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Isat at my desk, my eyes tracing the contours of the towering grey cubicles surrounding me. Their monotonous sameness was broken only by the occasional interruption of fluorescent light casting a dull pallor over the office.

As I worked, the imposing figure of Victor emerged from behind me, his colossal stature causing my heart to flutter with trepidation. His dark skin glistened under the harsh fluorescent glow, his muscles straining against the fabric of his tailored suit.

“Ben,” he rumbled, his voice deep and commanding, “You have a moment?”

My chair squeaked loudly as I swiveled around. The sight of him standing there, gazing down at me with those piercing eyes, made my palms sweat involuntarily.

“What can I do for you, Victor?” I asked, trying to mask the tremor in my voice. He walked around my desk, his gigantic frame casting a shadow over me. I could smell the faint scent of aftershave, a sharp contrast to the sterile odor of the office.

Victor leaned heavily on my desk, his gaze sweeping across the cluttered surface before landing on the framed photo of Emily tucked between a pen holder and my abacus. Her radiant beauty shone through the glass, capturing Victor’s attention.

“Is that your wife?” he asked, his tone laced with curiosity. My heart pounded erratically, my fingers instinctively reaching out to protect her image.

“Yes, that’s Emily,” I replied, swallowing the lump forming in my throat.

I had seen that hungry look in men’s eyes before—a mix of lust and admiration, their minds already conjuring up images of her naked, vulnerable beneath them. It made me feel uneasy, a possessive fury rising within me. But I knew better than to show it. Instead, I forced a smile onto my face. “She’s quite beautiful, isn’t she?”

Victor nodded, his eyes still glued to the photograph. “She’s stunning,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “What lucky man is married to such a woman?”

“A very fortunate one,” I replied curtly, not wanting to reveal too much of myself to him. The intensity of his gaze unsettled me, making me shift uncomfortably in my seat. Suddenly, his focus shifted back to me, his penetrating stare boring into mine.

“Ben, I need to discuss something important with you,” he said, his tone serious. “There’s a new position that just opened up in our department. The promotion will entail more responsibility and a significant increase in your salary,” His voice dropped to a whisper. “An extra digit increase,” Victor revealed, watching my reaction intently.

Holy shit! I thought. I’d be making six figures. “That sounds great,” I responded, struggling to contain my excitement. “But I imagine there must be plenty of highly qualified candidates vying for the same opportunity. Do you think I stand a chance?”

Victor smiled confidently, his white teeth gleaming against his dark complexion. “I believe in your skills, Ben. But if you want to secure this position, we need to make a good impression on the higher-ups.

And since they’re interested in family life, I thought it would be nice if you brought Emily along to our upcoming corporate mixer tonight.”

His suggestion caught me off guard. Bringing Emily to a company event was something I never imagined doing; however, the idea of rubbing shoulders with the decision-makers who held my future in their hands was compelling.

“Of course, Mr. Victor,” I agreed eagerly. “We’d love to attend.”

He clapped me on the shoulder, a wide grin splitting his face. “Perfect! I’ll email you the details when I get back to my desk.”

Victor walked away from my cubicle, leaving me alone with my thoughts. The anticipation of meeting the higher-ups at the mixer filled me with both excitement and anxiety. But having a shot at a six-figure salary was well worth the discomfort. I couldn’t help but wonder how Emily would react to the news.

The rest of the day at the office was mundane. When I got home to tell my wife- She was thrilled!

“Oh my God, honey!” she exclaimed, throwing her arms around me. “This is amazing! And we get to go to a party? Sign us up!”

* * *

The evening arrived, and Emily and I were ready to attend the corporate mixer at the chic downtown restaurant. As we approached the entrance, the sound of laughter and animated conversation filled the air. I took a deep breath, trying to calm the butterflies that danced wildly in my stomach. Emily slipped her hand into mine, giving it a gentle squeeze. She looked splendid in her red cocktail dress, which hugged her curves like a second skin, and her golden locks cascaded down her back in loose waves. I couldn’t help thinking how lucky I was to have her.

As we entered the restaurant, the room seemed to come alive with whispers of our arrival. The crowd parted, revealing a dazzling panorama of fine china, elegant crystal glasses, and beautifully arranged centerpieces. People turned to glance at us, their eyes drawn to Emily’s break-taking presence- especially the men in the room. I felt proud, yet apprehensive as we navigated through the sea of faces.

The first person we encountered was my boss, Victor, who stood tall amongst the guests in his impeccably tailored tuxedo. As soon as he saw us, his eyes lit up, and he quickly approached us, his stride confident and purposeful.

“Welcome, you two!” he boomed, his voice echoing through the restaurant. “Your presence here means so much to us. We’ve been looking forward to meeting Emily.” All eyes were fixed on us again, their collective fascination undeniable. I offered a nervous laugh, attempting to diffuse the tension building around us.

“Thank you for inviting us, Victor,” Emily chimed in, her voice soft and lilting. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.” Victor gazed at her with undisguised admiration, his lips pursing slightly before speaking.

“A real treat, indeed. Emily, may I introduce you to some of my colleagues?”

Emily blushed prettily, nodding her agreement. “Of course,” she said with a smile.

As we followed Victor towards a group of people, I couldn’t help but steal sidelong glances at her. She moved gracefully alongside him, her eyes sparkling with interest as she conversed with the other guests. Watching her interact with these powerful individuals, I felt a surge of pride mingled with a hint of jealousy.

Emily was magnetic, effortlessly drawing the attention of everyone in the room. Even Victor seemed enchanted by her charm, his eyes never straying far from her.

My boss was quite a gentleman to my wife. He chatted her up with witty remarks and clever repartee. His compliments, both for me and my work, brought a warm smile to her face. When Victor joked, my wife’s eyes would twinkle, and she’d laugh out loud. There was one joke that sailed over my head, but landed perfectly with Emily and she touched Victor’s arm in appreciation for getting a chuckle out of her.

I wanted to whisk her away from the prying eyes of the crowd, to hold her close and remind her how much I adored her. But I steeled myself, reminding myself that the ultimate goal was to impress my superiors and secure a promotion. Still, the urge to possess her was strong, and the mere thought of another man admiring her caused a familiar tightness in my chest. I forced myself to relax, focusing instead on the task at hand—making a lasting impression on my superiors.

With a chime of a knife against a champagne glass, we were ushered to our dinner seats. The servers glided silently past, offering attentive service. As I reached the table, I noticed the vacant seat beside Victor, my pulse quickening. Emily sensed my growing tension and gently squeezed my arm.

“Everything okay, darling?” she whispered. I hesitated and then nodded weakly as I watched Victor stand up. His broad back was a wall that seemed to loom over the entire restaurant.

“To the success of our firm!” Victor raised his glass and toasted, his voice booming through the hushed room. Everyone echoed his sentiment, raising their glasses and taking a sip.

As the night progressed, the conversations became more animated, punctuated by bursts of laughter and applause. I kept my eyes trained on Emily, ensuring that no one stole too much of her attention. Victor, seated adjacent to Emily, maintained a watchful eye on her, engaging her in lively discussions about architecture and design. I found myself distracted by their rapport, the subtle chemistry between them palpable. I pushed the intrusive thoughts aside, focusing my energy on making connections with the right people.

After several hours of networking and meeting the company higher-ups, Victor took me aside, leading me toward a quieter corner of the restaurant. The dim lighting created an intimate atmosphere, enhancing the sense of anticipation that hung heavy in the air.

“Ben,” Victor said, gesturing for me to sit down across from him in the private booth. Even from across the table separating us, Victor loomed over me. I was surprised how the massive man could fit into the tight space. “There’s some news about the promotion, and I’m afraid it’s not the kind we were hoping for. The other executives… well, they had some reservations.” Victor stated bluntly. He leaned back in his chair, studying me carefully.

“That’s tough to hear.” I paused, collecting my thoughts. “Is there anything I can do to sway their opinion?” I asked, desperation creeping into my voice.

Victor sighed deeply, running a hand through his short black hair. “I tried my best to sway their opinions, but they remain unconvinced.” There was a beat of silence, then the words I’d been waiting for. ‘But Ben, I can still get you the job. I just need to know you can go the extra mile.’”

I wondered what ‘going the extra mile’ meant exactly. I had always been willing to put in more than 100% in the past and worked overtime if needed to meet a deadline. “If there’s anything extra I can do, I’d be happy to,” I assured Victor, now sitting nervously as the giant of a man loomed over me.

Victor smiled. “Ben, you’re a hard worker, and I admire that about you. However, the other executives see things differently. They think you lack creativity and vision. To prove them wrong, all you have to do is show them that you can think outside the box.”

I was confused. “What do I need to do?” I asked.

Victor grinned wickedly, his eyes glittering like obsidian stones. “Nothing illegal, mind you. Just a little… unconventional.”

My heart skipped a beat, and I swallowed hard. “And what exactly does that mean?”

Victor leaned closer, his colossal form looming over me, and whispered conspiratorially, “I can pull some strings and ensure you get the promotion. But I’m going to need something from you in return. Something personal.”

“Like what?” I asked suspiciously.

“Well, something… intimate.” Victor broke his eye contact with me and turned to look over at my wife Emily, who was seated several tables away with some of the other executives. “Ben, you have a beautiful wife. Have you ever considered sharing her with someone else?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My mouth hung open, unable to respond. My brain screamed out in horror, but my body remained frozen in place. I could feel my heart pounding, threatening to burst out of my chest.

Before I could gather my thoughts and protest, Victor continued his proposal. “Think about it, Ben. If you allow me to spend one night with Emily, I promise I’ll get you that promotion and a new vehicle as a bonus.”

Victor added, knowing he had my full attention. I didn’t trust him, but I trusted Emily. I couldn’t bear the thought of losing her, especially after seeing the way Victor’s eyes burned with desire when he set his sights on her.

“That’d be a hard no, Victor,” I said plainly. My words fell heavily in the tense silence of the dimly lit booth. I wanted to punch Victor. His offer sickened me. How dare he try to manipulate me with such despicable terms?

Even if it had my blessing, Emily would never do something so brazen. The thought of Emily engaging in such a stunt was laughable. We had met in college and were both virgins on our wedding night. I knew what type of woman she was.

