouth as she bobbed her head up and down on Trevor’s shaft. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” the beautiful blonde eventually admitted, as she pulled her mouth away to catch her breath. “I can barely fit that in my mouth.” She wiped saliva from her chin. “I guess I was out of practice, only sucking your pathetic little cock.” 
 
    And while the words stung, Paul’s cock throbbed at the mention. 
 
    “I’m going to have to practice,” Alyssa licked her lips. “I’m going to have to do this a lot more before I’m any good at it.” She turned her head. “Hey, Trevor! Do you mind if I do this a lot more with you?” 
 
    There was an affirmative groan of pleasure from Trevor, which Paul could only assume was a “hell, yes!” 
 
    “Good,” Alyssa turned to Paul. “Let’s see how I do now.” And with that, she started sucking again. 
 
    God, it was incredible – watching this tiny, tanned white wife suck such a massive black cock. It was obscene – the sort of thing Paul had seen in porn films on the Internet, or on pay-per-view. Now it was happening in real life – just a few feet from him. 
 
    And, worst of all, it was happening with his wife. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Alyssa groaned, lifting her head from Trevor’s cock one more time. Long strands of saliva peeled away with her; connecting her lips to his glistening cock. “This tastes so good.” She looked up at Paul. “You should really taste it. It tastes amazing.”  
 
    And then a wicked glint appeared in her eyes.   
 
    “Aww, shit. Why don’t you?” 
 
    And to Paul’s horror, his beautiful wife climbed up, off the bed, and over to where he was sitting. 
 
    She sat down, straddling him. Paul looked up, still too groggy to move. 
 
    “Aww, baby,” Alyssa wiggled her hips. “I can feel your little dick, hard as a rock down there.” She winked. “Is this turning you on?” 
 
    And then she kissed him. 
 
    Her lips wet and dripping with saliva – her breath salty with the flavour of Trevor’s pre-cum – she kissed him. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Paul struggled. “Mmmmmm!”  
 
    But then he surrendered, and let his wife make out with him. 
 
    Her lips were soft and sensuous, as he remembered them. But there was something about the wet smoothness, and the musky scent of Trevor’s cock, that was different. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Alyssa pulled her mouth away. “I felt you throb then, baby,” She stood up, and peeled back Paul’s robe. “Look at your little dick, standing to attention there!” She reached down and touched it, and Paul thought he’d cum right then and there. “Oh, fuck, baby,” Alyssa cooed. “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed Paul wetly on the lips. 
 
    “If you liked that, you’re going to love this.” 
 
    And with that, she crawled back onto the bed, and flopped onto her back. 
 
    “Come here, lover boy,” she ordered; and Trevor clambered up. 
 
    The black man’s cock was straining and hard; glistening with Alyssa’s saliva. It looked like a mahogany baseball bat; gleaming in the soft light of the bedroom. 
 
    “C’mon, baby,” Alyssa demanded, lying back and spreading her legs. “Come to me.” 
 
    Trevor didn’t need much encouragement. Crawling on his hands and knees, he climbed between Alyssa’s spread-eagled thighs and started making out with her again. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she reached down between them, and her slender fingers curled around the shaft of Trevor’s massive cock. “Get closer. C’mon.”  
 
    Trevor nodded, shuffling forward and positioning himself at the entrance to Alyssa’s pussy. 
 
    She turned her head and smiled at her husband. 
 
    “You’re the only man I’ve ever slept with, Paul,” she cooed. “I think it’s about time I found out what a real cock feels like.” And with that, she turned to Trevor and slid her hands down his back, until they cupped his muscular buttocks. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she ordered. 
 
    And Trevor did. 
 
    The head of his gleaming cock was already nestled in the folds of Alyssa’s glistening pussy. With a prod, her pussy opened up like a blossoming flower, and accepted him. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she threw back her head. “It’s so fucking big!” But that didn’t stop Trevor as he sunk his cock inch-after-inch inside of her. 
 
    Paul’s eyes widened. 
 
    His wife was tiny. How could her body even accept all that hard, veiny meat? 
 
    But it did. Inch after inch of Trevor’s cock opened her up until he’d sunk balls-deep inside Paul’s wife. 
 
    “Oh, Jesus,” Alyssa was gasping. “It’s like there’s a fucking iron bar inside of me.” She turned her head and looked at Paul. “It feels so fucking good, honey.” And then Trevor began to thrust, and the next noises out of her mouth weren’t even words. 
 
