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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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FREE EXCERPT FROM “HOTWIFE AT CLUB BLACK BOX”
 
 
 
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.
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