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Cucked by my High School Bully
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Eric and Trey had grown up in the same neighborhood together. Trey was constantly getting in trouble in their early years and would somehow always drag Eric down with him. Trey would always be horsing around, playing rough, and breaking things, albeit not on purpose. When they grew up, Trey’s dominating attitude grew along with it. He was big, black, and athletic, while Eric was slender, short, and brainy. Trey’s powerful physique contrasted sharply with Eric’s more delicate stature.

The girls loved Trey in high school, and Eric never got a single piece of the action, no matter how hard he tried. It was as if Eric didn’t exist, unless Eric was Trey’s scapegoat when Trey got in trouble. Trey was somewhat of a bully to Eric, not in a physical sense, but more that he absorbed Eric’s time and made his life hard by just being who he was. When they graduated, Trey shipped off to the military, and Eric went to college and finished out a degree in computer sciences. Eric was happy that Trey was away, so he could focus on his future.

He met Abby during his junior year at college and fell madly in love with her. Abby was a stunner. She stood five nine, was blonde, with legs that seemed to go on forever. Her face was striking; she had full lips, sparkling blue eyes, and a smile that lit up a room. Eric was smitten and Abby was equally captivated by Eric’s brains and sensitivity.

They got married right after graduation and settled into a modern home in a new subdivision that mirrored the other houses in the area. Eric didn’t know why she chose him because he didn’t start making a lot of money until years later, but Eric did know for sure that in all the fifteen years they had been married, she had never once looked at another man. Until the day Trey came back.

Eric was reluctant to yes when Trey asked to stay with them for a week, but he assured Eric that he was a changed man from his years of service in the Army. Having seen combat in Afghanistan and learning discipline from the firm structure of the military, Eric agreed to let him stay until his apartment was ready.

Eric didn’t want to risk Abby’s safety around Trey’s aggressive nature, but Abby insisted that they offer him help as a sign of maturity. Abby had no idea what Eric had been through with Trey growing up. Eric knew Abby wouldn’t understand unless he told her about his experiences with Trey. Eric wasn’t sure if he should tell Abby about Trey’s bullying ways.

On the drive, picking Trey up at the airport, Eric filled in his wife about his and Trey’s past. She empathized with his reluctance to let Trey stay. But when Eric introduced him to Abby, he acted like a gentleman. They hit it off immediately, and Eric was happy about that. The three of them went on a boating trip, played in the pool, traded stories over wine, and had lots of laughs. It seemed as if Trey had, in fact, changed.

“I can’t believe it!” Abby exclaimed one evening. “Trey seems like such a nice guy now.”

Abby gushed. “I honestly can’t believe you two were ever at odds.”

Eric smiled at her naivety. “We were kids, babe. We both matured.”

Eric saw his wife glance down the hallway back at Trey, watching television with his shirt off. His muscled body was a stark contrast to Eric’s skinny frame. Eric couldn’t help but wonder how different things might have turned out if she had been in high school with them and met Trey back then.

He imagined Trey whispering seductive words into Abby’s ear, promising a night of passion and adventure. The thought made him shudder. He knew he had to trust Abby, but he couldn’t shake the feeling Trey was going to change everything.

One evening, while the three of them were watching television, Eric noticed Trey looking at Abby with a strange mix of longing and desire on his face. Eric was convinced that Trey still held a grudge against him. Eric wondered if Trey had sensed the tension between them and was trying to get closer to Abby to cause even more friction.

As they continued watching TV, Eric noticed Abby subtly began touching Trey’s arm or leaning in close to share a joke with him. Eric couldn’t help but notice the way Trey stared at Abby, his gaze burning with desire.

“You know,” Trey said, turning to Eric, “I think it’s great that you found someone so amazing, like Abby. She’s fucking hot!” Eric felt a wave of unease wash over him.

Trey’s comment about Abby being hot sent a chill down his spine. “Yeah,” Eric muttered, forcing a laugh. “She’s pretty awesome.”

Trey smiled slyly, his gaze lingering on Abby. “Well, I guess I’ll just have to find myself a girl as incredible as your wife someday.”

Abby laughed nervously, trying to defuse the tension. “Oh, I’m sure you’ll find someone, Trey.”

Eric cast a glance at his wife. Seeing his awkward reaction, she changed the subject to other topics. Happy with the change, Eric continued watching the TV.

Eric dozed off and when he awoke, Trey and Abby were still talking. Eric stood, announced it was past his bedtime, and told them he was headed for bed. Abby usually stays up to watch the late-night television, so this was nothing new. Eric knew she’d be in a little later. But tonight was different. Abby and Trey hardly even acknowledged his departure, as they were completely immersed in their conversation. It didn’t feel exactly right, but Eric went into his bathroom, brushed his teeth, and got ready for bed.

He was tired, and he wanted to rest. But as he lay there, he couldn’t help but listen to his wife and Trey talking from the living room. Their voices echoed softly through the vents between the walls. He strained to hear what they were saying, but most of it was muffled. Every few minutes, though, he caught snippets of their conversation. Eric was starting to feel uncomfortable listening in on their private conversations. He had a bad feeling about this. He wished he hadn’t left them alone together.

He tried to convince himself that he was just being paranoid. He was probably imagining things that weren’t there. Trey was just a friend, right? And he trusted Abby. Why would he worry about anything else? Yet he couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that something was amiss. As he lay awake in bed, he heard their voices continue to echo softly through the vents above his head. They were talking about work and vacations. He heard Abby chuckle, followed by Trey’s deep laughter. He shifted uncomfortably under the covers, trying to block out the gentle rhythm of their conversation.

