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PROLOGUE

 

The sun was hot, and seemed to beam down relentlessly on Maya as Jamal rammed his big black dick into her repeatedly. She was moaning and screaming in ecstasy, much to her own shock. This had not been the day she had in mind. Her husband Josh watched on, emasculated and completely outside of having any control, with his own cock tenting the fabric of his swim suit.

Jamal pushed her down into her towel and pulled her hips up a little further. She moved at his command, wanting to feel more of his giant cock inside her. Josh had never gotten her this into sex before. It just wasn’t something he was capable of. This man was different, and she had known it from the moment she laid her eyes on him, even though she had hated him at first.

“That’s right, take it you slut,” said Jamal. “I will fuck you whenever and wherever I want, and your pussy ass husband can watch.”

“Oh god, fuck me,” she cried. “Yes, I’m your slut…”

Her husband Josh was standing only a couple feet away, bizarrely aroused by the scene, and completely unable to do anything about it. Things had spiraled out of control so quickly…








  
 





CHAPTER 1

 

Maya Andrews parked her car in the driveway of her home and climbed out. It was a hot, summer morning, and she had just finished what little work she had to do. The only thing on her mind was getting into the water and cooling off, and as she walked in through the front door, she began to fantasize about waves and sand.

Her husband, Josh, was in the kitchen, assembling what appeared to be a very Spartan lunch offering for the two of them. She smiled as she walked into the room. He was incredibly sweet and thoughtful.

“Hey!” she said as she walked up to him. “We’re going swimming today!”

Josh flashed her a look of moderate disdain. She could kind of understand why. The last time they’d been to the beach, she had received more than her fair share of attention from the guys there. It had been a fun time, but her husband’s insecurities had reared their ugly head on the ride home.

“Absolutely not,” he said. “We can go to the pool, or we can hang out at the park, but I don’t think the lake is a good idea. I mean, it’s so…well, it’s just so crowded there.”

“Come on honey, the beach is the only option for today!” said Maya. She was leaning against the kitchen counter, watching her husband put the finishing touch on a couple of sandwiches.

“I don’t know, dear…” he said. “Honestly, I hate going there. It’s like a hotspot for all of the jerks and muscle heads in this town.”

“Oh come on, sweetie, we can go to a more secluded one this time. How about Black Sands Beach, that place is always deserted? It will just be me and you.”

Josh looked at his wife and sighed. Maya had been married to him for almost three years now. The two of them had been high school sweethearts, and had dated all through college. She had been hinting at him to propose for years, but in his own shy, meek way, he had held off until she finally gave up on being subtle.

Their wedding had been amazing, and their married life was stable, if slightly boring. But Maya was happy with him. He was a far cry from her very first boyfriend as a freshman, who had been an insensitive jerk, and left her with confidence and self-image issues that she was still struggling to overcome.

“How about we go hiking?” asked Josh. “You love to hike, don’t you?”

“Yeah, but I’m not really in the mood for it today,” said Maya. “My new swimsuit is calling to my, Joshua, I need to heed its cry.”

He seemed to think very carefully about his options for a moment. His face took on a pouty look, and Maya couldn’t help but smile. Her husband was a great guy, but he tended to be incredibly passive and persuadable. He was self-aware enough to realize it, however, and she got the feeling that every time he noticed himself bowing out of a decision he regressed back into the personality of a little boy.

“Alright, fine” he said. “But we’re only staying for a little bit.”

“Yay! I’m so happy,” said Maya. She leaned over the counter and gave her husband a kiss, which he reluctantly reciprocated.

“If it okay if I just pack the lunch I’m making up and bring it with us?” asked Josh.

“Of course, we can bring a blanket and have a picnic!” said Maya.

She turned, and headed into her room. What she had told her husband was the truth. She was dying to go to the beach, for one reason in particular: her new swimsuit.

Maya had been unattractive growing up, at least in her opinion. Sometime near the end of high school or start of college, however, she began to flower into the woman she was today. Her breasts were bigger, her butt was bigger, her waist was trim, and everything about her body seemed to be a lot closer to being “hot” than she ever could have hoped for.

It was still a challenge for her to see herself in a positive light, however. The new bikini she had picked out was the result of two hours of scouring through each and every swimsuit rack in the store, and trying on at least a dozen different ones. This one fit her well and she could look in the mirror and be proud of what she saw when she had it on.

She closed the door to their room and took the bikini out of her closet. It was blue, and on the smaller side. She stripped her clothes off and put it on, watching herself in the mirror and moving slowly and seductively as she did. The top only just barely covered up the explicit areas of her breasts, and she found herself blushing a little as she admired her reflection.

Maya walked back out into the kitchen. Josh had just finished packing away the food. He looked over at her, and his jaw dropped to the floor.

“Are you…are you really going to wear that?” he asked.

“Of course, why not?”

“Honey, that thing is almost obscene!” said Josh. “If there is anybody at the beach, I couldn’t let them look at you like that!”

“Why not, sweetie?” she said, walking towards him and running her hand along his chest. “What are you afraid would happen?”

“I, I’m not afraid of anything,” he said. “It’s just that…”

“Great, it’s fine then,” said Maya. “Let’s go!”

Her husband sighed, and seemed to give in to her demands. He had always been a pushover when it came to arguments. Maya smiled, slipped on a beach skirt and some sandals, and led the way out to the car.

 

CHAPTER 2

 

The drive to the beach wasn’t a long one. Josh was silent for the first part of the way. It was beautiful outside, and Maya smiled as she imagined just how nice it would be to get into the water and lounge out on a towel. She looked over at her husband, and could tell from his body language and expression that he was still in a sour mood.

“Come on, quit moping, Josh,” she said. “It’s going to be so much fun!”

“You never listen to me and my concerns, Maya,” he said.

“That’s not true, don’t be like this,”

“It is true! You can’t…you can’t wear a bikini like that and expect me not to say anything.”

“Why not?” asked Maya. She hated to admit it, but I part of her loved seeing her husband’s jealous, insecure side. It reminded her of just what a bombshell she could really be when she dressed right.

“You know why not,” said Josh.

“Does it make me look too hot?” asked Maya, smiling coyly. “Does it make me look like a hot wife?”

“Please stop it, sweetie,” said Josh. “It’s hard for me to, to…”

“Okay fine, I’m sorry,” she said. “You know I’m just kidding.”

Josh sighed, and finally seemed to relent. A moment later they pulled onto the tiny dirt road that led down to the secluded Black Sands Beach. The name was referred to the original owner as opposed to the actual color of the sand. There was no designated parking lot, so they were forced to make due leaving their car on the side of the road.

The two of them climbed out, and walked down to the shore. It was a medium sized swimming area, and stretched out for a couple hundred yards in each direction. Their town was full of beaches just like it, so many that nobody could really keep track of them all.

Josh carried the picnic supplies out and began setting up their blanket. Maya kicked off her sandals and walked around on the hot sand, feeling it slip between her toes and enjoying the sensation. She felt free, and lifted her arms up against the wind as it picked up, letting it cut against her body.

“I’m going to test out the water,” she called to Josh.

“Okay, just be careful,” he replied. She nodded, and rolled her eyes as she turned away. Her husband had always been a compulsive worrier.

She stepped out up to her ankles, and could feel that the water was rather warm. The lake seemed to call to her, and she slipped off her skirt without hesitation. Her boobs and butt bounced as she did a short Baywatch run out into the waves.

Maya spent about ten minutes in the water before swimming back in. Josh was watching her nervously with concerned eyes the entire time. She was a good swimmer, however, and had fun in the water. The feeling of weightlessness she got whenever she dove under was almost erotic to her. She felt like she wanted to do something wild.

Slowly, she made her way back in, with drops of water running town the curvature of her bust and hips. Her body looked even more amazing when it was wet. Josh smiled as she walked over to the blanket he had laid out.

“This is awesome, honey,” she said. “See, I told you it would be fun!”

“Yeah, I guess you were right,” he said. There was a grudging overtone to his voice that Maya couldn’t help but pick up on.

“I’m going to get back in after, but I want to work on my tan for a little bit first,” said Maya.

“Okay,” said Josh. “I don’t think I’m going to swim today…maybe I’ll just stay here and watch you.”

“That’s fine by me, honey,” she said. 

She began to lie down on the blanket, and then had a thought.

“Hey,” she said. “The beach is abandoned. I think I’m just going to sunbathe nude.”

“What?” said Josh. “No, I don’t think that’s a good idea…”

“Honey, it’s fine,” she said. “There is literally nobody here but us.”

“Somebody could show up, though,” he said. “This spot might be empty, but it’s still a public place.”

“Relax,” she said. “You always worry so much about everything.

Maya slowly began to pull the bottom of her bikini down from her waist, stepping out of it with a cute, seductive wiggle they made her butt into an object of erotic seduction. Then, she reached in back and untied her top, slowly pulling it off her chest and exposing her breasts bit by bit, until her nipples were on full display.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” said Josh. His face was back to being pouty.