“That’s completely out of the question.” I declared firmly, staring my huge boss down.

Victor, unfazed by my denial, pressed on: “Think about it, Ben. It’s just one night. No one needs to know.” He persisted, sensing my hesitation. “Just consider it, Ben. This opportunity might not present itself again.”

The anger boiled inside me. “Emily wouldn’t agree to such a thing.”

Victor shrugged nonchalantly, his confidence unshaken. “Well, before you make up her mind for her, ask her. See what she thinks about my offer.” He challenged, crossing his thick arms over his barrel chest.

I stewed in my seat, seething with rage at Victor’s audacity. “No,” I said flatly.

“I understand, Ben,” Victor said smoothly, finally giving in. “If it were my wife, I wouldn’t want to do it either. I apologize for being so bold, and I compliment you on your integrity.”

I listened carefully to Victor’s words, and they helped ease some of my resentment. “Thank you.” I managed.

Victor’s expression softened, and he released a heavy sigh. “Again, I apologize Ben. I understand how difficult it must have been for you to hear such a proposition. I regret bringing it up, but sometimes, desperate measures are necessary to achieve our goals.”

“Indeed,” I managed, forcing a smile as the anger still simmered beneath. I wanted to leave the mixer now and get Emily as far away from here as possible. I stood up from the booth and excused myself to go find Emily.

The weight of Victor’s words sat heavy in my stomach as I scanned the busy restaurant for my wife. She was still sitting at a table not far away, laughing and chatting with a group of executives. I knew I had to share what had just happened with Emily, but not while those executives were in earshot.

She noticed me walking their way. “Ben,” she called out, her voice bright and cheery despite the unease I felt. “Come join us!”

Emily saw my expression as I stood next to her, but didn’t sit down. “Is everything okay?” Emily asked, her concern evident in her voice.

I hesitated before responding and looked around at the men seated at the table. “Sorry to steal her away from you fellahs, but I need a moment with my wife,” I announced, cutting through the chatter.

My wife’s brow creased, and she peered at me curiously as the executives reluctantly allowed us to leave. I led Emily away from the crowded restaurant, seeking a quiet corner where we could talk freely. My hands trembled, and a lump formed in my throat as I gathered my thoughts. I wasn’t sure how to broach the subject without causing unnecessary distress.

“So, what’s wrong?” Emily questioned, her tone laced with concern. “You seemed quite agitated when you returned.”

I hesitated, unsure how to bring up the topic. Taking a deep breath, I decided to dive straight into the issue. “Victor… made a rather unsettling suggestion.”

She arched an eyebrow, her curiosity rising. “Oh? What did he propose?”

Clutching her arm, I looked her directly in the eyes. “He suggested that… if you… spent some time with him alone, he’d guarantee my promotion.”

Her eyes widened, disbelief etching on her face. “What?” Emily gasped, her eyes wide with shock. “That cannot be true.”

I shook my head, trying to dispel the horrible memory of Victor’s smug, self-assured demeanor. “I wish it weren’t, but he made it clear that he wanted to spend time alone with you. He insisted that it would secure my promotion.”

Emily recoiled visibly. “Umm… How… Wow.”

My wife’s brow crinkled, and she stared at me in disbelief. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” I affirmed, squeezing her arm reassuringly. “I told him that was completely out of the question.”

Emily looked across the restaurant at Victor, who was still seated alone at the booth. I was not prepared for what she said next. My wife had been my rock, my confidant, throughout our years together. Her unwavering loyalty and steadfast support have guided me through numerous challenges. Yet, here she was, considering a proposition that, under normal circumstances, would seem unthinkable.

“Ben,” she said, her voice soft yet determined, “this promotion, how much does it pay?”

Her question caught me off guard. I hesitated, feeling torn between maintaining my principles and securing financial stability for our future. “It would add an extra digit to my salary,” I replied honestly. “Enough to make a real difference in our lives.”

Emily paused, her grip tightening around my hand. “That would be enough to take care of your parents. Maybe enough to start a family.”

I pulled my hand away, feeling a wave of indignation sweep over me. “Emily, there’s no way I’d let you sacrifice yourself for a few extra dollars. I won’t let Victor exploit you that way.”

She looked me dead in the eye, her gaze steady and unwavering. “Ben, it’s just one night. It’s not like I’m agreeing to marry the guy. We’d go somewhere, have a drink, maybe dance a bit. Then we’d come back home. It’s just business,” Emily explained softly, searching my eyes for understanding.

My insides churned, and I fought to keep my composure. “Emily, no. That’s not why we married each other. We promised to be faithful and loyal to one another.” I argued desperately, grasping at every straw of hope I could find. “Do you remember that vow?”

“Yes, I do,” Emily admitted quietly, her voice barely above a whisper. “But this isn’t about breaking our vows. This is about helping you.” Emily stressed, her tone earnest and pleading. “Our dreams of starting a family, of taking care of your parents—we could make those realities happen with this promotion.”

I struggled to reconcile the request with my moral compass. The thought of Emily spending a night with Victor in exchange for my career advancement left a bitter taste in my mouth. Yet, the promise of a better life for us and our loved ones tugged at my conscience. Could I turn down such an opportunity?

“I don’t know, Emily,” I confessed, my voice strained and uncertain. “This feels… wrong.”

Emily placed her delicate fingers atop mine, her touch comforting me. “I understand why you might feel uncomfortable,” she responded tenderly. “But think about it. One night could change our lives for the better. This opportunity might slip through our fingers if we don’t grab it.”

I pondered her words, weighing the pros and cons of her argument. On one hand, I couldn’t fathom allowing Emily to engage in such a compromising situation.

It went against everything I believed in—our love, respect, and commitment to each other. But on the other hand, the potential benefits were enormous. The chance to provide a comfortable lifestyle for our families was too enticing to ignore. I couldn’t determine whether the risks involved outweighed the rewards.

“Ben, please consider it,” Emily pleaded. “For once, let’s focus on ourselves and prioritize our future happiness. Again, it’s just one night…”

I sighed, my resolve faltering. “Okay,” I conceded warily. “But I need to be there. I want to trust him, but I also need to protect you.”

Emily’s eyes widened, her expression shifting from relief to apprehension. “Understood,” she agreed cautiously. “I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

We sealed our agreement with a clumsy embrace, struggling to quell the turmoil brewing within us. The decision we’d made was a significant departure from our values and beliefs—the price we paid for success was steep.

We returned to the bustling restaurant, our smiles plastered on like masks, concealing the tumultuous emotions churning underneath. Emily and I sought Victor out to tell him our decision, my steps slow and heavy. My heart raced, thumping wildly in my chest. My palms grew clammy, sweat trickling down my forehead despite the cool air conditioning. I could feel my stomach churn, knots forming in my gut. The walls seemed to close in around me, stifling my breath.

“Victor,” I called out, my voice shaky.

He looked at us as he motioned for Emily and me to join him in his private booth. I felt uneasy entering the dimly lit alcove, but Emily squeezed my hand, reassuring me. The giant man had a sinister grin as we approached, his dark eyes glinting with anticipation. As we settled into two plush leather chairs opposite Victor, I could smell the intoxicating scent of expensive perfume wafting from Emily. It mingled with the tension in the air, mirroring the taboo act we were about to commit.

Victor, his presence looming large as ever, leaned closer to us. “I’m surprised you came back,” He smirked, his eyes appraising Emily with a predatory gleam.

My wife glanced at me and then back at Victor. A veil descended over Emily’s face as she looked at my big, black boss. Was it a flicker of recognition, or a spark of something more dangerous simmering beneath the surface? The uncertainty left me with a knot of unease in my gut.

“Well, what have you decided?” Victor asked.

I couldn’t speak, and my wife saw my apprehension. “Ben told me about your… proposal.”

An indecent one at that, I thought.

“And?” Victor asked, his gaze fixed on Emily. “Are you accepting my offer?”

The air felt dense with tension. Emily held my hand tightly, her knuckles white from gripping it so fiercely. Her lips parted slightly, revealing pearly whites behind glossy red lipstick.

“Yes,” Emily said, her voice quivering but resolute. “I- We will accept your offer.”

A triumphant smirk spread across Victor’s face as he extended an enormous hand. “Wonderful,” he rumbled, his deep voice reverberating within the enclosed space. “Congratulations Ben, you have the job!”

I could only stare numbly at the gigantic man seated across from me. Emily squeezed my hand affectionately. However, her touch failed to alleviate the torment I was experiencing.

Victor reached into his jacket and produced a glint of chrome. A Cadillac emblem flashed on the keychain as he slid the keys across the table.

The weighty object rested in my palm like a ticking time bomb. My chest constricted, my heart hammered against my ribs. Every ounce of my being wanted to rise from the booth and flee the premises.

“A new car?” My wife asked in disbelief.

“Yes. Like I said, agreeing to my offer carried a bonus. The Escalade is just one of many.” Victor boomed. “Don’t worry, it’s fully insured and I can sign over the title to you right now. And tomorrow morning, your name will magically appear on the promotions list. Congratulations, Ben!”

“Thank you,” I muttered, trying to process the gift. I did need a new car and admittedly, getting one that was worth over 100k brand new was a surprise. But my gut still clenched in knots as I considered the cost. At that moment, I regretted agreeing to Victor’s devious proposal. It felt as though I had sold my wife to the devil.

“Tomorrow morning,” Victor declared triumphantly, “you’ll wake up to a new life. A life filled with prosperity and success.”

His words resonated in my ears, mocking me for my weakness. I had compromised my morals, my integrity, my faithfulness; all for the sake of material gain.

The storm brewing in my eyes couldn’t escape Emily’s notice. Her hand, warm and familiar, settled on my arm, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Ben, don’t feel guilty. You’re doing this for us. For our future.”

“I know,” I murmured, caressing her hand gently. “Um, I just… I hate-“

Her grip tightened before I could finish. “I know, Baby. But it’s temporary. We’ll endure this one night, and then everything will be fine. Right?”

Right?!

I pinched the bridge of my nose, lost in thought. The idea of fulfilling Victor’s demand gnawed at my conscience, reminding me of the price I’d have to pay.