As he closed his eyes, he couldn’t help but imagine scenarios that involved Trey and Abby. The visions played like a movie in his mind, painting vivid images of his wife sharing intimate moments with his childhood nemesis. He had heard stories from the girls in h He forced himself to stop thinking about them. He rolled onto his side, facing away from the vent, hoping that sleep would come quickly.

But sleep evaded him and he was glad it did when Abby opened the door to their bedroom and came inside.

Eric pretended to be asleep while she quietly undressed and slipped beneath the sheets next to him. He could smell her intoxicating scent wafting towards him, and his heart raced in anticipation. He wanted to confront her but feared knowing the truth. Instead, he feigned ignorance, allowing himself to drift further into oblivion.

As she snuggled against him, Eric felt her warm breath on his neck, sending chills down his spine. He knew she was aroused, and he couldn’t help but feel a mixture of excitement and trepidation. She usually wasn’t the one to be so forward with her advances or initiate sex.

Eric tried to suppress his arousal, but the mere scent of Abby’s skin was enough to send him spiraling into a world of carnal desires.

As she pressed herself against him, he could feel her heart pounding rapidly, matching his own frantic rhythm. He wanted to ask her about Trey, but he was afraid of what she might say. Instead, he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her closer. He kissed her neck gently, savoring the warmth of her skin against his lips.

“Mmm,” Abby moaned softly, arching her back. “That feels good.”

Eric trailed kisses down her shoulder, his breath hot against her skin. “Are you okay?” he whispered, concern etched across his features.

A hint of mischief danced within Abby’s bright emerald eyes before fading into softness. “Yes, baby,” she cooed softly, reaching downwards to his chest, just above his hardening member. “It’s just that we haven’t fooled around in quite some time.”

Her fingers danced delicately upon his abdomen, tracing circles around his navel. Eric swallowed hard, unable to tear his gaze away from her enchanting expression. He placed a hand on top of hers, intertwining their fingers.

Eric had the feeling she was horny after spending the day with Tyrone. His mind wandered to how she touched him when watching TV and how he caught her staring at Trey’s massive bulge in his swim speedo when they went swimming a few days ago.

Abby grabbed Eric’s shoulder and pulled him on top of her. Abby’s hands roamed over his back, slowly trailing downwards to his waistband.

Eric felt an overwhelming urge to satisfy her, to make her feel the pleasure she craved. He lowered his lips to meet hers, their tongues entwining in a dance of passion. As the intensity of their embrace increased, Eric could feel his erection throbbing beneath her touch.

He positioned himself between her legs and pulled down the waistband of his pajamas, pressing his hardness against her moist entrance. With a gentle push, he entered her, reveling in the sensation of her tight, wet heat enveloping him. Abby gasped softly, her nails digging into his flesh as his thrusts intensified.

Eric’s heart pounded wildly in his chest, his need for release mounting with every passing moment. He felt as if he were on the brink of orgasm, but he desperately clung to control but could not hold on. He surrendered to the sensation overtaking him, groaning loudly as released his essence.

Once he collapsed on top of her, Abby continued gripping his body, expecting her husband to continue. But he remained motionless atop her, exhausted. She cautiously pushed him aside and rolled over.

“I’m sorry honey,” Eric said, well aware he had finished too soon and wasn’t able to satisfy her. This was quite the usual for him and something that he always struggled with during intimacy. His self-esteem took several hits whenever this happened.

“Don’t apologize,” Abby responded, unexpectedly reassuring him. “I understand. I’m sure you just stressed about Trey staying here.”

“Of course,” Eric replied, relieved by her understanding. “Thank you, Abby.”

The couple shared a tender kiss before drifting off to sleep. In the morning, Eric woke up earlier than Abby and decided to take care of the chores before enjoying the day.

As he brewed coffee in the kitchen, he remembered last night’s eventful encounter with Abby. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong, despite her comforting words. Eric couldn’t put his finger on it, but the atmosphere surrounding Trey felt ominous.

After finishing breakfast preparations, Eric stepped outside where Trey lounged on a lounge chair, soaking up the sun. Eric offered Trey a cup of freshly brewed coffee, which he eagerly accepted.

“Thanks, buddy,” Trey mumbled appreciatively, taking a large swig straight from the mug.

He set the coffee down carefully on the table beside him, spilling only minor remnants on the deck below. “Whatcha doing today?”

Eric shrugged his shoulders casually, adjusting his grip on the steaming pot. “Just gonna catch up on some reading, maybe do some gardening. What about you?”

Trey stretched lazily, displaying his bulging biceps. “Probably just relaxin’ by the pool, soakin’ up some rays. Maybe grill up somethin’ tasty for lunch if your lucky,” Trey grinned cheekily, winking at Eric.

Eric nodded curtly. “So uh… How’ve you been settling in these past few days? Everything comfortable?” Eric asked politely, attempting to ease the mounting tension between them.

Trey gritted his teeth slightly, his demeanor shifting subtly. “Yep, everything good here man. Hey, I want to talk to you about something I noticed last night.”

Eric was caught off guard by the question. “Okay, umm, what happened?”

“Well, I kind of overheard you with Abby last night,” Trey said casually, glancing sideways at Eric.

Eric stiffened noticeably, alarm bells ringing loudly in his ears. “Uh oh,” he thought, “Did Trey overhear him and Abby and his premature climax?”

