

Stripped And Humiliated In Front Of Her Friends 

(Cuckolded By My Wife's Black Boyfriend)

              Chapter 1:

              The cold pierced my body. I was naked except for a thin pair of boxer briefs, helpless against the elements. But that wasn't the only thing I was vulnerable to. My wife had blindfolded me and handcuffed my wrists, forcing me to obey her every demand. There was no way I could fight back.

              Things had started out fairly normal. We'd met a long time ago. I had been infatuated by my wife while she was indifferent to me. Still, I'd somehow been able to win her over in the end. After years of wasting away in the friendzone, listening to her complaining about all the asshole guys who had fucked her and then walked out, I finally got my chance. 

              When we started going out she told me that she needed to take things slow. After all the guys who'd savaged her and came inside her on the first date, she wanted to hold off on sex. I obliged. It was the chivalrous thing to do after all. After two months of expensive dinners and weekend vacations she was finally ready.

              There was only one problem...

              Before we could actually do anything, she decided to change her mind. “No sex before marriage,” she said. “You're a special guy and I want to savor our first time. Those other guys were different, how I let them do anything to my body. You're going to have to marry me if you ever want us to have sex.”

              I was a nice guy and didn't want to hurt her feelings. “Of course I'll do that,” I promised.

              Some time later we were married. 

              On our wedding night I could hardly contain myself. I was so excited to finally sleep with my new wife. Up until then we hadn't even seen each other naked.

              My wife laid in bed as I began to strip down. Once I was naked she started laughing.

              “Oh my god! I can't believe how small your dick is! I'm married to a useless loser,” she exclaimed. “Put that away, it's not going to do anything for me.”

              I'd always known that I wasn't the biggest guy around, but this was crazy. I'd held out for so long and now she was telling me that we'd never have sex.

              “Uh,” I stammered. “We're never doing anything now?”

              “I didn't say that,” she snapped. “I'll give you a handjob tomorrow, but you're going to have to do something for me.”

              I was desperate and willing to do whatever it took. “Alright, what do you want?”

              “You're going to help me find a real man who can fuck me right. If you do this I'll give that pathetic shrimp of yours a tug once or twice a month.”

              How could I argue with that? The occasional release was still better than nothing at all. “Alright,” I meekly whispered.

              The next afternoon I found my wife a new lover. His name was Jerome and he emailed me a whole set of pictures, most of which showed his massive black cock. My wife took a look and told me that he was hung like a “real man.”

              “Do I get my handjob now?”

              She scoffed. “Not yet. Why would I play with something that small and worthless before getting manhandled by a big black stud. In fact, I think I'm going to make you wait until after the baby shower.”

              “The what?” She wasn't pregnant so I had no idea what my wife was talking about. Did one of her friends have a kid on the way?

              “We're going to have a party this afternoon. All my friends are going to be there. And they're going to watch Jerome fuck me and knock me up. Then everyone is going to know what a sniveling little sissy you are. With your tiny dick, unfit to please women. The most you'll ever be good for is raising another man's kid while he fucks your wife every night.

              “Bu- bu- bu,” I shuddered, trying to find the appropriate response.

              “B-b-b-but what?” She mocked. “Don't worry, my friend's have known about this since we got engaged. Did you really think I'd ever fuck you? Oh, and they'll all chipped in to get you a few gifts at our shower. I think you'll like them.”

              I didn't know what to do. Instinctively I just obeyed. It was no use fighting now. All I could do was wait. Maybe this was all just some kind of elaborate hoax. It was unlikely, but there was a chance.

              “Take off your clothes and put this on, my wife pulled a tiny pair of thin boxer briefs from her pocket.”

              I began to strip down. Taking my clothes off before her caused me to feel powerless and weak. As I stood there naked she began to laugh again.

              “Wait until the girls see just how small you really are. And they thought their husbands were bad.”

              I quickly struggled into the underwear I'd been given. It was so small and skin tight that nothing was concealed. All my wife's friends were going to see the outline of my dick. I just hoped they'd be polite and wouldn't laugh too much.

              “Good work slave. Now stand here for a moment, I'm going to get the rest of your outfit from our bedroom.”

              My wife walked away, leaving me vulnerable and alone. Wearing nothing but a tiny little garment that left me open for all the world to see. Soon every single one of my wife's friends would see how small and worthless my limp dick actually was. I doubted anything could be more humiliating.

              “Put your hands behind your back,” my wife -commanded.

              Once I did so I felt something cold and metal close around both wrists. There was a loud “click” and then I realized what had happened. I'd been handcuffed, making it impossible for me to escape.

              Next, a blindfold wrapped around my eyes, plunging the whole world into darkness.