“Excellent,” Victor exclaimed, his joviality belying the sinister nature of our arrangement. “Now we’ll need to set a date for the celebration of your promotion. Unfortunately, I won’t be able to do it tonight.”

Relief washed over me like a gentle breeze. Thankfully, Victor seemed to have a sense of self-control.

“But I could use a ride home.” He said, rising from his seat. “I don’t live too far from here. Ben, you can drop me off, and then the three of us can decide on a date for the celebration.”

I nodded reluctantly, my gut twisting uncomfortably. My wife squeezed my hand sympathetically as we followed Victor out of the dining establishment. The chilly winter air nipped at my cheeks, and I could feel the frost accumulating on the pavement. Emily walked between us, her arm linked with mine. The proximity of Victor’s body heat, along with the knowledge of Emily’s proximity to him later, made my skin crawl.

I could hardly wrap my mind around the fact that I had agreed to this. It felt like a betrayal of everything I stood for. I glanced at Emily, whose face was surprisingly bright as Victor made small talk with us. It was as if nothing had changed between us.

“Here it is,” Victor said as we approached a V-series Escalade. “Nice, right?”

“Wow,” My wife said. “Is this the most expensive model?”

“Yep,” Victor confirmed, opening the rear passenger door. “Inside, you’ll find everything you could want.”

Victor climbed into the backseat, his massive frame filling the space. My wife went to open the passenger door, but Victor had other ideas. “Sit in the back with me Emily, I’d like to get to know you before the… celebration. Ben, you drive.”

My wife glanced at me as if asking for permission, but before I could nod, she broke our embrace and joined Victor in the back seat. I watched her intently, a myriad of emotions swirling within me. Unease, jealousy, apprehension, and guilt surged like a tempest inside my chest. I could only imagine the feelings coursing through Emily as she shut the rear door.

I took a deep breath, walked to the other side of the car and slid into the driver’s seat. My hand shook subtly as I placed the key into the ignition. With a gentle turn, the engine sprang to life, humming rhythmically. I adjusted the seat and mirrors, readying myself for the trip to Victor’s residence.

In the rearview mirror, I stole glances at my wife and Victor, their bodies barely visible amidst the shadows cast by the dim interior lights. Their voices filled the cabin. I wanted to listen, but I felt as if I was eavesdropping on a forbidden conversation. I forced myself to concentrate on the task at hand, trying to not let tension consume me.

Victor and my wife talked for a few minute,s but then Victor made the conversation take a flirty turn. He started speaking about how beautiful she was - which he acknowledged was inappropriate since she was married, but he just couldn’t help himself. Emily laughed nervously, telling him he was too kind, even while my blood boiled at the blatant flirting.

Victor leaned towards her, whispering seductively, “Emily, your eyes are mesmerizing.”

I tried to focus on the road ahead to avoid listening to their increasingly intimate conversation. The subtle whispers of lust in his tone grated on my nerves, sending a surge of raw emotion coursing through me.

Emily seemed to brush off the flirtation. Or maybe she didn’t. “You’re funny Victor,” Emily giggled. “I can see why Ben enjoys working with you.”

“Working with me?” Victor chuckled, his booming laughter shaking the interior of the vehicle. “I doubt that’s the reason.” Victor retorted, feigning amusement. “Ben has proven himself to be quite competent.”

Victor continued to stroke Emily’s ego with a mixture of compliments and playful banter. “Emily, you have an exquisite taste in clothes. I particularly like your dress.”

“Thank you,” Emily replied. To my surprise, her tone seemed natural in response to the compliment. Similar to if I had said it to her.

“Tell me, Emily,” Victor drawled, his tone hushed and suggestive. “What do you like?”

“What do you mean?” Emily asked politely.

“How do you like to be treated?” Victor whispered. “How do you like to be touched?”

My heart skipped a beat when I heard Victor ask the question. I dared not glance in the rearview mirror, fearing the sight of the two of them nestled closely together. Emily’s voice sounded distant, swallowed by the pounding of my pulse in my ears.

“You’re very bold, Victor,” she teased, her tone betraying a hint of nervousness. I envisioned her swallowing hard, her throat muscles contracting involuntarily.

He drew closer to Emily, his colossal form casting a shadow over her petite frame. “Emily, darling,” Victor purred, his voice low and seductive. “There’s something about you that intrigues me. Tell me, what do you desire?”

I should stop the car, I thought. Force Victor out and confront him. Instead, I chose silence, biting my tongue until the taste of copper filled my mouth.

“I like to be treated like a princess,” Emily replied softly, her voice echoing in the quiet cabin. “With respect and kindness.”

“Of course,” Victor murmured, his voice rich and smooth like velvet. “And how do you like to be touched?”

“Gently,” Emily answered.

There was a pause where nothing was said. I tried keeping my eyes on the road but my attention was pulled back to their conversation when Victor said- “Like this?”

Before I reacted, Emily gasped. Abruptly, Victor pulled her closer into his lap. I saw the shock register on her face in the rearview mirror. I almost slammed on the brakes. Victor’s actions exceeded the boundaries of a friendly gesture. I knew my wife. If she was genuinely upset, she would yell. But she was silent.

“Like this?” Victor repeated, tightening his hold around Emily’s waist.

My heart pounded furiously in my chest, adrenaline coursing through my veins. I knew I had to intervene, yet I sat frozen, unable to move. I couldn’t believe what was happening. But nothing would have ever prepared me for what my darling wife said next.

“Yes.”

I heard her breathing heavily and glanced up at the rearview mirror. My jaw dropped. In disbelief, I watched helplessly as Emily closed her eyes and let Victor’s hands explore her arms and shoulder. His powerful hands roamed freely as he lightly traced patterns on her supple skin. My wife moaned softly, enjoying the contact.

“Does that feel good?” Victor growled huskily in her ear.

She nodded weakly, her voice trembling slightly.

His fingers danced lower, tracing her collarbone. My wife instinctively arched her neck, exposing herself further to his advances.

“So soft,” Victor breathed, his hot breath grazing her skin. His hand moved lower, reaching for the hem of her dress.

“HONK!”

A blaring car horn snapped my attention back to the road. The stop light had turned green and the car behind us was frustrated.

“Keep your eyes on the road, Ben.” My wife called out to me. I had difficulty refocusing on the surrounding traffic. All I could think about was Victor’s massive black hands exploring my wife’s pale skin. The image burned itself in my memory, threatening to break the thin thread of sanity hanging onto the edge of despair.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered.

“Just keep driving,” Emily encouraged, her voice sounding weaker than before. “Everything will be okay.”

“I know,” I lied in response.

Though my foot pressed firmly on the accelerator, it felt as if the distance was stretching between us and Victor’s house. Each second dragged on, amplified by the taunting thoughts that plagued my mind.

I stole glances at the reflection in the rearview mirror, watching in horror as Emily succumbed to Victor’s sensual advances. His powerful hands trailed down her bare shoulders, fingertips brushing against her exposed neck. I observed my wife’s reaction, her eyes half-closed, an undeniable arousal building within her.

She seemed entranced by Victor’s hypnotic charm and overwhelming masculine magnetism. My heart throbbed painfully in my chest, the pain threatening to spill over into physical agony.

“You’re a special woman, Emily,” Victor murmured. “I bet Ben treats you like a queen.”

“He does,” Emily agreed softly, her voice trembling slightly. “But sometimes, I wish he’d show more passion.”

My insides cringed, hearing Emily utter the words that tore my heart apart. How could she say such things to Victor? My loyalty wavered, torn between my intense anger towards Victor and my confusion over Emily’s behavior.

“Passion is important,” Victor agreed. “Some men are simply afraid to express themselves.”

“That’s true,” Emily agreed. “Sometimes, I wish Ben would be more assertive.”

The comment sent a sharp sting through my heart. I knew Emily loved me, but hearing her express doubts about my ability to satisfy her needs ignited a fire within me.

“I can assure you, Emily,” Victor said confidently, his deep voice vibrating through the SUV. “Once you experience true passion, you’ll never settle for anything less.”

My head spun, overwhelmed by the explicit implications of their conversation. I risked another glimpse at the couple in the rearview mirror and found Emily nestled comfortably in Victor’s lap. His massive arm encircled her waist, his touch was possessive and commanding. Emily appeared oblivious to my growing discomfort. Her gaze locked on Victor’s strong, confident features.

Victor’s gaze ricocheted at me through the rearview mirror, taunting me with a sly smile. My eyes snapped back to the road ahead when we made eye contact, but I could sense his smug satisfaction.

“Ben,” Emily called out, her voice sounding strained. “Could you turn some music on?”

I hesitated, suspicious that she was asking me to play music so it would spare me from listening to their flirty conversation. Nevertheless, I managed to swallow my frustration and reached over to the dash and switched on the radio.

“Thanks,” Emily said as some top 40 song started playing. “This is perfect.”

“No problem,” I muttered, my focus returning to the winding road ahead. Despite the music, the tension remained. But at least my wife was a little more comfortable talking to Victor now that I wouldn’t be able to hear.

I could focus more on the road for a few minutes without looking in the rearview. But I was quickly snapped back to reality when I heard my wife moan during a break in the song.

The sound was faint, but unmistakable. I risked a glance at the rearview mirror, only to find Victor’s gargantuan hand mauling one of my wife’s massive tits. Emily nestled her back comfortably against him, with her head resting on his shoulder. Her face flushed and her arm reached across the front of his neck and back around his neck.

Victor wrapped his other arm around her waist, pulling her closer, and trapping her back against his massive chest. He then kissed her neck, gently licking her sensitive skin while I listened to the radio with feigned indifference. I glanced repeatedly at the rearview mirror, seeing Emily squirm restlessly in his lap. She seemed to enjoy it, her breathing quickening as he nibbled on her collarbone.

To my surprise, Emily seemed to relish the intimacy, her body arching submissively against Victor’s massive form as he played with her body. I stared wide-eyed at the spectacle unfolding in the rearview mirror and wondered if I was dreaming. Could this really be happening?

“You’re a lucky man, Ben,” Victor commented over the music, his voice thick with sarcasm. “Your wife is absolutely stunning.”

“Indeed,” I responded coldly, trying to mask the bitterness creeping into my voice. I don’t think he heard my response because he just buried his face mack into my wife’s neck.