Swallowing deeply, Eric attempted to remain composed. “Look, Trey,” he started hesitantly, “about last night -

“No worries, dude!” Trey interrupted abruptly, waving a dismissive hand. “I ain’t here to judge ya or nuttin’, alright?”

Trey paused briefly, eyeing Eric warily, gauging his response. “It’s none of my business, but… Well, I reckon she deserves better, don’t you think?”

Eric narrowed his eyes suspiciously, taken aback by Trey’s unexpected revelation.

“Better? Better than me?” he quipped coldly, astonishment creeping into his tone. “Listen, Trey. If you’re implying what I think you’re implying—” His voice faltered uncertainly, fearing the answer lurking just beyond reach. “I mean, yeah, I’m not exactly Mr. Macho Man or whatever, but Abby loves me for who I am, doesn’t she?”

Trey pursed his lips skeptically, scrutinizing Eric closely. “Maybe,” he conceded cautiously, squinting dubiously. “But man, you should have just kept going. You need to please your wife, buddy. How long does it take for you to recover?”

Eric flinched visibly, stifling an annoyed sigh. “Recover? What recovery?” he retorted sarcastically, rolling his eyes cynically. “I’m fine, thanks!”

Trey tilted his head quizzically, studying Eric intently. “I dunno, dude. Seems like you came too fast to me. She left for bed and not even a minute later, I heard you apologize.”

Eric didn’t know what to say as his face went beat red.

“All I’m saying, man,” Trey continued. “Is you need to handle that before your lady starts looking elsewhere for it.”

Eric recoiled in disgust, struggling to maintain composure. “You’re outta line, Trey,” he snapped furiously, balling his fists tightly. “You don’t know what you’re talking about!”

Trey blinked innocently, raising his palms imploringly. “Alright, calm down, bro. Just trying to give you some advice. Didn’t mean any harm by it.”

Eric seethed silently, knowing that Trey knew the truth about him and Abby’s encounter last night. He was trying to find the words to tell Trey to stay out of his business when Abby came outside, interrupting their heated exchange.

“Hey guys,” Abby chirped cheerfully. She wore a sexy bikini string bikini, showing off her toned figure and tanned skin.

Seeing Abby dressed in skimpy attire caused Eric to blush profusely. Trey couldn’t resist glancing at her curvaceous body, his eyes widening in appreciation. Abby appeared oblivious to their reactions, excitedly chatting about her plans for the day.

“I figured we could spend the day by the pool,” Abby suggested enthusiastically.

“What do you boys think?”

“Hell yeah! Let’s do it.” Trey agreed readily, flashing Abby a flirtatious grin. “Nothing like some fun in the sun to turn up the heat.”

Eric exchanged a wary glance with Abby, sensing the undercurrent of tension in the air. He knew he was still reeling from Trey’s unsolicited advice, and it weighed heavily on his conscience. However, he bit the bullet and smiled weakly. “Sure, sounds like fun.”

Trey cracked a wide grin, patting him on the back jovially. “Great minds think alike, huh, buddy?”

Abbey smiled and spread out her towel on the chase. “Cool,” she remarked cheerfully. “Do you wanna grab your swim trunks, Eric?”

Eric shook his head, already feeling nauseated by the prospect of confronting Trey. “No, thank you,” he replied dully. “I brought a book. I’ll read while you guys relax.”

Trey leaned back in his chair, crossing his burly arms over his broad chest. “Suit yourself, man,” he drawled nonchalantly. “Me and Abbey gonna jump in the water. Feel free to join us anytime,” Trey said affably. He pulled down his gym shorts, revealing a speedo and his massive bulge underneath. Eric noticed Abby watching Trey walk to the pool’s edge, her eyes fixated on his speedo. The man had an enormous cock, much bigger than Eric’s. Trey gave Eric a wink and dove in.

“Come on in, Abby,” Trey called out, splashing water playfully.

Abby hesitated briefly, casting a glance at Eric before approaching the pool. As she approached the poolside, Eric couldn’t help but stare at her enticing curves, her perky breasts bouncing lightly with each step.

Eric’s mouth hung open stupidly as he watched Abby slip gracefully into the cool water alongside Trey. He hated himself for standing idly by while his beloved wife enjoyed the company of his childhood tormentor. His jealousy consumed him, threatening to overwhelm his senses.

Abby giggled gleefully, splashing Trey as the two wrestled playfully. Her beautiful body cut through the shimmering water, leaving a trail of ripples in her wake. Eric watched helplessly as she tossed her golden locks, laughing heartily, her radiant smile lighting up the entire pool area.

Trey, meanwhile, flexed his muscles, demonstrating a level of strength far beyond Eric’s. The sight of Abby and Trey having fun without him stoked the flames of resentment within Eric. Unable to stomach the spectacle any longer, he stormed back into the house, sliding the glass and the door shut behind him. Turning, he gazed at his wife and Trey in the pool. They were unaware that he had left.

Inside, Eric paced back and forth, trying to distract himself from the feelings of betrayal consuming him. He picked up his phone and considered calling a coworker to vent his frustrations. Suddenly, the sound of Abby’s laughter reached his ears, causing him to freeze in place.

He listened intently, hearing Trey respond to her with equal enthusiasm. Their playful banter sounded all too familiar, like a cruel reminder of the happiness they once shared. Anger surged through him, his knuckles whitening as he clenched his fists tighter.

“Fucking hell,” Eric muttered darkly to himself, straining to ignore the turmoil raging inside him.

He was about to call his friend from work when Abby came inside. “Oh, hey Eric,” she greeted, pausing momentarily to wipe water droplets from her eyes. “Why’d you leave?”