              Chapter 2:

              I stood still for what seemed like an eternity. All the while I could hear people filing into our home. Voices filled the living room. There had to be at least a dozen guests. Knowing what was about to happen was horrifying. It reminded my of high school, when all the musclebound jocks would make fun of my cock size in the locker rooms. Calling me “pencil dick” and “baby cock.”

              Finally I was interrupted from the torment. Someone had walked up next to me.

              “Are you ready to show the world what a pathetic little man you really are?”

              It was my wife.

              Unsure what to do, I just nodded. As I did so, a funny thing started to happen. My cock began hardening, pushing itself up against the fabric of my briefs. For some weird reason, I was actually getting turned on by the fact that my wife was about to expose me in front of all her close friends.

              “Looks like someone's getting excited,” my wife cooed. She then grabbed me by the hair on my head and began dragging my forward.

              Within a few seconds I could tell that we'd entered the living room. Even though I was still blindfolded, I could sense that there were several figures around us.

              “Ladies, check out this limp dicked wimp who thinks he's man enough to be my husband!” As she shouted this, my wife ripped the blindfold away.

              In front of my stood fifteen women of various ages ranging from twenty to fifty, all pointing and laughing. One of them was even my mother-in-law.

              A brunette woman who worked with my wife was the first to comment. She gasped and held her hand over her mouth in shock before speaking. “Oh my! Look at how tiny he is! And that's while he's hard!”

              “If you think that's bad, look it him in full,” my wife replied. She then reached down and pulled my briefs to the floor. I was now standing naked with shorts below my knees and my tiny erection poking out, completely exposed and humiliated.

              A curious blonde spoke next. “Do they always get hard when you do that?”

              “No. I think this one's a natural sissy. You can tell because he likes it. My husband would never get it up when I did that to him,” said my mother-in-law. “I'm glad I taught my daughters well. They can have some wuss take care of them while they ride all the big black cock they want. And this one's so weak that he'll even raise another man's children. I thought my girl was joking when she said that, but now I can tell its true.”

              “Ooohhh,” sympathized a redheaded woman. “Its so cute. Can we play with it?”

              “Not yet,” said my wife. “We'll tug him around after Jerome gets here.”

              “That's right dear,” added my mother-in-law. “You only want to pleasure them while they watch you getting fucked. It retrains their brain, making it impossible for them to get hard without seeing you take another man's cock.”

              “But what about our gift,” whined the blonde. “We paid so much money for it.”

              “Don't worry honey,” my mother-in-law reassured her. “He'll still get it, but the procedure just takes time. You want to do this while you wait.”

              I had no idea what my gift was, but I knew it couldn't be good. Yet, at the same time, I could feel myself getting more turned on in anticipation. Even though this was utterly degrading, I still kind of liked it. Maybe I was just a wussy beta male after all. Someone to support my wife while openly fucked other men, taking their seed and delivering their children.

              At that moment the doorbell rang.

              “Oh good! Jerome must be hear!” My wife rushed to the door, leaving me in the room with all my tormentors.

              I stood there, whimpering and looking at the floor. A feeling of total emasculation swept over me. Here I was, showing my wimpy little cock to a room full f goddesses, and my wife was about to get fucked my a giant black stud with a dick ten times bigger than mine. Worse, he was going to breed her, leaving me to raise their bastard spawn. A permanent reminder that I was nothing in this marriage. Just a tool for my wife's amusement.

              Jerome walked through the door, leading my wife behind him. He was taller and more muscular than I'd thought. Easily 6'4” and 250 pounds. It was like looking at a professional bodybuilder. 

              “That your bitch?” He nodded his head in my direction. It was so humiliating that I had to turn my head away and look down.

              “I'll share him,” my wife teased.

              With that, something shocking happened. My cock twitched with excitement. Never before had I ever considered myself to be gay, but the thought of this black stud taking me had sent waves of pleasure through my whole body.

              “Nah, maybe later. But tonight I just want to tear down that tight little pussy.” His hand gripped my wife's crotch and she let out a soft moan in approval.

              “First I want you to put that weakling in his place.” her tone wasn't commanding, it was more like a plea. I could tell that my humiliation had become an after thought. All she wanted now was Jerome's rock hard staff, buried deep inside her.

              “Alright,” he began to unbutton his pants. As they fell to the floor I go a first hand look at how big his cock actually was. It was easily ten inches and he wasn't even hard yet.

              Jerome walked up in front of me, standing mere inches away. With one hand he held up his gargantuan member, all the girls rushing in to surround us. The redhead took out a tape measure, holding it against the length of my shaft. After looking at the number she let out a gasp and then spoke. “Oh my, that is small!”