I could keep myself from looking in the mirror for several minutes, but I heard her moan again. This time, it was louder and more audible than before. The sounds of pleasure emanating from my wife sent a chill down my spine. I glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Victor kissing her neck aggressively. But this time Emily’s dress was hiked up around her waist and Victor’s massive hand was exploring between her legs.

Despite the infidelity occurring right before my eyes, I couldn’t bring myself to interrupt them. I kept driving, hoping that gripping the steering wheel harder with remove my apprehension.

It didn’t.

In the rearview mirror, I could see Victor press Emily into his chest with one arm and rubbing between her legs with the other. Her lips were parted slightly, her breath coming out in rapid, shallow gasps.

Emily groaned louder, her whole body arching back against Victor’s broad chest. I could feel my heart racing in my chest, every muscle tense as I struggled to maintain control over the situation.

“Oh God, Ben,” Emily whimpered, her voice a mere whisper amid the soft strains of the music. “He knows exactly what I like.”

My stomach churned at the words, the pain etching deeper into my soul. The smell of sex permeated the vehicle, intensifying my feelings of desperation and helplessness.

I saw Victor whisper something in my wife’s ear, but the words were lost in the music. But I heard some of Emily’s response- “Please… continue.”

Victor continued rubbing at my wife’s crotch through her panties. She squirmed beneath his giant hand. I could tell she was moaning by the fact her mouth hung open. The sound was muffled by the music coming through the speakers.

His giant fingers dug into her panties, molding them into the shape of her engorged labia. Emily writhed and moaned, her hips bucking uncontrollably against Victor’s probing digits. She shivered with anticipation as he began tracing a slow, deliberate path along her most sensitive spots.

I saw Victor smirk as his massive hand continued its relentless exploration of her sex. He said something in her ear that couldn’t hear and I saw her nod in response. Then, much to my dismay, Emily reached down and covered his hand with hers, encouraging him to continue. Not even a minute later, her hips began to tremble and a lengthy orgasm followed.

Emily fell limp in Victor’s crushing bear hug, panting and gasping for breath. The scent of her sex hung heavy in the air as Victor released my wife from his grasp. She slid into the empty seat beside him. Her eyes sparkled with a glint of lust, her expression flush with excitement. She looked like a completely different person; the innocent woman who shared my bed disappeared, replaced by a lustful siren under Victor’s spell.

Finally, we reached the road leading us to Victor’s estate. The mapping app on my phone announced that we were arriving at our destination. I cast a last glance in the mirror and saw a disappointed expression etched on Emily’s face. Seemed she was frustrated with the interruption, but I was happy that their make-out session was finally over.

I parked my new car in the quiet driveway, turned off the music, and turned on the dome light. When I turned around, I saw that Victor had taken his jacket off and Emily was snuggled next to him, staring down at his crotch.

My gaze followed my wife’s line of sight down between his legs and I was startled to see Victor’s massive bulge straining against the fabric of his pants.

The outline of his erection was unmistakable, jutting prominently against his thigh. Emily’s eyes widened as she realized what she was seeing, and I could tell she was mesmerized by the sheer size of Victor’s package. She licked her lips nervously, her gaze flitting between Victor’s face and his crotch.

He grabbed at it through the fabric. “Would you like to see what your hips were grinding against?” Victor asked my wife casually, breaking the charged silence.

My heart leapt into my throat, and I felt my face flush red. Emily’s eyes widened, her gaze flicking nervously between Victor and me. I knew she was contemplating whether to reveal the truth, but I couldn’t bring myself to speak the words aloud.

My wife’s eyes locked on Victor’s bulge. “Maybe.”

Victor smiled wickedly, his gaze piercing Emily like a laser beam. “Would you like to see it, Emily?” His voice held a promise of untold pleasures.

“I, uh.” She paused. My wife chewed on her lip and glanced over at me as if asking for advice. But my dumb ass just shrugged weakly.

Hesitating only briefly, she scooted over, her eyes never leaving his massive bulge. As she settled next to him, Victor wasted no time, swiftly unzipping his pants with one hand. Emily watched, transfixed, as he slipped his underwear down, revealing his impressive erection.

The monstrous shaft stood proudly erect, its girth easily dwarfing any comparison with an ordinary penis. It stretched upwards, rigid and pulsating, eager to please. Emily gulped, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. The sheer size of it was breathtaking, almost intimidating. My eyes went wide realizing that this was the massive cock that wife would be taking.

Its thickness alone seemed impossible to accommodate, especially considering its considerable length. Emily gazed upon it, her pupils dilating at the sight of such an incredible specimen.

“Well, Emily,” Victor teased, his tone husky and seductive. “What do you think?”

“W-wow,” Emily stammered, her eyes glued to the massive erection. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.”

Victor gave me a shit-eating grin. “Do you want to touch it, Emily?”

She hesitated, torn between her curiosity and her guilt. That’s when it hit me that my wife would do anything to make sure I got this promotion. Not only was she willing to Victor touch her most private place, but it seemed she also wanted his enormous black cock. It was all too much. I felt like I was losing control of the situation.

“Umm, yes,” Emily answered quietly after a moment of hesitation. “May I, Victor?”

Without waiting for his permission, she reached out and carefully took hold of his massive cock. The instant she touched it, she was struck by its sheer enormity. The thick girth was intimidating, her fingers struggling to wrap around it fully. Victor sighed deeply, his enormous body relaxing visibly. The monster cock twitched in her hand, responding to her gentle touch.

She looked at my face for a reaction as she grabbed my boss’ enormous dick with her hand and slowly began to stroke it.

I was shocked and disgusted, but I forced myself to remain calm and composed. Victor, meanwhile, watched me intensely, his gaze boring into my mind like a drill.

“I’ve never imagined…” Emily confessed, her voice quivering slightly.

“Imagined what?” Victor prodded smugly. “Something bigger?”

Emily bit her lip, her gaze flickering uncertainly between me and Victor. “No,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. She was silent for a moment. “It’s just so… You’re so… huge.”

She continued to stroke Victor’s massive cock, her movements becoming more confident and assured. Her grip tightened around the shaft, and she stroked it with increasing speed. The monstrous member throbbed in her hand, growing stiffer as she worked it.

“Do you want to suck it?” Victor asked Emily, his voice dripping with confidence. His eyes bored into mine, challenging me to object.

Emily fidgeted uncomfortably, her grip tightening around Victor’s massive cock. She shot me a pleading look, silently begging for my consent. I gritted my teeth, feeling the familiar surge of jealousy burning inside me. I put aside my resentment knowing that Emily was the one that had talked us into this. As I nodded in agreement, I felt a knot forming in my gut.

“Yes,” Emily whispered, her voice shaking slightly. “I’d love to.”

Even though I had nodded in consent, my wife’s answer still shocked me, leaving a bitter taste of betrayal lingering in my mouth.

Emily leaned forward, her eyes locked on Victor’s massive erection. Her hands trembled ever so slightly as she grasped the base of his cock. Victor’s eyes darkened with lust, his entire body tense as if anticipating her touch. He placed both hands on the headrest, positioning himself for maximum comfort.

Emily hesitated for a moment, glancing at me apologetically. I could see the internal struggle brewing in her eyes. Guilt warred with raw desire. I desperately wished she would choose me over this massive beast of a man, but I knew that wasn’t happening. With a visible effort, I pushed down my revulsion and suppressed my anger.

“I know this isn’t easy for you, Ben,” Emily whispered, her voice tinged with sorrow. “But it’s for you. For us. We need this.”

I nodded, my throat tightening. The lump formed in my throat, refusing to budge despite my best efforts to clear it.

I swallowed hard, determined not to show weakness or give in to the feelings of resentment and jealousy boiling within me.

“I understand,” I replied hoarsely, attempting to muster composure. “It’s for us.”

Emily nodded, relief washing over her face. The tension eased marginally, but I could still cut the silence with a knife. I shifted uneasily in my seat, my nerves stretched taut.

“You’re going to suck my cock, Emily,” Victor commanded, his voice firm and authoritative. “And you’re going to love doing it.”

It was crazy hearing Victor say those words to my wife. She only went down on me if I begged her for it on my birthday. And even then, I was always nervous she might change her mind at the last minute. But Emily was about to suck Victor’s massive cock like she had been longing for it for years.

My eyes widened, and my heart sank into my stomach. I knew what was coming. I just didn’t want to admit it to myself. After taking a deep breath, she gingerly opened her mouth and guided my boss’ big black cock into her tight little mouth.

I watched in horror as my beautiful wife’s lips slowly slid down Victor’s thick dick, taking it in inch by inch. Her cheeks hollowed out as she bobbed her head up and down, eagerly sucking him off. Emily moaned softly, the pleasure evident in her voice.

“Mmmm, yeah, baby,” Victor purred, his eyes locked on me. “Suck it good.”

Each thrust of her head brought her closer to him, her hands holding his knees steady on the car seat and her eyes locked on the massive cock disappearing into her mouth. Emily sucked and licked, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside of his cockhead.

I watched from the front seat as my beautiful wife sucked the biggest black cock that I had ever seen. My heart ached, my stomach twisted, and my balls shrunk in embarrassment. What was happening? Why was my gorgeous wife acting like a horny slut? I felt sick, yet somehow compelled to watch.

“Good girl,” Victor praised, his eyes shining with pride. “Now, take it all in.”

Emily obeyed, her mouth stretching wide as she inhaled his massive member inch by inch. I could see her throat bulging as she attempted to accommodate the entirety of his girth. She gagged and sputtered, tears staining her cheeks as she struggled to deep-throat him. Yet, despite the obvious discomfort, she persisted, demonstrating an unwavering dedication to satisfying Victor’s desires.

“Mmm, yes, baby,” Victor cooed, running his fingers through Emily’s silken hair. “Take it all, sweetheart.”

Her eyelids fluttered, a hint of fear flashing in her irises before she refocused her determination. She continued to plunge her head downwards, her lips pressing tightly against his pelvis as she fought to swallow his massive cock to the root.

I watched as things got messier, my beautiful wife gagging and sputtering. Her mascara ran down her cheeks, turning the makeup underneath it to a splotchy, reddish-black mixture. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. Never in my life have I seen my wife this wild and reckless. I felt betrayed and humiliated, but I forced myself to sit still in the driver’s seat, pretending it didn’t bother me.