“It’s no big deal, sweetie,” she said. “What could go wrong?”








  
 





CHAPTER 3

 

Maya lied down on her stomach across her towel, completely naked. Josh had given up his protest, and sat on his own towel nearby, watching the waves crash against the coast.

The sound of a car driving down the road grabbed both of their attention. Josh hurried to cover up his wife, but she shook her head and refused to cover up.

“It’s fine, it’s probably nothing,” she said.

Several minutes went by, and there was no sign of anybody showing up at the beach. Maya rolled over on her towel, exposing her breasts and womanhood to the sunlight.

“See, I told you,” she said to her husband. It wasn’t usually in her nature to gloat, but his attitude was starting to get under her skin.

“Whatever,” he said. “I’m going to wade in a little bit and cool off.”

“Okay,” Maya replied.

Josh headed towards the water. Maya dug through her bag and found her sunglasses and tanning lotion. The bottle was almost empty, and she only had enough to coat her face. She sighed and lied back down, resolving to not let it ruin her day. After a couple of minutes, she almost began to doze off, feeling sleepy under the heat of the sun.

The sound of people approaching brought her back to reality. She lifted her head up, and then immediately rolled over so that she her breasts were not visible. Her husband’s concerns were mostly imaginary, but she still wasn’t sure herself if she wanted to be on display for just anybody to see.

Josh saw what was going on, and headed back to their spot on the beach. As he reached the towels and blanket, the people heading down the path became visible. It was an old couple, a man and a woman, both at least 60 years of age.

Josh looked visibly relieved. Maya smiled, and folded her arms underneath her head.

“Stop worrying!” she said harshly. “This isn’t as scandalous as you are making it out to be, I’m just tanning.”

“Ok, ok, fine,” he said. “You’re right, I’m sorry.”

He planted a kiss on her back, and then sat down next to her on the blanket.

“I guess I’m just-“

“Alright! Beach time!” called a loud voice from down the path. There were more people coming from behind the older couple, who had set their stuff up on the far side of the sand.

“Hell yeah, beach time!” said another voice. “This was a great idea, Jamal!”

Josh looked over at Maya. She shot him an angry look and shook her head, as if dissuading him from saying a single thing.

“I’m going to dive in and get my swim on, fuck yeah!”

Maya lifted her head up enough to see a group of three young, muscular, black men headed out of the path and onto the beach. The one in front was shirtless, and had broad shoulders and massive biceps. Josh seemed to wither as the men walked towards the water.

“Whoa, what do we have here?” said the man in front, who seemed to be the leader.

“That chick is tanning naked!” said one of the guys in back. “You were so right Jamal, coming here was genius.”

The leader, Jamal, smiled. 

“Hey, how’s it going baby?” he called as he led his friends over to where Maya and Josh were lying.

“F-fine,” said Josh. “We’re just fine…”

“I wasn’t talking to you, punk,” said Jamal. “I was asking how you were doing, miss,”

Maya felt herself blush red as Jamal spoke to her. She was lying stomach down, and other than the back of her butt nothing was really visible, but still felt completely naked and exposed.

“As my husband just told you, we are fine,” she said.

“It’s such a nice day to swim, or hang out on the beach…or suntan, don’t you think?” asked Jamal, grinning.

Maya waited for Josh to say something, but he was silent. She turned her head as far up as she could without exposing anymore of her breasts. She felt Jamal’s gaze on her, and strangely, it seemed as if it was boring an intense, fiery hole into her.

“Yes, it is a nice day for all that.”

“Sun tanning nude looks like so much fun,” said Jamal. “And you have such a banging body, god damn,”

“Yeah Jamal, she totally does,” chirped one of his gang.

“Uh, thank you,” said Maya. The comment made her feel flattered, embarrassed, and slightly aroused, for some strange reason. “Now if you don’t mind, I’d like to do it. Sun tan, I mean.”

“Oh go right ahead,” said Jamal. “And if you don’t mind, we’ll set our towels up right next to you two. You guys seem like fun people!”

“Wait, no, that’s not…” Josh said, his words trailing off as his confidence faltered.

“No it’s fine honey, it’s a free country,” said Maya. “Let them put their towels wherever they want.”

“Awesome,” said Jamal. “I had a feeling I’d find something interesting at the beach today.”








  
 





CHAPTER 4

 

Jamal was grinning as he sat down on his towel. His friends talked loudly with each other, joking about how they didn’t realize that it was a nude beach and having fun.

Josh looked over at Maya with a worried expression plastered on his face. He knelt down beside her, and brought his face close to hers.

“Honey, what are you thinking?” he whispered. “Why did you let them sit down here?”

“It’s fine, Josh,” she said. “They are all bark and no bite. You’ll see, nothing will end up happening.”

“We should just go,” he replied. “We’ve had a fun day at the beach, let’s call it a day and head home.”

“And let them feel like they scared us off? I don’t think so.” She rubbed her husband’s leg encouragingly. “Just try not to worry, I’ll handle this.”

Jamal was stood up next to his towel and looked back over at Maya. She met his gaze, and felt electricity flow through her. He head a devilish look in his eye, and for some reason, it excited her.

“You know, I feel like I need to work on my tan, too,” said Jamal. “It’s such a nice day out.”

“What are you talking about Jamal, you’re black,” said one of his friends. “You ain’t getting no tan out here.”

“Fuck you, I said I’m working on my tan, and I meant it,” said Jamal. “You two don’t mind if I also sun bathe nude, do you?”

He had directed the question towards Maya and Josh. The look on Josh’s face was one of immediate panic.

“What? No, you can’t!” he cried.

“It’s fine, Josh,” she said. “You boys can’t scare us off that easy. Go ahead, do whatever you want.”

Jamal nodded slowly, and then began to pull down his swimsuit. Maya felt heat begin to flow through her inner thighs as she watched the handsome black man slowly expose his member to them. It was huge, much bigger than her husband’s, and it was the same dark black skin tone as the rest of his body.

“Hey, this isn’t okay,” said Josh.

“Shut up, little man!” shouted Jamal. He acted as if he was going to step in his direction, and Josh flinched and averted his gaze.

“It’s fine honey,” she said. “One big dick isn’t enough to scare us off.”

“Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet, girl,” said Jamal. “If you think it’s big now, just wait until it’s rock hard and staring you in the face.”

Maya blushed at his words. The black man sat down on his towel and slowly began stroking his member, staring directly at her. She felt like something incredibly illicit was happening.

“Hey, stop it,” said Josh. “Quit staring at her!”

“There ain’t shit you can do about it, little man,” said Jamal. “Your wife is a hottie, how’d she end up with you anyway?”

“It’s none of your business!” said Maya. She felt so conflicted, and wanted both to hear more of what Jamal had to say, and wanted the situation to be diffused, at the same time. “And you can go ahead and stare at me if you want, see if I care.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right,” said Jamal. His cock was quickly growing harder, and he was picking up the pace as he jerked it off. Maya could see a couple of drops of pre cum beginning to form on the head.

“I’m looking at you because I want to fuck you,” said Jamal. “I want to fuck you so hard it hurts.”

“That doesn’t even make sense,” said Maya. “You want to fuck me so hard it hurts? How would that even…how would that work?”

“Ahahaha, sounds like you’ve never been fucked by a real man,” said Jamal, laughing. His gang joined in, all of them joking and high fiving one another.

“Honey, this is ridiculous!” whispered Josh. “This guy could be dangerous, we really should go.”

“He’s not dangerous,” she said. “It’s like I said, he’s all talk, and talk is cheap.”

Maya felt her cunt beginning to warm up as she watched Jamal masturbate to her. Part of her wanted to push it further, to see just how far this young black man would go. Her husband was fuming next to her, but the situation was too interesting for her to step back from. She sat up on her towel, exposing her big breasts to the three boys.

“Jesus, she’s got the sexiest rack I’ve seen in a long time,” said one of the boys.

“Yeah she does,” said Jamal. “And I’m going to stick my dick right in between them.”

“Oh you are, are you?” challenged Maya.

Jamal looked at her. She met his gaze, and saw the intensity in his eyes. There was something lustful and tempting within them, and she felt her body heating up after a second, forcing her to look away.

“You look like you’re getting a sunburn,” said Jamal. “I have some lotion in my bag. I can put some on for you.”

“Honey, please!” said Josh.

“Quiet, sweetie, it’s okay,” said Maya. “Sure, go ahead. Let’s see if you know how to touch a lady like a real man.”

Jamal’s friends began laughing as he walked towards Maya with the bottle. His cock was rock hard now, and she almost couldn’t believe just how huge and thick it was. She lied down on her stomach on top of the towel, folding her arms and using them as a makeshift pillow. Josh was only a couple feet away, but for as much control as he had over the situation, he might as well have been on the other side of the planet.