              At the same time my wife was holding a tape measure to Jerome. His manhood had begun swelling from all the attention, making it even bigger than before.

              “Twelve inches! Now that's a real man's length,” she said.

              Her blonde friend chimed in. “There's a reason they say 'once you go black you never go back.' There's no way you husband is ever having sex with you again!”

              “Again? I tricked that loser into marrying me before he ever got anything. That's how pathetic he actually is.”

              “Well ladies,” Jerome interrupted. “There's a real man here now. You can watch how he treats a lady.”

              Chapter 3:

              As Jerome spoke my wife dropped to her knees and began licking his big black cock. While she began to service him, my mother-in-law pushed me down and onto a nearby couch. I sank in, facing the action. She began stroking my cock, facing away from the scene and looking me dead in the eye.

              I could see Jerome grabbing a fistful of my wife's hair as he made roughly throat fucked her. The sound of her gagging filled the room.

              Meanwhile, my mother-in-law gently stroked my ridged pole, whispering all kinds of humiliating things into my ear. “You like that don't you? Watching your wife get roughed up by a strong black man while you sit helplessly by. It's all your fault too. If your dick wasn't so small you might have been able to please her. But now you just have to watch as she fucks other me.”

              Jerome had pulled my wife's shirt down, exposing her breasts. The other girls watched in awe, fantasizing about this black stallion and his sexual prowess. I watched as he lifted my wife off her knees, turning her around. With one fluid movement he had pulled her jeans down. Then he moved her panties to the side, not even bothering to take them off. 

              I held my breath as I watched the  massive head of his engorged cock line up with my wife's quivering little pussy. Jerome paused for a moment, just to build tension, before plunging in and burying his manhood deep within.

              My wife screamed as he pushed inside of her. Even from back here I could tell she was having the time of her life. Jerome just grabbed her hips, grunting as he began to fuck her with perfect rhythm. Every thrust hitting its mark. 

              My wife continued to scream and moan in ecstasy as he hammered her pussy, stretching it out like never before. As he thrust, I knew I'd never had a chance. My wife wasn't lying when she said that denying me sex was for our own good. My pathetic little dicklet would never be able to match a majestic stud like Jerome.

              Witnessing this incredible spectacle was too much for. My body began to tense up. As it did so my mother-in-law took her free hand and held it in front of my member. “I'm going to scoop up every last drop,” she whispered.

              At that exact moment my wife's entire body began to convulse. I could tell she was having a mind blowing orgasm. One I could never have provided her with. At the same moment Jerome let out his own primal yell, one of savage ferocity. I knew that her orgasm had caused him to cum. They'd both climaxed together.

              All the girls cheered.

              Jerome held himself in my wife for a few more moments. Then he slowly began to pull himself out. A thick rope of cum stretched from the tip of his cock to the inside of my wife's pussy. I was going to be a father. And the baby would look nothing like me.

              Somehow, this knowledge and sight was too much. Being cuckolded was pushing me over the edge, and knowing that my wife had just been breed to her black bull drove me over the edge. I began to spurt cum into my mother-in-law's open palm.

              “Come here girls,” my mother-in-law said. “I want to show you what you do with your cuckie's cum.”

              All the women flocked around us. 

              “You don't want his bloodline of sissy wusses to go on, do you?”

              They all shook their heads.

              “Then there's only one way to get rid of it,” she took her other hand off my dick and began to pry my mouth open. “You have to recycle it.”

              I tried to struggle, but my hands were still bound. I couldn't resist and she soon had her cum drenched hand in front of waiting mouth.

              With one forceful push she shoved the entire load into my mouth. All the girls laughed. Especially my wife. Then she used both hands to clamp my jaw shut. I tried to resist some more, but was ultimately forced to swallow. 

              Once I'd eaten my own cum all the girls clapped.

              “Now I think it's time for your baby shower present,” said my wife.

              Some of the girls ran off, returning with a small box.

              “In here is a special chastity cage. You'll wear it at all times. I know because its fitted with a special lock and I have the only key,” she dangled it in front of my face before handing the key to my mother-in-law. “The only time you will be allowed to cum is when you watch Jerome and I fucking. That's it”

              “Also,” my mother-in-law began. “We're starting you on hormone treatments. Within a year you won't even need the cage. Erections will be a thing of the past. Enjoy them while they last.” She paused before continuing. “It worked for my husband and it will work for you.”

              With that the girls all overwhelmed me, holding my body down so that I couldn't fight back. I was helpless as I watched my wife taking the cage out of its box. She slowly lowered it onto my flaccid cock, engulfing my entire unit. Then, with a soft “click” sound, she imprisoned me. Sealing my fate forever...
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