    Trevor fucked Alyssa with slow, even strokes – pulling his immense shaft out of her tight depths almost to the tip, and then plunging back inside of her again. 
 
    “Oh, God, it’s amazing,” Alyssa groaned. “It feels so good.” She turned to Paul again. “Is this what I’ve been missing all these years?” She laughed. “Compared to Trevor, I could barely feel your pathetic little dick.” 
 
    Trevor hunched his back and started pounding Alyssa hard and fast. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and urged him on.  
 
    “Fuck me! Yes! That’s right!” She slid her hands down Trevor’s back and dug her nails into his tight backside. “C’mon, you fucking beautiful man. Fuck me!” 
 
    And Trevor did as instructed. 
 
    The bed creaked as it rocked back and forth. The headboard banged against the wall. Alyssa’s breath grew louder and more ragged. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she started moaning. “That’s the spot! That’s it! Keep doing that!” And then she lifted her head, dug her teeth into Trevor’s shoulder and cried out: “I’m cumming!”  
 
    Alyssa’s orgasm was long and intense, and she clung to Trevor like a limpet. He never stopped fucking her, though – the sound of their hips making a fleshy slapping noise as they pounded together, and each thrust driving Alyssa’s orgasm longer and harder. 
 
    Eventually, the beautiful blond wife flopped back onto the bed; her body glistening in sweat. 
 
    “I-I can’t take any more,” she ordered. “Do me from behind.” 
 
    Trevor nodded. 
 
    With a wet ‘slurp’ he knelt up; his rock-hard, gleaming cock sliding from Alyssa’s tight, wet cunt. 
 
    Gasping for breath, the beautiful wife rolled over and hauled herself onto her elbows and knees. She lifted her pert little ass in the air; like a horny bunny ready for mounting. 
 
    Trevor crawled behind her, and grabbed her tan hips in his big, black hands. 
 
    Grasping the root of his dick, he aimed the tip between the folds of Alyssa’s dripping pussy, and slid his cock up and down a little to tease her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me,” she demanded, wiggling her bottom at him. “Fuck me, please.”  
 
    Chuckling, Trevor did as instructed. He pushed his hips forward and Alyssa’s pussy eagerly swallowed his incredibly long shaft. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” the beautiful wife turned her head to look at Paul, even as her whole body was rocked back and forth by Trevor’s thrusts. “This feels amazing. He’s getting me from a whole other angle.” The wet slapping of Trevor’s hips against Alyssa’s ass echoed through the room. “This must be what they call the g-spot.” 
 
    For a while, Paul just sat and watched the wildly erotic sight of his beautiful wife getting pounded, hard, from behind. Again, it was like something out of a porno – except this time his gorgeous wife was playing the starring role. 
 
    “Oh, shit, he’s getting bigger,” Alyssa told her husband, as her hands balled into fists and she gripped the covers for support. “I think he’s about to cum.” She looked over her shoulder. “Are you about to cum, baby?” 
 
    Trevor nodded. 
 
    Alyssa turned back to Paul and bit her bottom lip, like a naughty schoolgirl. 
 
    “I’ve been bad,” she told him. “You and I so rarely have sex, I stopped taking the pill.” She humped her ass back against Trevor’s thrusts. “In fact, I think I’m at the fertile part of my cycle right now.” 
 
    She was really thrusting back now; fucking him as much as Trevor was fucking her. 
 
    “If I let this big, black stud blow his load in me, you know what that might mean, right?” She wiggled her hips provocatively. “I know we never talked about having kids, but this might be when that decision gets made for us.” 
 
    Paul struggled to get free, but his body still wasn’t responding. 
 
    Was she serious? As if fucking some black stranger wasn’t bad enough, she was now going to risk getting knocked up by him? 
 
    “Oh, shit, I can feel it building,” Alyssa groaned. “He’s going to cum in me any second. You don’t want me to get pregnant, do you?” 
 
    Paul whimpered. 
 
    “I didn’t think so,” Alyssa purred. “So here’s what we do. The moment he’s cum in me?” She narrowed her eyes and smiled. “You’re going to have to eat it out.” 
 
    Paul’s heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “Get ready,” she ordered. “Here it comes.” 
 
    And it did. 
 
    Burying himself up to the balls in the wet, willing wife, Trevor came. 
 
    With a groan, he felt his egg-sized balls contract and hot, powerful spurts of cum jet deep inside Alyssa’s fertile body.  
 