Eric shot her a resentful glare, anger simmering just beneath the surface. “Couldn’t stand seeing you having so much fun with Trey,” he growled acidly, his voice dripping with bitterness. “How many times have we gone out to have fun together, only for you to end up playing games on your phone?”

Abby sighed heavily, crossing her arms tightly across her chest. “I invited you to join us. Why don’t you swim with us?”

Abby pleaded earnestly, her azure eyes pleading with him.

Eric looked at her incredulously, his heart pounding uncontrollably. “I’m not in the mood,” he grumbled gruffly, resuming his relentless pacing.

“Please, Eric,” Abby implored, desperation thickening her voice. “It’ll be fun.”

Eric hesitated, torn between his desire to participate and his growing resentment towards Trey. He exhaled deeply, finally relenting. “Alright, fine. Give me a few minutes to get ready.”

Abby beamed happily, her gorgeous face lighting up with relief. “Thank you, honey!”

With that, she spun around swiftly, exiting the house gracefully. Eric watched her depart, his heart swelling with affection for her despite his frustration. He couldn’t bear the idea of losing her, especially to his bully Trey.

The rest of the afternoon went by without Eric losing his temper again.

He swam for a while with Abby and Trey and then spent some time sunbathing and reading his book. Abby seemed to sense Eric’s apprehensions and made sure to make him feel he wasn’t being left out. By evening, the tension seemed to lift, and the three of them sat around the barbecue, enjoying grilled food and engaging in light conversation.

As the sun dipped low in the sky, they cleaned up and went inside to enjoy some evening television. Eric and Abby cuddled close together on the couch, leaving Trey to sit on another piece of furniture. Despite the tension that lurked beneath the surface, their interactions were largely pleasant and filled with humor.

Eric couldn’t help but notice how Abby seemed more animated and lively with Trey around. His presence somehow seemed to bring out an entirely different side of her personality—a side that was vibrant, energetic, and utterly captivating. Watching her interact with Trey sparked a mix of emotions within Eric; admiration, pride, and jealousy all converged within him like a turbulent whirlpool.

When 10 o’clock came around, Eric got up and announced that he was going to bed. Abby usually stayed up later to watch late-night shows, but she assured him that she’d be joining him shortly. He hesitated for a moment, glancing at Trey. There was something unsettling about the way Trey stared back at him, his gaze piercing through him like a knife. Eric forced a weak smile and turned away, heading to his bedroom.

Eric crawled into bed, his heart thumping nervously. He couldn’t help but wonder what Abby and Trey were discussing in the living room. His bedroom has a glass patio door that looks out onto the pool, with another glass door into the living room. The sofa they were on faced the patio and Eric could see that Abby had moved onto the couch next to Trey. Eric felt something was wrong. He didn’t particularly like that he was spying on his wife, but he stayed and watched anyway.

Eric saw Abby shift closer to Trey on the couch. They were both talking quietly and leaning in, their faces almost touching. Abby rolled her head around on her shoulders like her neck tensed up, and Trey took her shoulders in his large black hands, turning her facing away from him. He began to rub her shoulders. Eric thought about how he would do that for her sometimes, but Trey was truly an expert, working her shoulders with long, nimble fingers.

Abby moaned softly, and Eric felt his loins stir. Trey was a master manipulator, and Eric could see why Abby had become so enamored with him. He had a certain charm about him that was both seductive and intimidating.

Abby let out a contented sigh as Trey massaged her right shoulder. Her expression showed that she liked it a little too much. Trey did her neck, her shoulders, and then her abs. At some point, Abbey laid her head backward onto Trey’s shoulder and closed her eyes. When she did, his hands slid upward, grasping both breasts. She moved as if to make him stop, grabbing his hands and trying to push them away, but he held them there firmly.

Eric was stunned. He hadn’t expected things to escalate so quickly. Feeling betrayed and humiliated, he stood frozen in shock, watching through the sliding glass door. It was a strange sensation—the combination of lust and rage coursing through his veins was nearly paralyzing. He yearned to intervene, yet he found himself rooted to the spot, incapable of moving.

One of Trey’s hands slid under Abby’s shirt. His fingertips traced circles on her nipple. She gasped between her half-closed teeth as Trey tugged on her breasts and Eric saw her thighs clench together. Trey took one of her hands in his and pushed it down to his massive cock outlined in his jeans. Eric knew he had always had a domineering way with women when they were in school. They may have been resistant at first, but in the end, they would submit. They always submitted.

Abby struggled to pull back, but Trey was insistent. She held her fingers stiffened as he tried forcing them to feel his massive bulge through the fabric. She murmured something quietly at Trey, her cheeks going flush red. Trey nodded, and Abby reached for his belt, pulling it loose and releasing his pants button. She lowered his zipper and freed Trey’s enormous member. The length startled her. Eric could see it was rock hard, easily three times the size of his own.

Abby caressed it reverently, running her fingers along its shaft and marveling at its impressive girth. She wrapped her delicate fingers around it, stroking it gently. Trey encouraged her with hushed whispers, urging her to explore further. Eric realized he was holding his throbbing cock in his hand. Eric needed to halt this, and, simultaneously, he had to remember to breathe before passing out.

Eric watched as Trey dominated his wife, pulling Abby around and positioning her to face him. She appeared confused, but compliant. He lifted her shirt, lowered his head, and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. She tossed her head back, moaning. Then she suddenly looked into Trey’s eyes and crushed her mouth against his. Eric saw her tongue just before they met and felt devastated.