“Fuck yes!” Victor groaned as his massive hand reached for my wife’s hair. His fingers entwined with her golden locks, seizing her scalp like a vice.

I watched in silence as he used my sweet Emily’s mouth as a fuck toy. I was humiliated in every way and my beautiful wife was gagging herself silly on Victor’s gigantic meaty pole. Each second I spent watching her stuff his big black cock down her throat made me shiver in agony. My heart pounded like a jackhammer in my chest. I felt nauseous. I wanted to cry out and beg them to stop, but I sat there frozen, utterly speechless.

Victor began pumping his hips, violently fucking my wife’s mouth. His massive prick pistoned in and out of her wet, warm hole, making loud, wet noises that echoed in the confined space of the vehicle.

“Enjoying the view there, Ben?” Victor chuckled as his powerful arms drove my wife’s mouth down on his massive tool like she was a cheap whore.

As I listened to the disgusting sounds of my beautiful wife choking on his massive cock, I thought I might lose my mind. She was being owned by a man more than twice her size, and there was nothing I could do about it.

“That’s it,” Victor growled, continuing to throat my wife. “Damn! You can suck dick!”

Victor roared, his voice echoing loudly in the confines of the vehicle. His mighty arms flexed as he continued to pound away at my wife’s mouth, causing tears to stream down her blushing face.

“Mmmmmm…” Emily moaned around his massive cock. Even though she was in physical distress, she couldn’t deny that Victor’s rough treatment excited her. I could tell she was enjoying it, which broke my heart.

“If you keep this up I might cum,” Victor warned, his pace quickening ominously. “Are you ready for it?”

Emily’s throat seemed endless as it convulsed around his massive cock, signaling her readiness. Despite the overwhelming intrusion, she continued to perform her oral service with unyielding enthusiasm.

“MMMmmmm!” Victor groaned as he held her face down on his cock as he came. I watched his huge pulse from the base up his shaft and into my wife’s lips as I realized he was pumping her mouth full of cum.

The idea that the same hole that was created solely for my use was now getting flooded with another man’s seed was beyond disturbing. The image was burned into my brain. My boss’s cum was overflowing her lips and dribbling down her chin, mixing with her own saliva until it became a gooey, sticky mess.

The humiliation was intense, but I had to push the unpleasant thoughts to the side.I took a deep breath and tried to relax. It was just an act, right? A performance to secure my promotion and besides, it was just one night.

I glanced at Emily, who was sitting between Victor’s muscular thighs, her face swollen and streaked with tears. The vision of my once pure love being defiled by this monster of a man was too much to bear. But I had to endure it.

“Wow… That was a lot…” Emily said finally, wiping the excess cum from her lips. She climbed back into the passenger seat, casting a worried glance at me. I remained silent, trying to process the shocking experience that had just unfolded.

“We should get going,” I murmured.

“Yep,” Victor replied, adjusting his pants and getting out of the SUV. “We have a big day at the office tomorrow. We should all get some rest.” Victor suggested, fastening his belt. “Ben, why don’t you and your wife go home and we’ll plan your promotion celebration tomorrow?”

I choked on my breath. “Didn’t the ‘celebration’ just happen?” I asked.

Victor gave me a sly smile. “Not yet, Ben. We’ll table that for later this week. See you at the office tomorrow.”

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles white against the leather. My heart raced, adrenaline coursing through my veins. I knew what I had to do to secure my promotion. I had to pretend everything was normal.

I turned to Emily, who was still in a messy daze in the backseat. “Let’s go home,” I said flatly.

Emily nodded, looking a bit sheepish as she joined me in the front seat. She wiped her mouth and adjusted her clothes. I started the engine and pulled out onto the street. The silence inside the car was deafening. I stared straight ahead, focusing on the road.

After an awkward moment, Emily spoke up. “I’m sorry about that, Ben.”

Her apology sounded sincere, but it didn’t erase the painful memory of her sloppy, deep-throat blowjob. “It’s okay,” I lied pathetically. To make it worse, she had never let me ever cum in her mouth before. She claimed it was “gross” and “unnatural.” So why was she able to swallow Victor’s massive load with ease?

As much as I hated the thought, I knew I had to play along with this game. If I wanted to advance my career, I had to endure the humiliation. I couldn’t allow myself to be consumed by despair. I knew that the future depended on my ability to stay focused and keep my emotions in check. So, I pretended to be unaffected by the traumatizing event that occurred in the backseat of my new car. I kept my cool and acted as if everything was fine.

As we approached our house, the tension between Emily and me grew thick. I didn’t know what to say, or how to address the elephant in the room. Emily seemed preoccupied, lost in her thoughts. Once we went inside our home, I decided to break the silence.

“Emily,” I began, my voice cracking slightly. “About tonight…”

She looked at me, her emerald green eyes filled with sadness and regret. “I know, Ben,” she whispered. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s not just the fact that you did it,” I told her, forcing myself to maintain eye contact. “It’s the circumstances surrounding it.”

“I had to, Ben,” Emily insisted defensively. “For us.”

“I understand that,” I sighed heavily. “But you didn’t have to act like you enjoyed it.”

I protested, anger bubbling beneath the surface. “Why did you have to make it seem like you loved it?”

Emily sighed, her voice softening. “Ben, you know that I love you.” She reached out and gently rested her hand on my knee. “I would never willingly hurt you.”

“Then why did you do it?” I snapped, unable to contain my frustration. “Why did you let him fuck your mouth like that?”

She removed her hand from my leg and bowed her head, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Because… because I care about you, Ben,” Emily whispered, her voice breaking. “And I would do anything to protect you from harm.”

“How does letting another man violate you protect me?” I retorted, my voice rising. “Or better yet, how does sucking his giant cock make us safer?”

“Please try to understand,” Emily pleaded, her voice wavering. “This wasn’t just about Victor. This was about us. About our future.”

I looked across over at my wife. I had a feeling she lied about it being about Victor. But my anger was useless against the sacrifice she’d made. Emily was being supportive by agreeing to Victor’s offer. But something else still nagged at me. If it wasn’t for her convincing me to take this deal, it wouldn’t have happened. If she just said it wasn’t about Victor, then why the sudden change?

I swallowed my pride. Emily would eventually tell me when she was ready, so I decided to make her feel at ease and smile with a compliment. “For what it’s worth, I was incredibly turned on watching you.”

I admitted, “I guess it was the forbidden nature of it, the illicit taboo of it all. I feel like I’ve experienced something completely new today.”

Emily looked surprised, but then smiled shyly. “Really?”

“Yeah,” I replied with a half-truth. It was like two warring factions between my inner beast and ego.

Emily sighed in relief, her tension melting away. “Thank you, Ben. It means a lot to hear you say that.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her genuine delight. “Hey,” I chuckled, reaching over to squeeze her hand. “I’m not gonna lie - it was pretty hot.” It was another half-truth, But at least my wife was smiling now.

Emily giggled in response, her spirits lifting. “I’m glad you saw it that way,” she murmured, snuggling closer to me. “If it makes you feel any better, I’ll let you treat my mouth like Victor did from now on.”

I immediately got a boner. My erection strained uncomfortably in my pants. I would have never dreamed of my cock being worshipped like Victor’s was by my wife a moment ago. My ego completely buckled to my beast. If Victor could bring a slutty side out of my wife, then I suppose I could live with that.

At least, that’s what I convinced myself of as I walked up alongside Emily to our bedroom door. I couldn’t wait to find out if she was serious about fulfilling my newfound fantasy.

“Ready for bed?” I asked, unlocking the door.

Emily nodded, biting her lower lip nervously. “Of course,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly. “Just give me a sec.”

I stepped inside, allowing Emily to shut the door behind her. The air was thick with tension, and the atmosphere charged with unsaid sentiments.

I stood at the edge of the bed, feeling the weight of the previous evening bearing down on me. Emily emerged from the bathroom wearing a skimpy silk robe that left little to the imagination. Her eyes met mine, and she sauntered towards me.

She must have been really horny because I noticed the outline of her erect nipples straining against the thin fabric of her robe. My heart raced as she stopped mere inches away from me.

“Get comfortable,” Emily said as she pushed down onto the bed. She untied the belt of her robe, revealing her naked body beneath. I couldn’t help but gasp at the sight of her perfect, toned curves.

“God, Emily,” I breathed, stepping closer to the bed. “You’re incredible.”

Emily smirked seductively, her gaze fixed on me. “I’m yours, Ben,” she whispered huskily. “Tonight, I want to please you.”

In that instant, I forgot all about how she had degraded herself earlier. All I could think about was the intoxicating scent of her arousal, the heat emanating from her skin, and the way her hazel eyes sparkled mischievously. I couldn’t resist her anymore. I stripped off my shirt and pants, leaving only my boxers on. Emily stared hungrily at the bulge beneath my underwear, her pupils dilated with lust.

“Take them off,” she demanded, her voice low and husky.

I hesitated briefly, my heart pounding in my chest. But then I relented, pulling down my boxers and exposing my erect penis. It was so much smaller than Victor’s, but it stood proudly nonetheless, eager for attention.

Emily wasted no time. In one swift motion, she grabbed my cock and brought it to her warm, inviting mouth. I groaned, overwhelmed by the sensation of her soft, wet lips enclosing around my shaft. I almost orgasmed right then and there.

“Oh God, Em,” I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily. I was speeding over to my peak and gritting my teeth so I wouldn’t cum too soon.

My wife moaned as she felt my erection pulse between her lips. She reached over and grabbed my hand and placed it on the back of her head. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Show me what you want.”

I squeezed her skull and roughly shoved my cock deeper into her throat. I could feel the tip of my penis hit the back of her throat, triggering a reaction in my body as I moaned with pleasure. “Oh yes, baby,” I grunted, pumping my hips once. “I’m gonna cum.”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. My orgasm surged through me, and I released a guttural scream. “EMILY!” I yelled, as my semen erupted from my cock, filling her throat.

Emily gulped down my semen greedily, as if she hadn’t eaten in days. My eyes widened in shock as I realized she liked the taste of my essence.