    “Oh, shit,” she groaned. “I can feel it!” She closed her eyes and came, loudly and spontaneously, at the sensation of being filled with warm, wet seed. 
 
    Trevor stayed buried in Paul’s wife until his balls were well and truly emptied, and then he reluctantly pulled his cock from her tightness. It slithered out inch by inch like a glistening snake; and when it finally flopped free, it was followed by a deluge of cum which ran like a creamy river down Alyssa’s thighs. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Alyssa panicked, rolling onto her back. “You’d better come over here, Paul.” When she saw he could barely move, she snapped at Trevor: “Get him over here.” 
 
    Nodding, the sweaty black man climbed off the bed, untied Paul and hefted him up. 
 
    A moment later, the woozy businessman found himself on his knees, between Alyssa’s legs. 
 
    “Here,” she was scooting her hips up, and as Paul raised his head, he found himself staring right at Alyssa’s hairless, freshly-fucked pussy. “You gotta eat it out of me, baby,” she ordered. “Every drop. You don’t want me getting pregnant, do you?” 
 
    And Paul didn’t. He really didn’t. He had enough of a hard time explaining to his parents that he and Alyssa weren’t ready for kids yet. He’d dread a conversation in which he had to explain that not only had they changed their minds, but their first baby was going to be brown. 
 
    So gulping, Paul peered down at Alyssa’s cum-filled snatch and sought the courage to do what had to be done. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Alyssa groaned, throwing her head back as she felt Paul’s lips and tongue on her pussy. “That’s the stuff!” She felt his tongue lick her cleft. “Damn, why did you never do this to me before?” 
 
    But Paul wasn’t focused on pleasure. He was concentrating on cleaning his wife’s pussy. Drools of cum were already rolling down between her taut butt cheeks; and the first thing Paul did was extended his tongue and lick the rivulets of cum clean up. 
 
    They tasted salty and strong; far more so than the one or two occasions in his life when he’d tasted his own cum (c’mon. Every guy gets curious.) 
 
    Next, Paul sucked at Alyssa’s pussy; and was rewarded with stringy globs of cum, which he eagerly sucked into his mouth and forced himself to swallow. Then, finally, after cleaning every fold of her pussy, his lips and tongue lifted to pay attention to her clit. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” Alyssa flopped on the bed like a fish out of water. “That’s the stuff.” She looked up at Trevor, who was now sitting idle on the bed. “Hey, big boy – can you be a darling and give my husband his reward for this?” 
 
    Trevor nodded. 
 
    Moments later, Paul felt a shadow fall across him. There he was, on his hands and knees, devouring his wife’s pussy – when suddenly, Trevor was towering over him. 
 
    To his shock, horror and (he was shameful to admit) arousal, he suddenly felt Trevor’s hands on his body. 
 
    The big, black man’s hand reached between his buttocks to squeeze his balls, and then stroke the tiny shaft of his rock-hard cock. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Paul groaned, as Trevor started to stroke him off. “Mmmm!” 
 
    But the crowning moment came when Trevor’s other hand cupped one of Paul’s buttocks. The husband’s eyebrows raised as he heard Trevor slurp and lick one of his big, black fingers – and then Paul felt it pressed against the wrinkled starfish of his ass. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Alyssa was lying on the covers, watching Trevor molest her husband. “That’s fucking good.”  
 
    And it was – because within minutes, Trevor was sliding his finger into Paul’s tightly-clenched ass and the humiliated husband was, instantly, spurting hot wetness onto the carpet beneath him. 
 
    He carried on licking – driving Alyssa to a fourth and final orgasm as he did so – but the damage was done. Within the blink of an eye, he’d gone from a jet-setting alpha male to a cuckolded sex toy – good only for Alyssa and her lover’s enjoyment. 
 
    And the weirdest thing? As Paul slumped into the wet spot he’d just created on the covers, he realized he didn’t hate that idea. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thank you for reading this book! 
 
    I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it (which was a lot!) And if you didn’t, please get in contact with me and tell me what you didn’t like - I’m always grateful to get feedback on how I can make my work better! 
 
    If you’re interested in reading more, check out my author profile on Amazon – or follow me on the social media channels below. I’m always eager to hear from my readers, and in return I’ll be sure to let you know when my stories are available for a free download, and post a ton of other cool, fun and sexy stuff. 
 
    I look forward to hearing from you! And thanks again! 
 
    Love, kisses and other indoor sports, 
 
      
 
    Ruby Beauvoir 
 
    New York, 2019 
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