They kissed for several long minutes and faint sounds of passion drifted over to Eric at the glass door. Trey’s member was impressive, a long black member that was almost as thick as a Coke can. Abby’s tiny white hands could barely close around it as she stroked it.

Eric’s hand immediately went to his cock. He wrapped his hand around it. There were maybe one to two inches left over. Eric could’ve wrapped both of his hands around Trey’s cock, and there would’ve still been more than that leftover. To say Eric felt inferior was putting it mildly. But he also felt like a stone. His dick was aching, his guts eaten up by jealousy as he watched his beautiful wife betraying him.

“God damn it,” Eric whispered fervently, his fist tightening his grip on his pulsating erection. “You fucking whore!”

He wanted to open the door and smash Trey’s smug face in, rip him apart limb by limb. But Abby…his precious Abby. The mere idea of laying a violent hand on her sickened him to his core. So Eric chose to remain silent, to endure the agony of witnessing her infidelity.

As the passionate kiss deepened, Trey maneuvered Abby onto her knees in front of him. Abby dropped her face into his lap and tried to swallow Trey’s cock. Eric covered his mouth with a hand to keep from crying out in shock. This is as far as he’d let it go. If Trey tried to fuck her, he would run in and break it up. He jerked his hand away from his tiny cock. He had almost cum.

Through the years, Abby had given Eric head, but she told him that he was the only one she had ever done it to. She was good, but mechanical, and certainly never let Eric cum in her mouth. As he watched her now, she appeared to be making love to Trey’s huge cock, kissing it lovingly, running her loose lips all around his giant black member, nipping at the crown.

She ran her tongue from the base of his balls up to the tip. Her lips glided over the head, his fat cock disappearing into Abby’s mouth until it pressed up against the opening of her throat. Abby tried to shove more of Trey’s big black cock inside her throat, but to no avail. And then it slipped through, and most of his cock disappeared inside her gorgeous mouth. Eric could see the bulge the giant head created in her throat, and she just held it in her throat, letting her muscles milk it.

Eric couldn’t believe what he was seeing. He knew she would gag on anything larger than his cock, but she managed every inch of Trey’s massive monster and swallowed eagerly. Abby’s lips tightened around his massive girth. Each suckle, lick, and kiss drove Trey wild.

Trey’s legs were stiff now and Eric knew he was close to cumming. He shivered for just a second and thought Trey was climaxing, albeit a mild one. Eric knew his wife wouldn’t let that happen. He knew her. She wouldn’t let him get off by cumming in her mouth.

Abby rose her mouth away from his cock. She looked up at Trey and said something. While Eric couldn’t hear everything, he did hear her say, “Tastes like honey”. Eric was shocked when he heard this, knowing his beautiful wife had tasted his high school bully’s cum. Eric was even more surprised when she dove her mouth back onto his cock.

Eric watched as she went crazy with Trey’s cock, working her tongue along the underside of his big black monster and slapping herself on the cheek with it. Eric had never seen his wife like this before. He heard Trey mumble something, and the only word Eric could make out was “slut.” His demeaning words didn’t make her stop like Eric thought they would. Instead, it seemed to encourage her, and she slid his gigantic cock deep into her mouth.

Eric wanted to rush in with a raised fist and attempt to knock out Trey, but he immediately was gripped by cowardly fear. However, it was quickly replaced with utter shock as Trey tensed up and shook.

“Swallow it! All of it!” Trey howled as he unloaded his seed into Abby’s mouth.

She swallowed him down and Eric could see her face was flush red, telling Eric she was turned on by the entire ordeal. The pit in his stomach swelled up to the size of a melon as Eric watched his bully flood Abby’s throat with a stream of his hot cum. Eric felt the jealousy fire through his veins seeing his wife do something to his bully that she would never do for him. It was like salt was being smeared in an open wound as Abby moaned contently, sucking down every drop of Trey’s cum.

Abby continued to suck him for a bit as he came down from his peak. Eric was astonished that Trey was still hard having such a mind-bending climax. Abby stood, said something, and headed for the bedroom. In a panic, Eric ran to the bed, jumped in, and covered up. He heard the bedroom door open and even emitted a soft snore. Eric waited for her to come to bed so he could jump on her and get relief from his aching cock, but the door closed softly, and he was left alone in the dark.

Eric was crushed when she’d only peered in to confirm that he was “sleeping”. Scared by what was happening, he got up and hurried back to the glass patio door just as she reentered the living room.

Abby sauntered confidently toward Trey, her eyes sparkling mischievously. Trey licked his lips hungrily and eyed her appreciatively. She walked over to him and then put out her hand. Trey took it and together they walked toward the guest bedroom.

While Eric watched them, he pondered his choices. He could burst in on them, risking the possibility that they might not be doing anything. Alternatively, Abby might be explaining to Trey why she couldn’t proceed, leaving Eric looking foolish in front of his wife. On the other hand, there was the chance that he’d catch them in the act. If that were the case, what would he do next?

Eric had to know. Wearing only his robe and slippers, he went around the outside of the house to the guestroom window. The wooden window slats were partially open, and the window was slightly cracked for ventilation. Trey was already on the guest bed. His shirt was off, and his massive cock was standing at attention. The head of the bed was on the far wall, so his feet were toward Eric, only six feet away. Abby was removing her shirt when she paused while removing her shorts. She stared at Trey’s cock, her mouth wide open. Eric had to admit, Trey truly had a monster cock. With his hand wrapped around his small dick, Eric truly felt inferior.