I don’t know what it was that made me cum so quickly. Maybe it was because I had never cum in anyone’s mouth before. Or maybe it was that my wife was acting like a slut. Probably both. But whatever it was, it had twisted me into a pretzel that came undone in a thirty-second pre-mature ejaculation. While Victor’s lasted 10 minutes.

The difference shocked me, considering my size compared to Victor’s. How could my tiny erection satisfy Emily after experiencing such a large one? Yet, here she was, eagerly swallowing my cum as if it were the most delicious treat imaginable. I felt proud and ashamed at the same time. The thrill of having my wife on her knees servicing me mingled with the sting of inadequacy.

“That was amazing,” I croaked, pulling away from Emily’s skilled mouth. “You really know how to make a guy feel special.”

My wife moaned slightly and settled her head onto my shoulder. She tried to pull me on top of her to make love, but I was mentally drained and exhausted from everything that had happened that day, so I couldn’t continue.

Emily looked disappointed for a moment, but she eventually snuggled closer to me, wrapping her arm around my waist. I stroked her soft, damp hair, tracing gentle patterns on her scalp. Minutes later, I fell asleep.

* * *

The following morning, I arrived at the office early, dreading facing Victor. I expected the worst, anticipating some kind of torment or teasing from him. I feared that he would start the day by reminding me of the humiliating incident.

However, to my surprise, Victor greeted me with a cheerful, “Morning, Ben! Looking sharp today.” I stiffened and responded with a curt nod, struggling to conceal my unease.

“Morning, Victor. Thanks.” Glancing around, I noticed that the office was unusually quiet, devoid of the usual bustle, adding to my sense of unease. I desperately sought distraction from his penetrating gaze, focusing on the computer screen.

“Listen, Ben,” Victor began, his tone shifting abruptly. “I just wanted to thank you for last night.”

I was confused. It wasn’t me that gave him 10 minutes of deep throat. He should be thanking my wife. “Thank me?” I asked.

Victor cracked a grin, revealing his gleaming white teeth. “For playing along,” he explained. “I appreciate your discretion. It shows you’re committed to your work.”

I paused, unsure how to approach the subject without sounding bitter. I was the cuckold, the weak husband whose wife sucked another man’s enormous cock for the sake of a promotion. “Of course,” I replied, keeping cool. “I appreciate the promotion.”

“You earned it.” Victor replied, his voice booming in the otherwise quiet office. “Now, let’s get to work. I need you to review these project proposals for me.”

I nodded, reluctantly accepting the task. “Of course,” I agreed, forcing a small smile. “Just let me know how I can assist.”

As the day progressed, I found myself constantly aware of Victor’s presence.

His looming figure seemed to cast a shadow over me, a constant reminder of the events unfolding around me. Every few hours, I would catch him staring at me, a knowing smirk on his face. I knew he was thinking about it, reveling in it.

Around noon, Victor came to my desk holding his phone. “Hey, Ben,” he said cheerfully. “I need you to look at something.”

With a sigh, I set aside my paperwork and accepted the device from him. I didn’t even read the message; I simply scrolled to the bottom. There it was—a picture of Emily. Only, she was dressed entirely differently than when I had seen her last. She was wearing a short skirt, thigh-high stockings, and a lacy bra. Her hair was loose, framing her face in a tangle of golden curls. She was kneeling, her expression coy and inviting.

One hand was resting on her hip, while the other delicately caressed her breast. Her eyes were sparkling, as if she was intentionally seducing the camera lens. What struck me most was the fact that she was in our living room. Our very own sofa was positioned prominently, a testament to our shared history.

I blinked several times, disbelieving that this was real. My hands shook uncontrollably and sweat formed on my brow. I could feel my pulse accelerating in my temples. My blood boiled with rage, embarrassment, and jealousy.

I felt the muscles in my jaw clench tightly, threatening to burst. My wife had never taken sexy pictures of me before. This was now the second time she had done something for Victor before me. I forced myself to remain calm, taking a deep breath before handing the phone back to Victor. I could feel my pulse throbbing in my ears as I attempted to speak. “What is this?”

Victor looked at me smugly, his eyes glittering with amusement. “Your little Emily sent me a picture and asked me when your promotion celebration was going to take place.”

I looked at him incredulously. Promotion celebration? It was all just an innuendo for fucking my wife with his massive cock.

Again, I steadied my nerves and tried not to let it bother me. “About that. When were you thinking?” I asked.

“Well, your wife seems to want to celebrate as soon as possible.” Victor laughed. “So, how about tonight? What do you think?”

“Sounds fine,” I replied nonchalantly, though my heart pounded wildly in my chest. I handed the phone back to Victor, doing my best to hide my growing anxiety. I couldn’t risk showing weakness, especially not in front of him.

“Great,” Victor said. “I’ll send you the details later. Now, let’s get back to work.”

He returned to his office, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I was upset that Emily had sent my boss sexy pics. Behind my back too. I couldn’t bear it for another second. Excusing myself from my desk, I sent a hurried text to my wife.

“Are you insane? Why are you sending him sexy photos?” I typed furiously and hit send.

Emily immediately called me, her voice shaking with fear. “Baby, listen… I’m sorry. I knew you would disapprove, but I had to do it. I just wanted to get this entire ordeal done with and out of the way and I thought sending something… enticing would get his attention quicker than words alone.”

I agreed with her on the point of having the ‘celebration’ be over and done with. This was one fact that I completely understood. “That’s fair, but you should have told me first.”

I sighed deeply, trying to quell the rising resentment within me. “We shouldn’t be making decisions like this without discussing them together.”

“I know, baby,” Emily apologized, her voice quivering in the background. “I promise you, it will all be over soon. Remember, we’re doing this for our future.”

“I know.” I conceded. “Just promise me this – no more surprises.” I said firmly.

“I swear, babe,” Emily reassured me softly. “No more surprises.”

I took a deep breath, hoping that she would stick to her word. I returned to my desk, determined to focus on my work. However, my mind kept wandering back to the image of Emily in her lingerie. I could see her posing provocatively, her eyes full of desire. It was a stark contrast to how she usually behaved.

It was just one night. One more night of pretending, and then it would all be over.

* * *

As I pulled into the driveway of my home, a wave of apprehension washed over me. I glanced at the clock on the dashboard as I parked the car. 5:40 PM. Victor was going to arrive soon.

“Ugh,” I muttered aloud, slamming the car door shut. “Just get it over with already.” The thought of having to participate in this charade filled me with disgust and loathing. I was a puppet on strings, dancing to the tune of my employer’s whims.

I opened the front door, my heavy steps echoing ominously in the entryway. At the foot of the staircase, I turned right, entering the dining room. An arrangement of flowers sat idly beside a vase filled with crystal wine glasses.

The table was set for three. Three sets of plates and utensils. A grim reminder of the intimate gathering that awaited me. I wondered how many more meals would be shared in this house with Emily and Victor. Would this mark the beginning of a new tradition, an annual celebration to commemorate my shame and surrender? The thought of enduring further nights like this one nearly choked me.

As I moved through the dining room, I caught a whiff of Emily’s perfume, which hung faintly in the air. I felt a familiar twinge of longing for our normal life, where I wouldn’t have to share my wife with someone else. I paused to admire the beautiful flower arrangement, but it only served as a poignant symbol of wilting innocence.

“Ben, is that you?” I heard my wife call from the kitchen.

“Yes,” I replied. I peered around the corner and saw Emily standing near the kitchen counter, preparing dinner. Her attire matched the provocative photo she had sent Victor earlier, except she wore a tight shirt that showed off her ample cleavage. The sight of her in such a state was jarring.

“Hey,” I offered weakly, attempting to mask the lingering discomfort. “You look great.”

Emily flashed me a radiant smile, her enchanting green eyes sparkling with excitement. “Thanks,” she chirped brightly. “You don’t look bad yourself.”

I managed a weak smile, my stomach twisting into knots. “Everything looks great,” I said, gesturing toward the elaborate meal spread across the table. “You’ve really gone all out.”

“I wanted to do something nice for us,” Emily confessed, her voice wavering slightly.

Nice for us? I thought. The food maybe, but the way she was dressed was entirely for my big black boss.

“I figured since we’re spending the evening with Victor, we might as well enjoy ourselves,” Emily said as she poured me a glass of wine and handed it to me.

I nodded in agreement, accepting the glass. “It’s a great idea,” I forced a smile. “I’m sure Victor will appreciate your efforts.”

“Well, I hope so,” Emily laughed nervously. “I mean, we wouldn’t want him to feel uncomfortable.”

My brow furrowed, fueled by the knowledge of what was to come. Victor would be more than comfortable. Emily would ensure his every desire was catered to.

I was struck by a wave of unease as we heard the door creak open. We exchanged a nervous glance. Victor entered the house without knocking, his confident strides echoing loudly in the hallway.

“Hello, you two,” Victor greeted us. He looked my wife up and down, noting her breasts wanting to burst out of her tight shirt. “I’m glad to see you’re ready for our little celebration.”

I forced a smile, my insides churning with trepidation. “Of course,” I replied, my voice cracking slightly. “We wouldn’t want to disappoint you.”

Victor appraised the table, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Impressive,” he remarked, running his fingers along the polished wood. “Emily, you’ve truly outdone yourself.”

My wife blushed profusely, her eyes darting nervously between us. “Thank you, Victor,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. “I’m glad you approve.”

Victor smiled broadly, his eyes fixated on Emily. “Of course,” he replied smoothly as he hugged her. His massive frame towered over her as they embraced the touch, lingering a beat too long. “I’m always impressed by your hard work and dedication.”

He glanced in my direction. Victor’s look told me everything I needed to know- He’d be owning my wife tonight. My insides churned with fury, but I managed to maintain a composed facade.

“Please, sit down,” I said, gesturing towards the chairs.

Victor sat down, his powerful frame dominating the space beside me. Despite the tension simmering under the surface, he maintained an unwavering composure.

“Thank you,” he replied, his voice deep and commanding. “Ben, pour me and Emily a glass of wine,” Victor ordered, looking at me with his piercing dark eyes.

I nodded obediently, standing up and pouring two glasses. Victor raised his glass to Emily and me, offering a toast. “To Ben’s promotion,” he declared. “May it be the first of many successes in his career.”