“Oh yeah, we have to keep your pretty back from getting sunburned,” said Jamal. He poured some of the lotion into his hand and straddled Maya as he began smearing it into her skin. She could feel his hard cock settling in between her butt cheeks.

“Yeah, that’s right girl, I’m going to make sure that the sun doesn’t burn you,” said Jamal. He leaned close over Maya and rocked back and forth as he rubbed the cream into her back, grinding his cock against her naked butt.

“Oh…that feels nice,” said Maya.

“Honey!” shouted Josh. “We have to leave!”

“It’s fine, dear,” she said. “He’s right, I don’t want to get a sunburn,”

Jamal let his hands travel further down Maya’s body. He began massaging the lotion into the soft, white flesh of her butt. She let out a moan as she felt his fingers graze closer and closer to her womanhood.

“What is he doing?” asked Josh. “Honey, what is he doing?”

“Mmmm, nothing sweetie,” said Maya. Two of Jamal’s fingers found her entrance and pushed up inside of her.

“Oh yeah, that’s a good girl,” said Jamal. “I got just what you need,”

It felt amazing. Maya knew her husband was watching, but she couldn’t stop herself from breathing heavy and moaning as the black man’s fingers began to push in and out of her faster. He found her clit, and she let out a small squeal as he began to tease it with his fingers.

“You are a lot more eager now than when we first got here,” said Jamal.

Maya could only moan in response. Josh stared, frozen from shock, as he watched the scene play out before him. Jamal begin to pick up his pace, and Josh’s wife lifted her butt higher into the air to give him clear access. She tensed up and let out a small cry, and then collapsed onto the towel, exhausted and filled with orgasmic pleasure. She seemed to come back to reality after a moment and regain her fighting spirit.

“Mmmmm, see honey,” she said to her husband. “This guy is all talk. He’s not really going to do anything beyond feel me up with his fingers.”

“How about you turn onto your back, girl,” said Jamal. He was smiling broadly, and seemed to be enjoying the game. “I have to make sure those gorgeous tits of yours don’t get burned.”

“We should go now honey,” cried Josh. “This is ridiculous!”

Maya looked over at her husband, and saw just how upset he was. She felt terrible, but a part of her was still interested in seeing just what would happen next. She looked from her husband to the bold and naked black man next to her, and then slowly began to turn over.








  
 





CHAPTER 5

 

“Alright, now we can really get started,” said Jamal.

The muscular black man reached his hands over and rubbed sun tan lotion on Maya’s boobs. Josh could only watch as his wife bit her lip and leaned her head back, enjoying the feel of the man’s dark hands massaging her nipples.

“Oh god, Jamal,” she said. “I mean, thank you. I wouldn’t want…to get a sun burn.”

“I think she’s enjoying this, boys,” said Jamal laughing. Josh glared at him. Maya seemed to be totally ignoring any of Jamal’s immature comments, as though all she cared about was having his strong hands touch her body.

“Here, lean back,” said Jamal. “I have to get your stomach.”

“Alright…” said Maya. She slowly lowered her back down onto the towel, feeling incredibly vulnerable and aroused. “Go ahead…”

“You here that, boys?” said Jamal. “She wants me to go ahead!”

His friends began laughing, and Jamal slid his hands quickly across Maya’s abdomen, and then brought his crotch towards her face. Her eyes were closed to block out the sun, but she still recognized the sensation of having the head of a rock hard cock pushed against her lips.

“Mmmmph,” she said.

“That’s right girl, now it’s my turn,” said Jamal. “I have to get this clean before I put lotion on it.”

Maya slowly parted her lips and allowed him to slide his huge member into her mouth.

“Maya!” cried Josh. “What the fuck?”

She pulled her mouth off Jamal’s cock, causing a satisfying popping noise to spread through the air.

“I’m sorry sweetie,” she said. “It’s all…just happening,”

“Yeah, that’s right,” said Jamal, grabbing the back of her head and pushing his cock deep inside her warm, wet mouth. “And what’s going to happen now is you sucking me off.”

He began pumping his dick into Maya’s mouth. She seemed to get into it after a moment, and did her best to suck and slide her tongue along his shaft. Josh could only watch, mortified, as the woman he had married and still loved sucked off a muscular black man.

“Oh, that’s good baby,” said Jamal. “You suck cock like a pro.”

It was true. Maya had never gone this far for Josh before. She was incredibly turned on, and felt like the situation was playing out in a way that almost seemed like a fantasy. This man was taking her, and the only reason she was letting him was because he had managed to.

“Yeah, suck my dick,” said Jamal. Maya’s hair was a mess, and streams of saliva and pre cum were dripping down her chin. She was too focused on sucking his cock to realize that she now looked exactly like the type of slut she was pretending to be.

“I think I got to get in this,” said Jamal, pulling his cock out of her mouth and spreading her legs. “You probably have a nice, tight, puss, huh? Only getting fucked by white dicks will do that to you.”

“Please, Maya, listen to me,” cried Josh. “These men are going to, they’re going to…”

“It is nice and tight,” said Maya, ignoring her husband. “I’m betting it’s too much for you to handle, little boy.”

Her words set Jamal off. He pushed her down flat on the towel and jammed his cock roughly into her cunt. She was already wet, and was dying to feel him inside her. His dick was bigger than any she had ever had before and the feeling of it stretching her out made her begin to scream with ecstasy.

“Oh yeah, you like that don’t you, slut?” said Jamal. He wasn’t holding back, and began slamming his dick into Maya as if she was a ten dollar whore.

Sex fluids were leaking into the towel. Josh could only stare in shock as his pretty little wife was fucked and defiled by this black man. He didn’t know what to do, and strangely, he felt himself becoming slightly aroused by the scene. It was terrible, but somehow it seemed like Maya looked hotter than she ever had before with this black man’s gigantic dick being rammed into her.

Jamal was thrusting into Maya with all of his strength. The feeling of her cunt around his cock was amazing, almost as though she was a much younger woman, a virgin, even. He fucked her hard, and pushed her shoulders against the sand as hard as he could.

“Come on boys, get in on this,” said Jamal. “There’s more than enough to go around.”

Jamal’s two friends pulled their erect cocks out of their shorts and stepped in close to Maya’s face. Josh moved in to stop it, but one of them pushed him back with one hand.

“You ain’t man enough to start shit, bitch,” he said. Josh fell back on to his towel and resigned himself to watching, rubbing his own hard cock through his swimsuit.

Maya was still getting fucked hard by Jamal, and was lost to the world, spinning from a powerful second orgasm. One of Jamal’s friends began face fucking her, and the other jerked off and rubbed his cock into her hair. Every inch of Maya’s body was theirs for the taking.

Eventually, all of them reached the point of no return. Jamal thrust into her one last time, and grunted as he shot his seed deep inside her womb. The other two almost simultaneously exploded their white hot loads of cum all over her face, drenching her in stickiness. 

The three of them laughed, and then almost immediately began to grab their stuff and leave. The smiles they had on their faces were like knives in Josh’s heart. His cock was still strangely hard, and it was difficult for him to process the meaning behind what had just happened.

“My god…” he said, helping clean off his wife’s face. “Maya…are you okay?”

“Of course, sweetie,” she said to him a singsong, satisfied voice. “Sometimes these things just happen.”








  
 





EPILOGUE

 

The drive home was incredibly tense. Rage overtook Josh when they reached the car, and he yelled at his wife for being stupid, irresponsible, and slutty for the better part of the trip. Maya found herself apologizing over and over again, her cunt still tingling and full of another man’s seed.

Once they got back to the house, they both went inside. It wasn’t until Maya went looking inside her purse for her phone that she found the parting gift that Jamal had left her – a small scrap of paper with his phone number on it. She made sure her husband wasn’t looking, and then added it into her contacts under the name “Jenny”.

 

END
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PROLOGUE

 

Trevor could barely hold the phone steady in his hand. He could see his wife, Sage, on the screen, the woman who had been assuring him all through the night and all through their marriage that nothing was going on behind his back, and that he was just paranoid. There she was getting fucked by two big black cocks at once. And somehow, although horrifying, it was also one of the most strangely arousing things he had ever seen.

His dick was hard. He knew that the video was recent, possibly even of an ongoing encounter. There was a strong likelihood that these men had already emptied several loads into here, and were gearing up for round two or three. Trevor began stroking himself to the scene, knowing that when his wife came home that night, she would have the seed of several other men dripping out of her.

“Oh god, please don’t stop!” cried Sage. She seemed to alternate between begging for pleasure and begging them not to film her. Trevor was glad that the men had. His wife had betrayed him, and he could never forgive her, and now that he was sure about what was going on he could act decisively.

At least that’s what he told himself. He pumped his cock harder as he watched his wife getting plowed, feeling like a pervert but being totally unable to stop himself. Trevor had never needed release before so badly in his entire life.








  
 





CHAPTER 1

 

“Honey, are you awake?”

It was Saturday morning, and Trevor had just finished cooking breakfast. It was one of his traditions. He and his wife, Sage, had been married for three years now, and every Saturday morning, he would make breakfast.