Eric knew this was sick, but he was more turned on than he’d ever been.

Something clicked in his mind as he peered through the gap in the blinds, watching his stunning wife remove her shorts. What was supposed to repulse him simply excited him further. His cock grew harder with each second, straining against his hand.

There was no doubt in Eric’s mind now that Abby was going to let Trey fuck her. The idea of his lovely Abby submitting to Trey made him squirm uncomfortably. Eric could not tear his gaze away from the tantalizing tableau unfolding before him. Even though he despised Trey, his curiosity propelled him forward.

When Eric slept with his wife, he’d thought of it as a “good fit.” Even when she was extra wet, he could feel her walls rubbing against the sides of his cock. Eric knew Trey would never be able to stick that massive thing inside her.

Not after years of intimacy where she only experienced pleasure from his smaller member. Abby would undoubtedly refuse to go through with it. Yet Eric remained glued to the window, transfixed by the taboo exchange unfolding before him. He desperately craved to witness the culmination of Abby’s adultery, the ultimate betrayal that would shatter the sanctity of their marriage. As he watched, an unfamiliar wave of arousal washed over him, sending a jolt straight to his groin.

Trey and Abby shared a deep kiss for a moment, until she finally pulled back. Without a word, she threw one leg over Trey, hovering there, her wet entrance just inches above his towering cock. Abby lowered until her lips, half-covered his pulsating head.

“Time to take this big cock, slut.” Trey roared.

His monstrous cock twitched underneath her as she prepared to slide down onto it. Her pussy was seeping with excitement. Eric watched her grit her teeth as she pushed downward on Trey’s huge cock, the strain making the tendons of her thighs stand out. When he was halfway in her, she stopped. Breathing raggedly, she arched her body backward, pressing her palms flat on Trey’s muscular chest. She stared at the ceiling, her brows furrowed in concentration.

After a brief pause, she inched downward once more, impaling herself completely on Trey’s cock. The sheer force of his mammoth phallus sent her spiraling into ecstasy. Her entire body convulsed violently, and she released a scream that echoed loudly in the guest room.

Eric winced upon hearing his beloved Abby in such pain; however, an undefinable mixture of anxiety and arousal surged through him. He clutched tightly onto his cock, silently begging for the inevitable conclusion.

“Fuck… fuck yes!” Abby screamed breathlessly, clutching Trey’s muscular biceps for support. Her vision blurred as intense pleasure consumed her senses.

At last, Abby was sitting on his stomach, but not moving a muscle. She looked down, her hand finding the bulge under the skin of her soft belly that was Trey’s cock buried there. She seemed fascinated by it, rubbing it gently, cupping it in her small hand as she made small slow circles on Trey’s hips with her ass.

“So big,” she breathed, staring down at his gigantic cock embedded within her.

“It’s so much bigger than that pathetic excuse for a cock your husband.” Trey taunted.

Eric froze in horror at Trey’s cruel remark. Every insult hurt tenfold coming from his old nemesis. Abby whimpered weakly, biting her lip, but ultimately didn’t say a word in Eric’s defense. Trey’s comment had struck a nerve, reminding her of how inadequate Eric’s puny cock was compared to his colossal member.

Abby raised herself off his cock until only his tip was inside her. Trey’s cock was shining with her juices when Abby slid back down. She went wild, slamming herself into Trey’s enormous cock, moaning out each time. Trey grabbed her hips, holding her still, now doing the slamming himself. On its withdrawal, Trey’s large member pulled her walls out with it. Eric watched his Trey’s impressive cock entering her, pulling back, slamming forward, as she opened herself, offering herself to him.

Trey’s cock had her feeling fuller than she’d ever imagined possible. Now, he was thrusting inside her, stretching her vagina wider than any man had ever stretched it. Abby cried out, her toes curling, and Eric knew that she was about to cum.

During sex throughout their marriage, Abby enjoyed intercourse, usually moaning softly, occasionally crying out quietly, but still rather calmly. But Eric watched now as she went wild. He’d never seen her like this, slamming herself down on Trey’s enormous cock, whimpering with pure joy as she sped over her peak.

Abby’s orgasm exploded inside her, catapulting her into a realm of extreme bliss. She slammed back onto his member repeatedly, reaching the heights of orgasmic euphoria. Trey cried out with each brutal impact, his grip on her waist tightening visibly.

“Oh God, you’re so big!” Abby wailed uncontrollably.

Trey pounded deeper into her, driving her cries beyond the threshold of sanity. She clawed at his bare chest, her nails digging into his flesh, drawing blood. Their bodies merged as one, oblivious to the world outside. Time lost all meaning as they surrendered themselves to raw, animalistic passions. The relentless pounding intensified, shaking the foundation of the house itself.

“I want to feel you explode inside me,” Abby pleaded breathlessly. Trey grunted approvingly, embracing her tighter. His mighty arms enveloped her, squeezing her tender form.

“You’re ready, aren’t you?” Trey asked, smiling wickedly. He flipped her over and positioned himself behind her. Trey’s massive frame loomed over Eric’s tiny blonde wife and leveled his massive member at her entrance. Abby inhaled deeply, steadying herself.

“Yes,” Abby begged.

Trey smiled triumphantly, his ebony skin gleaming with sweat. He pressed his immense cock inside her, filling her. Trey continued to lunge forward, plunging his enormous cock into Abby’s depths. She screamed wildly, her body quivering violently. The rhythmic pounding of their bodies intensified, the sound reverberating through the house.