We each clinked our glasses together, and I tasted the rich liquid, the bitterness of the wine mirroring the sour taste in my mouth. I scanned the room, noting the dim lighting and soft music playing in the background.

“Cheers,” Victor repeated, raising his glass again. I mirrored his movements, swallowing the bitter taste of regret and resentment.

“To Ben’s promotion,” My wife chimed in, her voice barely above a whisper.

I watched, unable to tear my gaze away from her as she held Victor’s gaze, her green eyes shining brighter than ever.

“Ben, tell me,” he started, his words dripping with confidence. “Have you considered investing in a bigger house? After all, you’re earning quite nicely now.”

I swallowed hard, tasting the irony of his question. My promotion had come at the expense of my self-respect and dignity. Was this the price I had to pay for success? I cleared my throat nervously, trying to keep my composure. “I haven’t really thought about it,” I lied.

My mind was reeling from everything happening between Victor and my wife. I didn’t have the headspace to entertain the idea of a larger house. Not when my income had been traded for my wife’s submission. I glanced at Emily, who sat quietly, sipping her wine.

“That’s surprising,” Victor replied, his tone hinting at skepticism. “After all, you’ve worked so hard to achieve this moment. Surely, you deserve a reward.”

He was taunting me, baiting me into agreeing that material possessions were the ultimate prize. I knew better, though. My soul ached with the realization that my values had shifted dramatically.

I couldn’t meet Emily’s gaze, still transfixed on Victor’s confident posture. He was testing me, seeing how far he could push me before I snapped. I wanted to scream, to run from the house and leave it all behind. Instead, I bit my tongue and fought to suppress the anger building within me.

“Perhaps someday,” I gritted. “But for now, this lovely house suits us just fine.”

Victor chuckled, his dark eyes gleaming with victory. “Fair enough,” he replied. “So, what are we having for dinner?” He asked, smiling at me.

I knew my wife had made the meal, but I was uncertain why he was asking me.

“Lamb chops,” Emily answered before I could respond. She went to stand up from her chair, but Victor touched her arm.

“That sounds delightful,” Victor said. “You relax Emily. Ben, you serve it.”

Was I his waiter now? I thought, feeling humiliated. I stood up, pushed my chair back, and walked to the kitchen to bring out the plates. As I passed by Emily, I noticed she was smiling at my boss like she was amused by how Victor could order me around. This celebration was for me, right?

Wrong.

When I looked at Victor, he had a smug grin on his face. I could see the triumph in his eyes as I carried the plates to the table and set them down carefully.

As we ate our meal, the conversation flowed easily. Emily and Victor discussed various topics, ranging from music to art to sports. My wife laughed at all of Victor’s jokes and would touch his arm when she did. Their eyes met frequently, sparking a connection that transcended mere friendship. Each time they locked gazes, I felt that all too common feeling of my stomach tightening. I, however, remained silent, merely listening and occasionally nodding when appropriate. My thoughts were elsewhere, consumed by my feelings of frustration and helplessness.

I couldn’t believe how much control Victor had over me now. The man had transformed into a domineering force that dictated my life and my marriage. I tried to shake off the mounting dread that enveloped me as Victor and Emily’s flirtations escalated beyond mere playful banter.

When the entrée was done, Victor had me clear the table. I dreaded what would happen next, but also craved the release of the tension that built up inside me.

Once in the kitchen, I heard Victor say something about it being time for dessert, and my wife giggled. “Oh!”

I left the dishes in the sink and returned to the dining room. My heart pounded as I rounded the corner. When I finally did, I saw Victor leaning in close to Emily, their faces mere inches apart. I could see the hunger in his eyes, the anticipation brewing between them.

He pushed his body against her and my wife blushed, her eyes locked on Victor’s lips. “I guess you could say it’s a surprise.”

Victor’s dark eyes glistened with curiosity. “Really?” he whispered seductively. “Let me have a taste.”

My heart lurched in my chest at the prospect of what transpired next. My big black boss was about to his way with my beautiful wife. What really got me was that it was something that Emily wanted. There was nothing I could do to stop it.

Victor tilted my wife’s head up, and he leaned down, pressing his lips into hers. To my horror, Emily returned his kiss, willingly submitting herself to him. Emily’s hand slid up Victor’s arm, her fingers gently tracing the contours of his biceps. I could hear the low moan of pleasure escape her lips as their bodies pressed close.

As I watched this unfold, my chest constricted in pain and disbelief. How could this be happening? My wife was kissing my boss in front of me, enjoying his advances, and I was utterly powerless to intervene.

As the intensity of their kiss increased, Victor’s possession over my wife increased. His hands roamed freely over Emily’s body, exploring every curve. His strong fingers grazed her waist, tracing paths up and down her spine. I could see the intoxicating effect it had on her, her body trembling with anticipation.

Victor’s hands moved down, and he grabbed my wife’s perfect ass. Emily gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily against Victor’s groin. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her neck. Emily shivered, her hands moving to pull his tie free. With a flick of her wrist, she loosened it, then reached to unbutton his shirt. Her fingers trembled as she fumbled with the buttons, straining to expose his massive muscled torso underneath.

The sight of his sculpted abs and toned chest was both mesmerizing and terrifying. It was like watching a predator stalk its prey, and I knew there was no turning back now.

Victor broke the kiss, his breath hot against my wife’s skin. His eyes burned with lust, his gaze sweeping over her exposed flesh. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured hoarsely, his voice thick with desire. “I can’t believe how lucky I am.”

Emily blushed, her gaze locking onto Victor’s. “I can’t believe it either,” she breathed heavily, her voice quivering with arousal. “But here we are.”

Victor chuckled, reaching out one of his massive hands and cupping my wife’s breast aggressively through her top. Emily gasped, her nipples erecting instantly under his touch. Her breathing quickened, her chest heaving as she stared into Victor’s eyes, entranced by his dominance.

She gasped louder, the sound echoing through the quiet house. Her nipples strained against the fabric of her shirt, begging for release. Victor’s grip tightened, his fingers digging into her flesh possessively. He lowered his lips to her neck, trailing kisses downwards until he reached the hem of her shirt. His teeth grazed her skin lightly, causing shivers to ripple through her body.

“Take it off,” he growled, his voice a husky command.

She immediately did as she was told and lifted her arms above her head, allowing Victor to slide her shirt off effortlessly. The garment fell away, leaving the lacy bra from the picture she had taken for him earlier in the day.

My wife’s large, firm breasts were encased in the sheer fabric, her nipples clearly visible. The sight of her standing there, partially undressed, was enough to make any man lose control. I wasn’t even supposed to be here anymore, but I couldn’t seem to find the strength to leave. I was glued to the spot, watching my life unravel right before my eyes.

With a practiced motion, Victor reached out and grasped the zipper of her mini skirt. The metallic teeth parted with ease, and the cloth slithered to the floor, pooling around her feet.

She stood there, wearing only her panties and bra, her entire form laid bare for Victor. His eyes devoured her form, his pupils dilating with arousal. He kissed her aggressively, as if he was asserting his possession over my wife. I felt myself squirm in my seat a bit, incredibly uncomfortable with the situation, but also inexplicably turned on at the same time. Seeing my sweet Emily with a much bigger man was admittedly a little hot.

I watched as my wife’s hands felt Victor up as well, massaging his enormous muscles and admiring his chiseled physique. She seemed to revel in the sensation of his muscular arms wrapped around her petite waist. Her small hands danced across his broad shoulders, and her fingertips traced the lines of his defined chest.

“Time for my dessert,” Victor growled as he picked my wife up effortlessly and laid her on the table. He reached for her panties and roughly pulled them down.

Victor threw her panties at me, hitting me square in the face. When they made contact, I could feel Emily’s moisture in the fabric. My wife was soaking wet.

My boss ran his hands up my wife’s thighs and caressed her inner thighs. His fingers slowly slid up the insides of her legs, closer and closer to her pussy. I could see the anticipation in her eyes, and my heart raced with jealousy and excitement. The first and only time I went down on my wife was our wedding night. I knew that my wife was in for an experience that she would never forget.

Victor leaned down, his face hovering above my wife’s crotch. She squirmed beneath him, her hips bucking involuntarily. He inhaled deeply, savoring the scent of her arousal. Then, with a flick of his tongue, he licked her outer lips. Emily gasped, her body arching off the table.

Victor’s tongue danced around her clit, teasing her mercilessly. He sucked gently on her engorged nub, and Emily’s moans grew louder. Her hands clawed at the table, her nails digging into the wood.

Her muscles tensed, coiled like springs, ready to explode. Guttural moans escaped her lips, forming a symphony of raw pleasure with Victor’s sensual grunts. Her heart thundered in her chest, pounding like a war drum, driving her deeper into delirium.

Victor’s fingers found her entrance, sliding inside her slick warmth. He explored her depths, feeling every ridge and channel within her body. The feeling must have been pleasant, because I saw her speed over the edge and into a lengthy orgasm.

I felt my arousal rising, despite my best intentions to remain detached. I had never seen Emily reach such heights of ecstasy, and the sight of her convulsing body was both mesmerizing and alarming.

“That feels so good,” Emily gasped, her voice breaking.

Victor raised his mouth away from her sex and stood up. “Damn Emily, you’re wet as fuck!” He turned to me. “Come up here and have a taste, Ben.”

I did as I was told and approached the table, curious, and turned on. I looked down at Emily, her eyes wide with lust, inviting me to join them. She spread her legs for me and I knelt between them. I spread my wife’s ass cheeks and licked at her pussy, the sweet, tangy flavor that coated my tongue. My wife was wetter than I expected, indicating how aroused she was.

“Okay, that’s enough.” I felt a yank at my shirt as Victor pulled me effortlessly off of my wife and almost tossed me right back into the chair. I watched as he pulled out his mammoth cock, his shaft throbbing and pulsing. The veins were bulging out. I was shocked to see that his dick was even bigger than I remembered from the other night. It stretched out, almost seeming impossibly long. The mushroom-shaped head was purple and swollen, covered in pre-cum. My jaw dropped. I couldn’t help but stare.

“Enough teasing, let’s show your husband what you really want,” Victor demanded of my wife. Emily simply nodded, staring at the giant black cock that would soon be inside her.