He tried to do it as a nice, accommodating gesture. Sage was the type of woman who would work hard during the week, and play hard at the end of it. Usually, Trevor would be too caught up with his own friends to go out clubbing and to the bars with her, so she would go by herself, often not returning home until early hours of the morning.

However, Trevor trusted his wife implicitly. She was 30 years old, and with her big breasts, luscious hips, and awesome figure, she was a total bomb shell. At times, he even wondered why she had married him. He wasn’t rich, or talented, or especially handsome. The one thing he did have going for him was his honest and caring personality, and the fact that he never doubted her.

“”Hold on, just a second honey!” yelled Sage. Her voice seemed a little strained to Trevor, almost as though she was in a little bit of pain.

“I brought you a plate, I don’t want it to get cold,” he said, opening the door. The scene that welcomed him on the other side caused his heart to leap into his throat.

His wife was naked, and she hurried to pull a robe over her shoulders from the back of the chair she was sitting on. Her other hand was tapping at the mouse of the computer in front of her, closing a window before Trevor could get a look at it. The webcam was connected, and angled to film her body from the top of the screen.

“What…what’s going on here?” he asked, feeling his hands clam up.

“I, I was just taking some photos for you!” said Sage. “I wanted to surprise you with them later, honey. You’ve been so sweet to me lately. I thought you could use a reward.”

Trevor forced himself to calm down. That made sense, he thought to himself. He trusted his wife, and it seemed hasty to jump to any other conclusions immediately. After all, it was obvious that she loved him, and he found it hard to consider anything else that could have been going on.

“Oh, okay, sorry,” said Trevor. “Well, I brought you some food…”

He set the plate down on the desk next to her. Sage smiled and turned the chair towards him, slipping the robe open slightly in a rather seductive fashion.

“Why sweetie, what did you think I was doing?” she asked, batting her eyelashes at him.

“Nothing!” he said. “I didn’t think-“

“It’s okay sweetie, I get it,” she said. “But we’ve talked about this before, you have to trust me.”

He nodded, and felt his heart begin to beat faster as his wife dropped forward out of her chair into a kneeling position in front of him.

“I know you see how guys look at me,” she said. “They like my body, and I know you probably have thought about what they would do to it if they ever got the chance.”

Trevor felt his cock beginning to harden. His wife pulled down the sweat pants he was wearing and brought her face close to it. The feeling of her hot breath against his member began to drive him wild.

“Every now and then a guy will even tell me what they want to do to me,” she said. “They like to whisper in my ear how they want to show me their big cocks, how they want me to touch them and how they know I’m a dirty girl.”

Sage finally brought her hand to his cock, and then licked it all the way from the base of the shaft to the tip. Trevor groaned and leaned his head back, struggling to keep from cumming immediately.

“But you trust me honey, and that’s all that matters,” she said. “And that’s what I love about you.”

His wife brought her mouth forward onto his dick, slowly letting her lips rub against the head, and then taking it into her mouth. Sage was a pro when it came to cock sucking. He had known that about her since the day the two had met, and strangely, she seemed to get even better at it as their relationship progressed.

“Oh god, Sage,” moaned Trevor. She began to pull her lips up and down his length, slowly, teasing him and keeping a limit on the amount of pleasure he was experiencing. His wife had always been into that, and loved to make it seem like it was totally up to her whether or not he got to cum.

He felt her begin to massage the bottom of his cock with her tongue, softly and gently. Her eyes were locked up on his, and he found himself being surprised, as he often was, at just what a sexually empowered woman his wife was. And it was all for him.

Sage picked up her pace now, bobbing her head back and forth on her husband’s cock like a woman who was eager to taste cum. Trevor never forced his wife to do anything sexually and even now, he just let her do her thing without any guidance or instruction. His wife was the one that initiated most of their intercourse, and she was the one that was dominant throughout the sex they would have.

“Oh god…” he groaned, bucking his hips forward as his cock finally began to explode. Sage didn’t slow down for a second, drinking her husband’s cum without missing a drop. When she was done, she pulled her mouth off his cock with a satisfying pop, and smiled at him.

“Sorry it took me so long to wake up, honey,” she said. “I was out late last night clubbing with the girls.”

“You seem to be out late every Friday night…” said Kevin.

He hadn’t meant anything by it, but she shot him a slightly offended look.

“Well me and my friends like to dance and have fun,” she said. “It’s no big deal, I’m always back by the morning.”

Trevor was a little surprised by how defensive her response was.

“Okay, it’s fine,” he said. “Are you going out again tonight?”

Sage nodded at him, smiling again almost as if she was a little embarrassed. It had been a while since Trevor had been out dancing, and he found himself wanting to join in.

“Do you mind if I come with you?” he asked.

His wife opened his mouth as if to object, but seemed to hesitate for a moment before speaking. Finally, she rolled her eyes and seemed to relent internally.

“Of course not, it will be fun to have you there, honey,” she said. “You’ll get to meet some of my new friends.”

“Great,” said Trevor. “I can’t wait…”








  
 





CHAPTER 2

 

Later that night after dinner, the two of them were getting ready for their night on the town. Trevor had spent most of the day toying around with some model trains he had set up in the basement. He had decided to wear one of the nice new polo shirts he had gotten from his mother that Christmas, and went upstairs to change his clothes.

When he walked into the bedroom, he was surprised by the outfit Sage had found to wear. She had on a low cut shirt that showed off her cleavage quite nicely. Trevor had never seen wear it before, and didn’t even know that she owned it, but already found himself enjoying the view.

Along with that, she had on a tiny, tight skirt that was so small that her butt almost seemed to be threatening to pop out of it. Trevor found himself getting a little excited as he watched his wife, but also at the same time, preemptively jealous of the other guys at the club who would get to see her.

“Honey, is that really what you’re going to wear?” he asked.

Sage paid him no mind and continued applying her lipstick. His wife had such a nice mouth, he realized. It had felt so good on his cock earlier that morning. But the lipstick she was putting on now was a shade of redish pink that he had always thought was reserved for girls looking to put out and act slutty. He felt his stomach knotting up, and forced himself to trust his wife. She was probably wearing it for him, he figured.

“We’re going to have fun tonight!” said Sage. “I’m glad you’re coming out with me honey. I feel like I should give you a heads up, though,”

“What? What is it?” Trevor found himself getting a little concerned, and wondered why he was so reactive to his wife’s words all of the sudden.

“Some of the guys at the club can be a little handsy with me, sometimes,” she said. “But it’s okay! It’s just pretend, when we’re dancing. It’s really almost like a game for them. They joke about who can have the most fun with the hot girls and wives on the dance floor.”

“O-okay,” said Trevor, slightly discouraged. “As long as it doesn’t go too far…”

“Of course it won’t, sweetie,” said Sage. She looked into the mirror and pushed her breasts up so they were peaking even further out of her top. “You’ll have fun, I promise.”

The two of them decided to take a cab instead of driving. There tended to be a lot of police out on Saturday nights, especially around the club, and they had both come to the conclusion that they would be drinking.

It was about a half hour trip to Club Black Box. It was a dingy place, with a bright neon sign out front advertising its name. There was no line to get in. The bouncer waved Sage by as she walked up, not even charging her, but held his arm out when Trevor moved to follow.

“I’m going to need some ID, little man,” he said. The bouncer was a tall, muscular black man with a thick beard. Trevor flinched when their eyes met and looked away.

“Oh, uh, of course,” he stammered. “Here you go. What’s the cover?”

“For you? Let’s say…$40,” said the bouncer. He had a macho, confident grin on his face that unnerved Trevor. He pulled the money out of his wallet with a sigh, but paid the man without complaining.

He walked down the hallway into the club, noticing on the way just how dark and dank of a place it really was. There a good number of people inside, however, and both the large dance floor and bar were relatively full. He walked over to the counter and ordered a beer, not seeing his wife right away.

The bartender brought him his drink, and then he finally spotted her. Sage was on the dance floor, having a good and relatively innocent time amongst a group of other women on the dance floor. When she saw him, she beckoned him to come and join her. He put a coaster on top of his drink and then walked over.

It was fun for Trevor. Sage was acting quite wild, and she whispered into his ear that she had already done a shot with her girlfriends. The entire group of woman seemed to pull Trevor in, and he found himself doing his best to rub up against his wife and only his wife.

The DJ switched to a slower song, and his wife grabbed his hands. The two of them began slow dancing, swaying back and forth almost like a couple on prom night. It felt nice for Trevor. Moments like this for him and his wife had been rare since the wedding, and he wondered just why that was.

The song ended, and a deep bass hip hop beat began blaring out of the speakers. Trevor glanced back towards the entrance, and noticed a group of three muscular black men making their way into the club. The crowd seemed to part for them, and a bunch of women ran over to greet them, including his wife.