Abby’s pale skin contrasted sharply with Trey’s toned ebony form, creating a visually striking spectacle. Trey’s powerful strokes pushed Abby’s petite frame against the mattress, her face contorting in a frenzy of pleasure.

“Harder!” Abby yelled, gripping his broad shoulders. Trey responded with renewed vigor, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her inner walls contracted tightly around him, milking his massive cock with increasing fervor.

Trey gritted his teeth, fighting the urge to release his load prematurely. Instead, he sought to prolong the exquisite torment. He withdrew his engorged member entirely, causing Abby to cry out in disappointment.

“Relax, baby girl, I’m not finished with you yet!” Trey reassured her.

She exhaled heavily, her voice trembling with anticipation. “Please, don’t stop.”

Trey chuckled at her desperate plea. “Oh, we both know exactly where this is heading, baby doll.”

Abby sighed impatiently, shifting restlessly beneath him. “Just hurry up and fill me with your seed.”

“You really need it bad, huh?” Trey teased, slowly withdrawing his pulsing member.

“Oh god, yes!” Abby moaned, arching her back, eager for another more of Trey’s massive cock.

Eric’s jaw could have touched the ground as heard his beautiful wife beg for his bully’s cum. He wanted to pound his fist on the window and save his honor. But he stayed there, stroking his cock while Trey fucked his wife in ways he never dreamed possible.

Abby’s perfect ass bounced and swayed as Trey relentlessly penetrated her from behind. Trey’s cock continued to stretch Abby as if he owned her - which, in fact, he currently did. She bucked and writhed helplessly, screaming louder with each new stroke.

“That’s right, little slut, show us how much you love taking this big cock in your tight little hole!” Trey growled. “Gonna breed ya real good, bitch!”

Their frantic movements formed a mesmerizing dance as Abby instinctively gyrated her hips, welcoming the intrusion. Trey unleashed a barrage of unrelenting thrusts, each punctuated by Abby’s increasingly erratic gasps. Trey’s breathing became labored, matching Abby’s ragged intake of air.

“I’m gonna cum!” Trey shouted.

Suddenly, he thrust forward to the base of his mighty member, holding it there as she squirmed on it. Trey’s body tightened, showing Eric he was coming. Eric heard him grunt loudly each time he spurted inside Abby.

He watched as Trey pulled out and a torrent of semen poured out of her, leaking onto the sheets below. Eric found himself entranced by the sight, his heart racing and his pulse thundering in his ears. He watched, enthralled, as his once pristine wife was defiled, her formerly spotless body now stained and violated.

It was only then Eric realized he’d shot his load inside of his robe, leaving a wet stain near the crotch. His hand was frozen mid-stroke, cock hanging limply. His lustful fantasy had ended abruptly. The grim reality hit him: he had literally jacked off to watching his wife being ravaged by his bully.

Eric stared at Trey’s impressive cock. Even going soft, it still looked like something one would find on a small horse. He said something Eric couldn’t hear and Abby softly giggled. Eric hated them both. He wanted to bust in, confront them, but realized that would be difficult to do with his robe splattered with cum. Confused and unsure, Eric just stood there, watching his beautiful wife in Trey’s powerful arms.

“It was so amazing to finally have a real man fuck me,” Abbey muttered.

Eric’s world crashed with her comment. He realized she was staring at Trey’s glistening cock lying against his thigh. She reached out and took it in her hand. Not once in fifteen years did she ever touch Eric’s cock when it was messy. But now, Abby stroked it and rolled over on top of him. She slid down and leveled his towering cock at her mouth and began to lick it.

Eric was devastated. She cleaned the head of Trey’s massive member, down its long stem, licking all the cum away. At the base, she continued downward, licking his balls, taking one gently into her mouth and sucking it. She appeared to be in total bliss.

In horror, Eric watched as she lifted Trey’s testicles, licking under them, downward into his crack. She seemed to go a little crazy then, licking, sucking, and biting his anus like she was a starving person. Eric could not believe what he was seeing. This was a woman who wouldn’t even touch a wet cock!

Eric looked down at his cock and was astounded to find it hard again. When he looked back up at Abby, she has Trey’s cock buried in her throat. She sucked it hard for about five minutes, Then Eric saw Trey’s legs go rigid.

“That’s it, baby!” Trey grunted. “Swallow it again.”

Trey groaned as he pumped his cum deep into Abby’s mouth for the second time in a night. Eric watched her throat muscles milk his cock as she swallowed quickly to keep from choking. She seemed addicted to Trey’s cum and kept working it even after it grew soft. Finally, she let it fall from her mouth, giving it a gentle kiss. Abby slid up his chest and took his entire mouth inside her own. They kissed for a long time. Then she rolled off the bed and started gathering up her clothing.

Frantic, Eric rushed back to his bedroom and jumped under the cover. A few minutes later, heard her quietly opening the bedroom door. Eric pretended to sleep, feigning deep unconsciousness. He listened intently as she moved cautiously across the room, careful not to wake him. He strained to listen for signs of Trey joining her, but all he heard was silence. Relieved, Eric closed his eyes and attempted to regain some of the peace he had lost.

Eric heard Abby go into the bathroom. She showered, brushed her teeth, and slipped into bed next to her husband. Eric mimicked a sleepy groan, stretched his arm, and rolled against her back. He poked her ass with his hard member and she stopped breathing. Eric mumbled as he reached around and placed his hand on her tit. He poked her again, but Abby just lay there, frozen in place.