“You want this?” He asked.

Emily nodded eagerly, her face glowing with anticipation. “Oh yes, please,” she pleaded softly, her voice trembling with excitement. “I want it.”

Fueled by her eagerness, Victor wasted no time. He guided his massive erection towards my wife’s wet entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her core. Her eyes widened, her pupils dilating with anticipation.

He placed the tip of his massive cock against my wife’s entrance, the pressure increasing steadily. The head of his cock slipped past her lips, stretching her walls to accommodate his girth.

Emily gasped, her eyes widening in shock. “Oh, fuck!” My wife exclaimed.

I could see why she had that reaction. Victor’s cock was absolutely massive and was stretching her right out. She squealed in delight as Victor continued to push his big black cock into her tight little pussy. The friction sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body, overwhelming her senses.

“Fuck that feels AMAZING!” She gasped as he began rocking back and forth, his big dick opening her pussy right up. “Uuuunnnghhh” She shook again, this time as a huge orgasm coursed through her body.

I could feel the vibrations in my hands as my wife came on my boss’s massive cock. The sight of that gigantic cock thrusting in and out of my wife was hypnotizing. I couldn’t look away, and neither could Emily. Her eyes were wide as saucers, her pupils dilated, fully embracing the enormity of what was happening.

“Cumming again?” Victor smirked. “That’s number two, and I just got started.”

He began fucking my wife harder and harder. I felt completely humiliated, watching the gigantic man own my wife like this. The sheer size of Victor’s cock was breathtaking; it was making my wife cum repeatedly, and I was right there, watching it all go down.

“I love that big black dick!” My wife moaned and squirmed. “Yes…yes…”

Victor continued to pump his huge cock into Emily, his balls slapping loudly against her ass with each thrust. I could hear her whimpering in pleasure, her cries growing louder with each passing second.

“Fuuuuck! Ugh…” My wife came again and again as he pounded her on the table.

I could see the sweat drip off of Victor’s brow as he fucked her relentlessly. His monster cock was truly magnificent. The sight of it tearing through my wife’s tight hole was arousing, yet humiliating. I couldn’t help but think about the incredible amount of pleasure she was experiencing. I watched as Emily writhed and screamed, losing herself in the most intense sexual encounter of her life.

“I’m gonna cum,” Victor growled.

My wife didn’t hesitate. “Fuck yes! Give it to me!” My wife said, moaning in ecstasy.

Victor buried himself to the hilt of my wife’s pussy, his monster cock filling her up with unrelenting force. “FUUUUUCK!” He roared. I watched his huge balls twitch as I realized he was pumping my wife full of cum bareback. My sweet Emily was being black-bred by my boss.

“Yesssss….” My wife moaned as she felt the big dick fill up her little pussy. Victor’s cock throbbed, pulsating wildly inside her, filling her up with thick cum. “Oh God, Victor,” she cried, her voice cracking with pleasure.

When Victor was finished with his orgasm, he pulled his cock out of Emily. I stared at my wife’s gaped-open pussy, cum oozing out of it.

Victor’s massive cock had ravaged her, leaving her thoroughly satisfied. Her eyes were closed, her breathing heavy and ragged. She looked content, her face flushed with pleasure. My heart ached as I watched her recover from the intense encounter. I could only imagine the feelings of shame and betrayal she must be experiencing. The thought of her betraying me with another man was crushing.

“That was amazing,” Emily murmured, her voice still slightly breathless. “Thank you, Victor.”

“You can show your thanks by cleaning it off.” He ordered.

Emily nodded, her gaze locked on his massive cock. She didn’t even seem to notice me. I was like I wasn’t even there. Emily scooted off the table, kneeling before Victor. My wife immediately began licking him clean, her tongue swirling around his huge cockhead and down the length of his shaft. The sight of her sucking on that massive cock was almost too much for me to bear. My heart hammered in my chest, and my palms sweated profusely. I could hardly believe that this was real.

“Good girl,” Victor praised playfully. “Now bend over the table. I’m ready to go again.”

I gulped, realizing that Victor was going to give it to my wife again. It was almost inhuman how much stamina the man had. Watching Emily, my beautiful wife, take it again from Victor’s massive, throbbing cock was agonizingly torturous. My pulse raced as the monstrous phallus tore into her soaked, quivering folds. Emily cried out, her pleas becoming more fervent with each successive thrust. The rhythm became a steady, relentless cadence that echoed in my ears like distant thunder.

“Harder Victor,” Emily begged, her voice barely audible. “Please, harder.”

I had seen and heard enough. I left the dining room and went to my bedroom. I’m sure they didn’t even notice me leaving because they were both too busy getting each other off. I felt like my entire reality shattered before my eyes. The world that I knew so well seemed distorted and cruel.

Sinking into the soft sheets of our bed, I lay down and allowed the tears to stream down my face. The sobs racked my body, consuming me in despair. I wiped my eyes as the sounds of their grunts and moans filtered through the walls. The vivid images of my wife being dominated by my boss tormented me.

Victor kept on fucking my wife in the dining room. I tried pressing my head into pillows to soften their moans, but it didn’t help. They were just too loud.

They eventually came into the bed in the bedroom and continued fucking right next to me. I listened as they groaned in unison, Emily crying out in pleasure, Victor grunting with satisfaction. After 30 minutes, I excused myself to the living room where I tried to sleep.

I managed to drift off, but I woke up abruptly after hearing noises coming from the bedroom. I peeked through the crack of the door and saw Victor sitting at the edge of my bed while my wife knelt in front of him, sucking his cock. Even sitting down, his massive frame loomed over Emily.

I had a perfect side-on view of them as my wife eagerly bobbed her head on his massive tower. Emily was giving him everything she had, her lips tightly sealed around his thickness, her tongue furiously working magic.

“That’s a good slut,” Victor purred, grabbing the back of my wife’s head and pushing into her throat.

I was stunned at the way he was speaking to my wife, and even more shocked that she seemed to like it. Emily was a kind woman who demanded everyone treat her with respect. But in this moment, she appeared to enjoy being degraded.

“Look at you,” Victor said, stroking his massive cock. “Sucking my cock like a good little bitch.”

My wife looked up at him, her eyes filled with lust. “Yes, master,” she replied, her voice shaking slightly. “I’m your dirty little whore.”

I reeled in horror when those words left my wife’s mouth. My dear Emily, who was once shy and reserved, had transformed into a complete slut, eager to submit to my powerful boss. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. But somehow, I was turned on at the same time. I looked down to see my cock in my hands and began stroking it.

The familiar sensation of self-pleasure brought some comfort in the midst of this turmoil. I watched as Victor grabbed hold of my wife’s hair again and force it down on his cock and groan.

“Ahhh, fuck yea. Swallow that cum, bitch.” Victor commanded Emily. His cock rippled from base to tip. I knew that he was cumming in my wife’s mouth again.

“Mmmmmm!” Emily moaned in delight as her throat bulged out.

The sight of my beloved wife gagging on my boss’s massive cock made my stomach turn, but at the same time, I stroked my cock and orgasmed into my hand. The feeling took me by surprise. This shouldn’t be enjoyable. Yet, there it was, my cock spewing cum into my palm.

My wife’s face was red, her eyes watering as she struggled to swallow his load. Suddenly, Victor released the last of his seed, his body stiffening and his cock throbbing. Emily gasped, her eyes widening and her throat convulsing, trying to swallow the semen that poured straight into her stomach.

“That’s a good slut,” Victor groaned. “Swallow that cum.”

I watched my wife gulp in the dim light of the bedroom and finally lifted her head off of my boss’ cock.

“You like my taste, don’t you?” He sneered.

“Yes, daddy,” Emily murmured. She sounded exhausted, but the lustful glint in her eyes remained vibrant.

Despite the intimate connection Emily formed with Victor, my heart still yearned for her. I desperately wanted the old Emily back. She had once been my world, my partner in crime, my soulmate. Now she was gone, replaced by a woman who craved nothing more than the satisfaction of her new lover.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I turned away from the door and went back to the living room to try to sleep on the couch. I would drift off here and there but I would wake up to Victor’s booming voice announcing he was cumming or my wife’s hysterical moans. One time I woke up to the sound of breaking furniture, followed by their laughter.

Not long after, they came out to the living and started going at it on the sectional right next to me. I pretended to sleep, but Emily riding Victor’s massive tool was too distracting, so I left to go to the bedroom.

The sight of my bedframe brought a sharp sting to my eyes. Wood splintered, headboard askew, it stood like a fallen soldier, unable to withstand Victor and Emily’s assault. I was too tired to think about it and exhaustion finally won the battle against my thoughts. Pulling some fresh blankets from the linen closet, I settled on the floor and finally got some sleep.

My eyes had just closed when the alarm on my phone went off. Groaning, I peeled myself from the floor, the morning’s chill a stark contrast to the tangled mess of emotions within me. Coffee beckoned, and I shuffled to the kitchen, only to find Emily nude, sprawled on the couch, her pussy thoroughly fucked. Victor, it seemed, had left.

Sleep claimed Emily like a jealous lover, leaving me swirling with questions. I poured a hefty thermos of caffeine and grabbed the keys to the Escalade Victor had given me for my promotion. The weight of the car keys in my palm was a reminder of a road I never wanted to take. But with a final, lingering glance at my wife’s peaceful form, I slipped out and left for work.

As I got in the car and started the engine. I gulped, knowing that my life and marriage had changed forever.

For the next few weeks, Victor came over every night and fucked my wife. Each session was more aggressive than the previous one. Sometimes Victor would take her out without me and Emily would come home with hickeys all over her neck and bite marks on her tits. My wife had become obsessed with my boss’s huge cock. It had ruined her for anything smaller. My wife would beg for his massive cock every chance she got. At first, I felt disgusted, but then I began to understand my wife’s addiction.

Victor’s immense cock offered something that I couldn’t provide. Something that drove my wife wild with desire. My wife needed it. And Victor gave it to her willingly.

Now I’m just an oblivious cuckold. Every day, I watch my wife and her lover, and I pretend not to see it. We used to have fun together, but now we only share glances of understanding during dinner, knowing that later will bring an entirely different meal for Emily.

~The End~
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