He tried not to get jealous as he saw her give all three of them a hug, but it was hard. He decided to retire to the bar momentarily instead of heading over and making a fuss. There was a man sitting next to the spot he had set his drink by, and he nodded to him as he sat down.

“Hey buddy, having a good night?” the man asked.

Trevor nodded, and looked over towards his wife. She was heading onto the dance floor with the black men and a bunch of other women. It tore at his heart strings, and he took a deep drink of his beer.

“This is when the night starts to get really interesting,” said the man next to him. “Those guys are going to have some fun!”

Trevor gulped back some more of his beer, feeling his emotions swing wildly.








  
 



CHAPTER 3

 

The black men seemed to hone in on his wife as though they were heat seeking. One of them was grinding up behind her while another one danced facing her in front. The two of them would bounce her back and forth, occasionally sandwiching her in and rubbing their crotches against her, and Sage seemed to be enjoying every second of that.

“I come here a lot,” said the man sitting next to Trevor. “Those guys always end up picking one or two women to play around with, and it looks like they found one for tonight. She looks pretty hot, too.”

Trevor forced himself to trust his wife. They had been married for three years, and he knew that she loved him. She was just having fun on the dance floor and that’s it, he thought.

“It just looks like they’re dancing, to me,” Trevor said. “I doubt she’ll do anything…”

“You’d be surprised,” replied the man. “They have a little game that they like to play, those guys. They try to get a woman hot and horny on the dance floor, and then sneak her off to one of the bathrooms for some fun. It looks like they’ve already started on that chick.”

Trevor felt his cheeks flush red with embarrassment. This stranger had no idea that it was his wife that he was talking about, and hearing the honest, unadulterated truth was shaking him to the core. There was something else, though. Part of him, oddly enough, wanted to see just how far Sage would let them take it.

“I’ll be right back,” he said to the man. The bartender was down the counter serving another patron, and he walked over to him to get another beer. When he got back, he felt his heart leap and his cock twitch at the scene that was playing out in front of him.

Sage was with just one of the black men now, but things had clearly progressed further. She had pushed her butt right up against his crotch and was rubbing lewdly against him. The man had one hand on his wife’s breast, and another down her skirt, making no attempt to hide what was going on.

“Oh yeah, this is so fun to watch,” said the man next to Trevor. “This is why I come here.”

Trevor realized that the man was subtly pleasuring himself underneath the edge of the counter, hiding what he was doing as he watched the exhibit on the dance floor. His own cock was hard, at this point, and it was confusing and a little upsetting to notice. His wife was being groped and dry fucked on the dance floor, and he was too embarrassed, ashamed, and aroused to do anything about it.

After a minute of this, the song ended, and the black man led Sage by the hand towards one of the bathrooms off in the corner. Trevor felt sick to his stomach when he realized what was about to happen. He pushed up from his stool and began to make his way over.

The club was more crowded now, and there were a number of people in the way. He pushed through them as quickly as he could, seeing his wife and the black man disappear through the door of one of the single occupant restrooms. It took far too long for his liking for him to make his way over.

He managed to get to the door, and could hear what sounded like a man moaning inside. He knocked on it quietly, part of him feeling worried about what might happen if he made too much of a fuss.

“The fuck do you want?” called a deep, loud voice.

“M-my wife,” Trevor stammered. “Sage, are you in there?”

“Sorry sweetie, I’m just helping my new friend Calvin.” Her voice sounded like it was coming from down low, near the ground. “I was just about to introduce you two! He spilled a drink on his shirt though, so I figured I’d help him clean up.”

Trevor heard a slurping sound from the other side and what sounded like a man laughing.

“Oh yeah, that’s right,” said Calvin. “Your wife is helping me get nice and clean.”

“I think we should leave, honey,” said Trevor. “I don’t feel well.”

This was true, though for a very odd reason. Trevor had never felt so conflicted in his life. His dick was rock hard in his pants, and he found that his hand had meandered down, stroking it almost as if it had a mind of its own.

“This will only take a second, honey,” said Sage. He heard more slurping, and the sound of jewelry shaking.

“Oh yeah, don’t worry buddy,” said Calvin. “I’ll send her out to you once she’s finished.”

He laughed again. Trevor put his ear to the door, and could just barely make out what was being said next.

“Yeah, just like that,” muttered Calvin. “Keep doing what you’re doing, it’s just right.”

The wet sounds intensified, and Trevor heard more grunting.

“Oh yeah, there we go!” moaned Calvin.

The noises stopped, and a couple of seconds later, the door opened. Sage stepped out, smiling at him. Her hair was ruffled, and her lips seemed to be a little wet.

“Hey sweetie,” she said. Sage kissed him, and he let her, feeling incredibly confused and emasculated. Calvin stepped out afterwards, sporting a huge smirk on his face. He patted Sage’s butt.

“Thanks for the help in there,” he said.

“Anytime,” said Sage, winking at him.

“Come on honey, we really should go,” said Trevor in a quiet voice.

Calvin smiled at him and wrapped his arm around Trevor’s wife.

“I heard you guys took a cab here,” he said. “We’re all headed in the same direction, why don’t we share a fare?”

“That’s a great idea!” said Sage.

Trevor wanted to object, but felt himself falling into the same role as the man at the bar. He was watching, just looking on as a voyeur, as this big black stood took his wife right in front of him and used her as he pleased. And there seemed to be nothing he could do to stop it.








  
 





CHAPTER 4

 

Trevor followed Calvin and his wife. The black man had his arm wrapped around her, and would alternate between whispering things in his ear while they walked, and groping at her body. When they made their way out onto the sidewalk, Sage caught sight of her husband’s face and walked over to him.

“What’s wrong sweetie?” she asked.

“Honey, you are letting him…do things to you,” he said. “Don’t lie to me…”

“I know how it looks, but just trust me,” she said. “Nothing is going on! Calvin is just a friend, you’re being paranoid.”

He shook his head and sighed, but relented. A cab pulled up to the three of them on the sidewalk, and Sage climbed in. When Trevor moved to sit with her in the back, Calvin pushed him aside easily.

“It looks like there are only two seats back here,” he said. “I guess you’re going to have to sit up front with the driver, whitey,”

Trevor glared at him, feeling the word affect him as though the man was pouring salt on a wound. He reluctantly opened the front passenger side door and climbed in.

“Where you all headed?” asked the driver.

“Uptown, the corner of Pine and South Union,” said Calvin.

The cab set off, and Trevor did his best to ignore the laughs and giggles coming from his wife and Calvin in the back seat. He didn’t want to blatantly look at them over his shoulder, but could see their heads in the rear view mirror.

“Oh, you are just a dog,” whispered Sage to Calvin. “What do you think you’re up to?”

“I can’t help it, your body is the sexiest,” replied Calvin.

Through the mirror, Trevor could see that Calvin had one of his arms around Sage. His other arm was down low, and it looked like it was rubbing between her legs. Sage was blushing, though she seemed to be enjoying it.

“Here, it’s pretty cramped back here,” said Calvin. “I think you should shift onto my lap.”

Sage didn’t say anything, but she followed along as he grabbed her hips and lifted her onto his lap. It was hard for Trevor to see what was going on, but Calvin’s hands were clearly on his wife’s breasts, and he was grinding her down into him.

Trevor remembered the short skirt that she was wearing and began to get very worried about what could potentially be happening in the back seat. His wife was biting her lip, and Calvin had his face up against her pretty white neck.

“I think you should shift up,” said Calvin. “So the two of us can get more comfortable.”

Sage did, and what little Trevor could see through the rear view mirror set him aflame with paranoia and jealousy. Calvin moved his hands across her waist and butt, and then around his own crotch. When Sage sat back down on his lap, she did it more slowly, taking her time and letting out what almost sounded like a moan.

“There is some traffic up ahead, but I might be able to go around it, if you folks want?” asked the driver.

Trevor opened his mouth to respond but Calvin cut him off.

“No, just take your time and go through it,” Calvin said. “Nice and slow, right Sage?”

“Oh yeah, nice and slow!” she said, her voice wavering.

The cab slowly inched further along, slowly getting closer to Trevor and Sage’s home. It wasn’t going nearly fast enough for his liking. Sage was moving up and down slowly on Calvin’s lap in the backseat. Her movements were controlled and deliberate, and Trevor was terrified by what might be going on.

“So Sage, can you tell me some more about your wedding night?” asked Calvin. “You too, Trevor.”

Trevor’s stomach was turning, but he was too polite to refuse the dominant man’s request.

“Well, it was three years ago. We dated for three years before that, right honey?”

“Yes!” said Sage, breathing heavy.

“All of our family was there, and we had a really beautiful venue. It was nice to be able to say our vows with everyone watching,” said Trevor.

“Oh god, it felt so good,” said Sage. “It was, it was amazing.”

“You two must really be in it to win it, then,” said Calvin, laughing. “Oh, you better take good care of this one, Trevor. She is something special.”

At that moment, Sage bucked forward, almost hitting her head against the roof. She was breathing heavy, and Trevor could see a light layer of sweat on her face in the mirror. She leaned back on Calvin’s chest, and the two of them seemed to share a secretive, knowing look.

The cab was almost to Trevor and Sage’s house. Calvin was still bucking her up and down on his lap in the backseat, and suddenly he tensed up, groaning and grabbing Trevor’s wife’s hips. He grunted, groped at her tits, and then also began to breath heavy.

“Alright, that will be $32.50,” said the cab driver. Trevor pulled out his wallet to pay the man, noticing Calvin and Sage quickly fiddling with their clothes in the back seat.

“Thanks,” said Trevor, climbing out of the car. “Enjoy your night.”

The cab driver just laughed at him. He suddenly felt like he was on the verge of throwing up.








  
 





CHAPTER 5

 

It was quiet when they both made their way inside. Sage seemed to pay little attention to her husband. On the inside, Trevor was almost in disbelief. He couldn’t believe what had happened that night, or at least what he thought had happened, and was almost at a loss for words.

“Honey, I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to go to that club anymore,” he said. “How could you let that man be so, well, forward with you?”

What he really was asking went much deeper than the surface level words he was speaking. He wanted to know why his wife seemed to be acting like everything that had happened was totally okay. Was this the first time? How many times before had this been what was really going on when she was out late?

“What? Sweetie, you are just being paranoid,” said Sage. “Calvin and I are just friends. He can be a little touchy feely sometimes, but nothing happened between us, I swear! There’s no need for you to be jealous.”

“I’m not jealous!” replied Trevor.

“Good,” she said. “I enjoyed dancing with him. He is really good when it comes to…keeping rhythm.”

Trevor sighed, and walked past his wife. He still felt incredibly out of sorts, almost as though the events of the night had just been a bad dream. He made his way upstairs and collapsed into bed, not even bothering to take off his clothes.

He woke up some time later, to the sound of his phone vibrating. Trevor realized that his wife wasn’t sleeping next to him, which was odd. He checked his phone and was surprised to see that she was the one that had sent him a text. It was a video clip, and as he opened it up, he felt his heart plummet down into his stomach at what he saw.

His wife was in a house, and it wasn’t theirs. She was smiling and had a drink in her hand. Calvin was next to her, along with another black man. They were sitting on a couch on either side of Sage, and each of them had a hand on her inner thigh.

“I think we should make a video, and show your husband what a good time you’re having,” said Calvin.

“No, we can’t do that,” she replied. “He has no idea, and it’s better that way.”

“He deserves to know,” said Calvin. “You are such a slut, I can’t believe anyone even married you to begin with.”

“Hey, shut up,” laughed. She playfully swatted at him, but he caught her hand and pulled it down to his crotch.

“I think you have a job to take care of, slutty Sage,” he said, winking at her. “Why don’t you go to work?”

Sage rolled her eyes, but instead of complaining more she began to massage the black man’s package. Trevor didn’t know what to think. On one hand, part of him wanted to just shut it off, or reach through the screen and stop what was happening. On the other, he felt his own cock beginning to swell to its full size, and began to really want to give it some attention.

“That’s a good girl,” said Calvin. He grabbed Sage’s head and pulled it downwards, unzipping his fly and pushing his big black dick into her face. She began sucking it greedily, and it seemed so different from the blowjobs that Trevor was used to.

Sage typically did all the work for him, gently and deliberately, almost like she had to force herself. He watched on the screen as his pretty wife sucked this black man’s cock as though she was a cheap whore being paid a high fee. He was moaning and pushing down on the back of her head forcefully.

“Oh that’s right bitch, suck it,” he said. “Jeremy, get in on this.”

The black man on the other side of Sage whipped out his cock and brought it over. Soon enough she was alternating between sucking them both off, with Calvin being rough with her face and even slapping her up a little. Sage seemed to love every second of it, and began acting like she was dying to get fucked.

Calvin started ripping her clothes, not bothering to be careful. He pulled down her skirt and panties and pushed her back on the couch, groping her tits as he did. He signaled to the other man, and he positioned himself in front of Sage’s mouth and began face fucking her.

“Oh yeah girl, what do you think your husband would say if he knew that I’ve already cum in a couple of your holes tonight?” Calvin asked as he slipped his cock into her. The dick in Sage’s mouth kept her from being able to respond.

The muscular black man began to pump his cock into Trevor’s wife, and as he watched it happen on the screen, he felt himself give in. Trevor began to stroke his own cock, feeling overwhelmed and disgusted and incredibly turned on by what he was watching. His cock was rock hard, and he could feel himself quickly approaching an orgasm as the action continued.

“Oh yeah baby,” said Calvin. “You are my slut now. I’ll fuck you whenever I please.”

Sage began to tense up. She moaned as loudly as she could while sucking a cock, and then was taken by an intense orgasm. Calvin didn’t let up, and began pumping his cock into Trevor’s wife even faster. The sound of their bodies slapping together could be heard out of the phone’s speaker, and it was at that instant that Trevor began cumming.

“Noooo!” he cried as his seed began to spill out, splashing worthlessly on his bed sheets. He was wracked with guilt and shame, but the orgasm was much more intense than any he had ever experienced. Trevor couldn’t help but wonder what that meant.

Calvin reached a crescendo, fucking Sage as though he was trying to destroy her pussy. Finally, he pushed one final time deep inside Trevor’s wife, and even from the video he could tell that the man was cumming inside her. Sage wasn’t on the pill, but judging from the expression on her face, that didn’t bother her.

The video ended, and suddenly Trevor came back to reality. There were footsteps approaching from the hallway, and he turned towards the doorway just in time to see his wife walk in.

“Hey honey,” she said. “I had to help Cindy jump start her car, sorry,”

Trevor just turned over to his side of the bed and closed his eyes. He would figure out what to do, or what not to do, in the morning.
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CHAPTER 1

 

It was a lazy fall afternoon, and Bob Kimell knew exactly what that meant. It was football season. Though he was a grown, 38 year old man, it still mattered to Bob, primarily because his wife, Jessica, was a huge fan of their old college team, the MLF University Cougars.

He wasn’t overly thrilled at being dragged out to another one of their games, but Jessica would insist every year that Bob accompany her to at least a few. He had not been a football player in college. Actually, he hadn’t played any sports, taking more comfort in hobbies of a non-physical nature. The fact always made him a little uncomfortable with just how enamored Jessica seemed to be with high level athletes.

Bob made his way up to the second floor of his house, and into the master bedroom. Jessica was standing in front of their full length mirror, clad only in bra and panties. She had big, bouncy boobs, and a luscious butt that seemed to attract the eyes of every horny male she walked by, much to Bob’s displeasure.

For a 35 year old, Jessica looked amazing, and it was hard for Bob to sometimes avoid wondering just how she had ended up with him. As he made his way over to her, she lifted her tits in the mirror, examining herself and doing what she could to bring every ounce of her sexuality out in her reflection.

“Hey honey,” said Bob. “Are you sure you want to go to the game tonight?”

Jessica turned and looked over her shoulder at him. She had already done her make up, and her lips seemed to be a shade of seductive red.

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

“I mean, we could just hang out here, and have the night to ourselves,” he said. “You know, if you wanted to…”

“I’m really looking forward to this game, sweetie,” said Jessica. “You know how much I love cheering for the Cougars!”

Bob remembered all too well. Back in college, long before he and Jessica had been an item, and before he had any hope of even talking to a girl like her, she had been one of the girls mostly closely associated with the football team. Bob had even heard some nasty rumors about things that had happened to her at parties, which he forced himself not to believe.

“Of course honey, I know,” he said. “It’s just…”

“Relax sweetie, we’ll watch the game, and then go home,” said Jessica. “You’re worrying over nothing.”

She pulled a short skirt out of her closet and zipped it up onto her. It looked more like she was preparing for a night out at a club than a sports game. Jessica found a low cut top to wear along with it, one that flashed off enough cleavage to make Bob jealous at just the thought of her being out in public.

“I might talk a little bit with the players though, okay?” Jessica asked the question as though the answer no from him would be totally unacceptable.

“I mean, I don’t have a problem with it, it’s just…” 

“Just what, Bob?” Jessica stepped over towards him, and as usual, Bob found himself being slightly intimidated by her beauty. “I just want to ask them about the team, see how it’s going, you know since it’s been so long since I’ve been at MLF…”

Bob sighed. It was impossible for him to win with Jessica, and often times he found himself giving in just because he was so content with being married to her.

“Okay, fine,” he said. “I suppose it’s not that big of a deal…”

“I’ll make it up to you later, baby,” she said. “I’ll be sure to show you a good time.”

Jessica stepped closer to her husband and kissed him on the lips. She took her hands and ran them across his chest, and Bob felt himself quickly growing excited. Jess was a bombshell, and she was all for him. It was easy to forget that at times.

She took one of her hands and slipped it down his pants, slowly teasing his cock in between her fingers. It was an amazing technique, and like many of the other little sexual tricks Jess had up her sleeve, Bob often found himself wondering just where she had learned to do it from.

Jessica had told him when they’d gotten together that she hadn’t been with many guys before him. He never would have guessed, though, as she seemed to fuck with the experience and hunger that usually only a woman who has been around the block a couple of times can manage.

But that wasn’t who Bob’s wife was, he knew her better than anyone else and he trusted her. Jessica quickly managed to work his dick into an erect state, and he found himself pushing his hips towards her hand, aching for release.

“Ooh, looks like somebody is a little pent up,” giggled Jessica. “Here big boy, have a seat on the bed.”

She guided him over and sat him down on the mattress. Bob was used to the way that she would subtly lead him by now. He had never really been aggressive or particularly forward when it came to sex, and really loved having his wife around to be the one to initiate and engage.

“Let me take care of you,” said Jess. “I don’t mind.”

Her hands hooked inside that waist band of his pants, and Jess pulled them down. She began nuzzling her face into his hard cock, and Bob had to hold himself back to keep from cumming immediately.

It seemed like every time he had sex with his wife, which had become an increasingly rare event as their marriage had progressed, she would give him a performance on par with a porn star. Today was no exception.

Jessica slowly began licking Bob’s shaft, working her lips and tongue up and down it and getting it nice and slick. She began to suck in the head of it, making tiny slurping noises as she pulled her mouth back and forth.

“Oh god, Jessica,” moaned Bob. “That feels amazing.”

The clock on their dresser beeped four times, and it was almost as though the spell over Jess had suddenly been broken.

“What, it’s four o’clock already?” she said. “Sorry honey, this will have to wait until later! I have to finish getting ready.”

She stood up and turned back towards the mirror, and Bob felt himself his balls aching. Still, a promise of sex later was better than nothing, and he managed to accept it gracefully and make his way out into the hall.








  
 





CHAPTER 2

 

Several hours later, Bob drove the two of them out to the college stadium for the game. He felt some old, uncomfortable memories resurfacing as they found a spot in the parking lot. The football players had never been overly kind to him, and for him to be at the game now almost seemed to suggest that in the end, they had won.

The two of them made their way to the stands and Bob paid for both of them to get in. At Jessica’s insistence, they had gotten there early in order to secure good seats up front. Bob had given up arguing with her when it became clear that any action later on in the night would be contingent on him abiding by her whims.

As they walked inside the stadium, a group of tall, black football players wearing MLF jerseys passed by. Jessica instantly started batting her eyelashes at them, and Bob felt himself being overcome with shame and jealousy.

“Hey there,” said one of them. “I didn’t realize that we were going to have MILFs like you at the game today.”

“Oh, stop,” laughed Jessica.

“No, I’m serious, you are hot,” said the football player. “My name is Jamal, and it is a sincere pleasure to meet you.”

He stepped in close to Jessica, and she didn’t move back. Jamal held his arm out, and almost as if in a trance, Jessica took it and began feeling his muscles.

“Wow, you’re so strong and big,” she said. “Oh, and I’m Jessica.”

“Jessica,” said Jamal. “If you feel my muscles, I’m going to have to feel yours!”

Jamal took his hands, and rather than feel Bob’s wife’s arms, he reached around and planted both of them on her butt. Then, he pulled her in closer to him and began grinding her against his crotch.

“Oh yeah, girl, you got some nice muscles,” said Jamal. “Man, I could just squeeze and feel these all day.”

“You can if you want,” whispered Jessica. Bob could just barely make out what she was saying, but found himself doubting whether or not he had heard correctly.

“Sorry, I got a game to play,” said Jamal. “But come see me after.”

He walked towards the entrance to the locker rooms, and Jessica continued to stare at him until he was out of sight. Bob felt himself becoming increasingly mortified. He had never been so emasculated in his life, and even worse, he had been unable to even summon the courage he needed to make a stand against it.

“W, what was that?” he cried.

“What’s wrong?” asked Jessica. “I was just saying hi, that’s all.”

“You, you…” Bob stammered, unable to even get the words out.

“Come on, honey, let’s go find out seats,” she said.

As predicted, there were a couple free that gave them an awesome view of the field and also happened to be right behind where the MLF players and coaches would be during the game. Bob sat down, feeling a little shaky about what was going on. Jessica just smiled at him.

“Try not to be such a stiff, sweetie,” she said.

“I’m not!” he cried.

“We’re here to have fun, at least smile.” Jessica pulled out a small compact mirror and began fixing her hair. “Oh look, here come the players!”

The rest of the crowd slowly filed in, and after the preliminary preparations, the game began to get underway. Bob wasn’t a huge football fan, but even still, he found himself beginning to share the enthusiasm and energy in the stadium.

MLF returned the starting kickoff for a nice gain, and then they moved into offensive formation. Bob noticed that the same player that had been flirting with his wife before appeared to be the quarterback of the team. He turned and looked almost directly at Jessica before calling the play.

The teams snapped into action, and Jamal bombed the ball down field to an open receiver for a touchdown. The crowd went wild, and Bob could feel his wife’s fingers digging into his leg as she yelled to Jamal frantically.

“Did you see that?” she asked him. “That was amazing!”

The MLF Cougars went for a field goal, and managed to nail that as well. As they prepared to kick off to the other team, the players switched with the ones off field, and Jamal ended up down out of bounds right below where they were in the bleachers.

He sauntered up to the edge of the fence and leaned over it, smiling at Jessica. With his pads on, he looked even bigger and brawnier than he already was, and the look in his eyes was one of animalistic intent.

“Hey Ms. MILF,” he called. “How are you enjoying the game so far?”

Bob felt himself flushing with both anger and embarrassment. The quarterback was at least ten years younger than his wife, and yet he still talked to her like she was any college bimbo that he could have without even trying. And to make it worse, his wife was responding as though she enjoyed playing the part.

“I am, quite a bit in fact,” said Jess. “I really liked the pass that you made earlier.”

“I think I deserve a reward for that one,” said Jamal. He gestured for Jess to come up to the edge of a fence, and as though she was 18 again, she immediately started over.

Bob felt helpless. He could only watch as the muscular black man began to whisper into his wife’s ear. She giggled, and then leaned in closer, and for a second it looked like he had his hands on her breasts. Then, Bob couldn’t see what exactly was happening but Jamal was clearly looking down her shirt.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she walked back over to her spot. She leaned in and gave Bob a quick kiss on the lips.

“What did he say to you?” he asked his wife.

“Nothing,” said Jessica. “I’ll be right back, I have to go to the bathroom really quick.”

She headed off towards the entrance, and Bob turned towards the field. Jamal was still looking in his direction, and he wasn’t sure, but it seemed like the black man winked at him.








  
 





CHAPTER 3

 

Something seemed a little different about Jessica when she got back from the bathroom. Bob had watched the field the entire time and seen Jamal on the sidelines, so he didn’t let his mind run too wild with fear or ideas.

She sat down next to him and crossed her legs. The game had moved a little bit further along, and MLF was on the offense again. They quickly managed to score another touchdown, showing just how easily it was for them to dominate their opponents.

Jamal was coming off the field and back onto the sidelines. He seemed to look at Jessica with lust in his eyes, and then, something truly unexpected happen.

Jessica uncrossed her legs, and slid her skirt up slightly. It took Bob a moment to realize what she was doing. The whispering before, the trip to the bathroom, it had all been a set up. Jess had taken off her panties and was now flashing this young football player as though she was an eager slut, just dying for his attention.

“Honey, what are you doing?” asked Bob. He didn’t want to be too direct, because he still didn’t want to believe that it was happening.

“Nothing, sweetie, my leg just fell asleep,” she said. “Just watch the game and quit watching me.”

That might have been her advice to Bob, but it was clear to him that his wife did want someone to watch her. The black quarterback was standing at the edge of the fence, grinning and nodding. Jessica was pushing her lips together and making a truly seductive face at him.

“I, I think we should go, Jess,” said Bob. “We don’t really need to stay and watch this game, do we?”

“We have to stay, sweetie,” said Jess. “We have to stay until the end.”

She slipped her hand under her skirt, and though Bob couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, he could tell what it was just from the look on her face. His wife was touching herself, and Jamal was down on the sidelines loving every second of it.

Bob watched as the quarterback shifted so that he was closer to the fence and his actions were mostly hidden as well. One of his hands was down by his crotch, and was moving. Jamal was stroking himself off and watching Bob’s wife as she masturbated for him.

“Really Jess!” cried Bob. “We, we can’t stay here.”

“Oh, ooh, no it’s fine,” moaned Jess. “Oh god, yes, it’s fine.”

She was picking up speed, and it became harder for her to hide what she was doing. There was a man on the other side of her, a couple of seats down, who appeared to be watching her and smiling. Bob was more embarrassed than he had ever been in his life.

He stood up and tried to physically drag his wife towards the exit with him, but she was too into what she was doing to even react. After a minute he gave up and sat down next to her, figuring that it was better to wait it out than to leave her there alone.

Jamal’s coach came over to tell him something, and Jess seemed to come back to reality for a second, taking her hand away and crossing her legs again. She straightened her skirt, and then looked at her husband and smiled.

“What’s wrong, dear?” she asked.

“Are you kidding me?” Bob felt himself getting angry. “This is ridiculous, how can you behave like this?”

“Behave like what?” Jessica glared at him. “Bob, I don’t know what you’re talking about…”

He shook his head, but let it drop. There was no sense arguing with her. Bob realized that his efforts would be better spent in making sure that the two of them got out of there as soon as possible. Regardless of whether or not he was sure about what was going on, he wanted to make sure that he kept her away from the football players, especially Jamal. 

The quarterback had finished talking with his coach, and he turned back up towards Jessica. She waved back eagerly, and then leaned over the seats in front of them. Her shirt was cut low enough that her boobs almost popped right out, and Bob was almost sure by the look Jamal gave him that he had seen at least a hint of her nipples.

The game was wrapping up, and Jamal and the offensive players were called back out onto the field. Bob was beginning to feel relieved when he noticed a man that had been on the MLF sidelines earlier making his way over to them.

“Hello there, are you Jessica?” he asked Bob’s wife.

“Yeah, that’s me,” she said. “What’s up?”

“Jamal wants you to come back to the locker rooms after the game,” the man said. “He told me that he has something important to tell you.”

Jessica leaned back in her seat and seamed to beam, as though she found the words immensely flattering.

“Alright, tell him I’ll be there,” she said.

The man walked off, and Bob just stared at his wife. He felt confused, and a little betrayed, but forced himself to trust her. Flirting with the quarterback and playing around on the sidelines was one thing. His wife didn’t seem like the type of woman who would take it much further than that.

“You’re okay with me going to talk with Jamal, right honey?” asked Jessica.

“Yeah, I mean, I guess,” he said. “You guys are just going to talk, why wouldn’t I be?”

Jessica smiled coyly at him.

“Well I mean, I know you heard about how I was in college…” she said. “It’s just going to be a quick meet up in the locker room this time though. I’m sure it will be fine.”

For some reason, his wife’s words manage to both stab at Bob’s chest and make him feel strangely aroused. He watched as the last few seconds of the game counted down, feeling like the represented something that went beyond the ending of a simple football match.








  
 





CHAPTER 4

 

The game wrapped up shortly after. As the players made their way off to the locker rooms, Jessica stood up, smoothed her skirt out, and then gave her husband a quick peck on the lips.

“I’ll be back before you know it, sweetie,” she said. “Just wait in the car for me!”

“Ok…” mumbled Bob.

He watched his wife walk off, her hips bouncing from side to side seductively with every step. Bob had never been overcome by such a strange mixture of emotions before. He wanted to trust his wife. Intellectually, he knew that he had every reason to trust his wife.

But he just couldn’t. What had happened during the game, and the way she’d been acting all day, it all served as a major, unexplainable red flag for him. He wanted to know just what she’d be talking to Jamal in the locker room about.

And that was why he forced his legs to pick himself up and carry him towards the locker room. Bob just wanted a little bit of reassurance, and that was all. He’d wait outside, and maybe listen in a little, and then head out to the car once he was sure that his wife was just talking to the quarterback about the score of the game and life on campus.

There was surprisingly little security, and nobody stopped him as he made his way into the building and over to where he’d seen Jessica disappear to. He walked down a hallway that seemed a little familiar to him, and then ended up at an intersection with two paths to head down. He was trying to guess at which one would lead him where he needed to be when he heard his wife’s laugh from down the hall to the left.

“Well of course I liked the pass you threw,” Jessica said.

Bob was right outside the door to the locker room, and he could hear perfectly. He felt a little relieved at his wife’s words. Nothing was happening after all.

“You here that boys,” said Jamal. “She liked it so much that she couldn’t resist flashing me during the game!”

He heard the entire team laughing, and felt his cheeks flush bright red with embarrassment.

“That was just for you Jamal,” said Jessica. “It’s your fault, you got me all worked up.”

“And then you came back here like a good girl to see me,” said the quarterback. “How nice of you.”

Bob didn’t hear anything for a second, and then a couple of the players began to cheer. He felt his jealousy and curiosity getting the better of him, and crept closer to the door. He opened it just enough so that he could see in through a crack without being detected.

Jamal was wearing only a towel, and he had his arm around Jessica. She seemed to be enjoying be close to him, and had a flirtatious smile on her face. The quarterback leaned in and groped at one of her breasts with his hand, and Jess made no move to stop him.

Watching it made Bob feel sick to his stomach, but something else happened as well. His cock began to get hard. It wasn’t just a regular erection, either. He felt harder than he had felt in years, as though he had an iron bar in between his legs, just aching for attention.

“You are pretty hot for an older woman,” said Jamal. “How old are you, 29, 30?”

“I’m a little older than that,” said Jess. “A gentleman should never ask a woman’s age.”

Jamal just laughed, and then grabbed Jessica’s hand and pulled it down onto his towel covered cock. It was poking out against the cloth fabric, and Bob could clearly see that it was huge. His wife blushed, but began rubbing it without any resistance.

“Oh yeah, that’s nice,” said Jamal. “Who was that you were with at the game? Your husband?”

Jessica nodded.

“And where does he think you are right now?” Jamal seemed to be enjoying asking her questions, as though every answer she gave just turned him on even more.

“He knows I’m back here,” said Jessica. “He just doesn’t know that I’m…doing this.”

“I guess he doesn’t know what type of girl you really are, huh?”

Jamal grabbed Jessica by the shoulders and pushed her down in front of him. She dropped to her knees, and then the quarterback removed his towel and pushed his hard black cock into her face.

“Oh yeah, that’s right girl,” he said. “Why don’t you go on and give it a nice little lick?”

Jessica seemed to blush, and then did as commanded. She started licking Jamal’s cock tenderly. Bob couldn’t help but noticed that she seemed more into it, more turned on by the act, than she ever had been with him. It cut at his heartstrings, but also made him feel as though he needed to touch his own rod.

“You’re a nice little cock sucker,” said Jamal. “I bet you’ve sucked plenty of football player cocks before, haven’t you?”

He grabbed Jess by the head and roughly pushed his cock into her mouth. She responded with enthusiasm, taking as much of him as she could and sucking quickly, making lewd slurping noises as she went.

“Oh yeah, that’s right,” said Jamal. “I love me a nice, submissive white slut.”

He started pumping his hips. Bob began to massage his own dick through his pants as he watched the football player face fuck his wife. He was incredibly conflicted, but couldn’t resist. It was one of the most arousing sights that he had ever laid eyes on.

“I’m going to make you my personal slut,” said Jamal. “You’ll always be on call. Maybe I’ll start showing up at your house, fucking you while your husband’s in the other room. How would you like that?”

Jessica squealed, and started blowing him even faster. Bob felt as though he was about to cum in his pants.

Jamal finally pulled Jess back to her feat. He began roughly tearing her clothes off, not being gentle and even going as far as to rip her shirt in his rush. It only took a moment for Jess to be completely naked, and Jamal pushed her up against a locker and then slid up behind her.

“Yeah, this is what you’ve been waiting for, isn’t it?” he said. “For me to shove my big black cock into your tiny little white cunt!”

“Please…” moaned Jess. “Please fuck me…”

Jamal seemed to like her tone, and maneuvered the massive head of his dick to Jessica’s entrance. It took a little bit of force, but Bob could tell just from watching that she was already wet. She began to cry out as the football player began fucking her, stretching her cunt out to proportions beyond anything her husband ever could have managed.

“Oh yeah girl, you are a good fuck,” said Jamal. “Yo fellas, get in on this shit!”

A couple of Jamal’s teammates made their way over. The quarterback shifted her so that she was leaned over one of the locker room benches, and then almost as if he was calling out a play in the game, he gestured for two of them to stick their cocks in her face.

Jessica began sucking and licking on whatever was in front of her, not discriminating one black cock from the next. Jamal was slamming into her with enough force for the slapping noises to echo through the locker room, and Jess moaned with every thrust.

Bob had his cock completely out now and was masturbating to the sight of his wife being turned into a whore. The young black football players were treating her as though she was the actress on the set of a porn shoot, and she loved every second of it.

“Oh yeah bitch, suck it,” one of the players moaned. He pulled out of Jessica’s mouth and began to cum. His friend next to him was jerking off and also shot his load, most of it landing in her hair. Jamal began laughing, and then thrust a final few times before pushing in deep and letting his own cock explode.

And Bob did the same, shamefully, and into his own hand, out in the hall. He quickly tucked his member into his pants and began hurrying towards the exit, not bothering to stay to watch the aftermath.

He had no idea what he was going to say to his wife. But he knew one thing. She’d be asking him to come to another football game soon enough, and he’d have to think long and hard about just what his answer would be.
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