After several moments of awkward silence, Abby spoke, her voice barely audible. “Not tonight, honey. I’m beat.” She whispered, trying to maintain an illusion of innocence despite the events of the evening.

Eric felt angry as Abby rolled over and shimmied away from his cock. He gulped into the pillow, knowing that his marriage had changed forever. His wife didn’t belong to him anymore. Instead, she belonged to his bully. Images of Trey fucking Abby flashed through his mind, and he struggled to suppress the feelings of shame and guilt that welled up from within him. He finally turned his back to her, wondering what would happen tomorrow.
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Cucked During the Big Game
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The late afternoon sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across my cozy living room. Excitement crackled in the air, thicker than the aroma of simmering chili wafting from the kitchen. It was the night of the big game, and I, along with my brand-new 4K TV and sound system, couldn’t wait for kickoff.

A nervous energy buzzed beneath my skin. I’d spent the past week transforming this space into a football fan’s sanctuary. The plush sofa, usually reserved for my wife’s leisurely reading, was now adorned with a cascade of team blankets and strategically placed throw pillows.

But the centerpiece of my preparations, the crown jewel of my living room makeover, was undoubtedly the 4K TV and sound system. It was a technological behemoth, a titan of pixels and bass that promised to transport me into the heart of the action. I could practically feel the roar of the crowd and the vibration of every tackle.

The clock ticked closer to my friend Chris’s arrival. I imagined the clash of pads, the soaring spirals of the football, the electrifying energy of the crowd, all amplified by my new setup. It wasn’t just a game; it was an immersive experience, and I was eager to share it with my friend.

The doorbell’s chime rang like a kickoff whistle, and Chris was at the threshold before the echo faded. He shouldered in, a jovial grin splitting his face as he hefted a cooler overflowing with frosty bottles and a bulging grocery bag threatening to burst with snacks.

“Game day, baby!” he boomed.

We exchanged greetings and handshakes before diving into the football talk. He handed his goodies to Sandra, my wife, and We settled into our seats in front of the mammoth TV screen.

Chris couldn’t resist asking me about my gorgeous wife. “Man,” he said, “you sure know how to pick ‘em! How did you get so lucky?”

I grinned, knowing that it wasn’t just luck. It was fate that brought us together. I met Sandra when we were teenagers. I instantly fell head over heels for her beauty. She is five foot four and the most breathtaking blonde I have ever seen with my own eyes. Her blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders, framing her angelic face, and her blue eyes danced with excitement, making her look eight years younger than he twenty-six years. She had an incredible figure, and her laugh was infectious.

“It must be my handsome looks and charm.” I joked.

Chris scoffed. “Bull shit! If that were the case, she would have come crawling to me before marrying your ugly ass.” He jested in response.

We all laughed and Chris’ friendly insult was lost on Sandra. She smiled shyly and excused herself to prepare some finger foods for us. I could tell she was working hard to maintain her composure. Despite her efforts, I noticed a strange glint in her eye when she looked at Chris. It was almost imperceptible, but it sent a ripple of unease through me.

My friend Chris was tall, dark, and handsome. To say he was a big guy was an understatement. His broad frame was filled out by years of sports and weightlifting. When he walked, his movements exuded confidence—a confidence that seemed to draw people in. His smile was calm, his laughter hearty, and his eyes sparkled with mischief. It was no wonder women found him attractive. But one thing set Chris apart from the rest was his big dick.

“So, Big D,” I teased, referring to his sizable package. “How many touchdowns do you think you can score tonight?”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Nah, man. Tonight, I’m just here to enjoy the game.” Chris chuckled heartily, his eyes twinkling with mischief.

We continued to banter back and forth. Sandra appeared soon after, carrying snacks and beer for us. My eyes followed her every movement, my gaze drawn to those tempting curves she effortlessly displayed. I couldn’t help but notice how Chris stared at her too, his gaze lingering longer than necessary. I thought it was just innocent admiration.

This was not the first time I had felt jealousy towards my best friend, but this feeling was amplified a thousandfold by the presence of my beautiful wife. The combination of fear and uncertainty gnawed at my insides, threatening to spill over. Yet, I forced myself to stay calm, to trust in the bond I shared with Sandra.

Her initial shyness melted away by the end of the first quarter, replaced by her usual infectious grin and easy banter. It wasn’t lost on me that Chris was paying Sandra almost as much attention as the game itself. Despite being a die-hard fan herself, she somehow found time to keep both of us well-stocked with beers and chips, even volunteering to fetch refills with a mischievous wink. I couldn’t help but chuckle as I overheard them bickering playfully over player stats and draft picks. It was clear, even in their nascent acquaintance, that a spark had ignited between my friend and my wife.

Watching them argue, listening to them laugh, and seeing the way they looked at each other made me feel like I was the outsider in my home. I knew that if I hadn’t been there, things might have gone differently.

By the second quarter, Chris and I were getting pretty loud, shouting at the TV and complaining about calls. We were going through the beer rather quickly and honestly, I was finding myself knocking them back faster than usual so I could watch my wife bounce up and fetch us more from the fridge. She was wearing a tight tank top and short shorts that showed every curve. The top was cut low enough to show Sandra’s amazing cleavage, and the shorts did not fully cover the bottom of her ass.

It was clear that Sandra was intentionally trying to impress Chris, something that I couldn’t understand why she needed to do. She had had a few beers herself and knew that Chris and I were looking at her, so she decided to put on a show. Her nipples were now poking through the thin material of her top. Knowing Sandra as I do, it was her way of a little harmless flirting.

Sandra began to lean against Chris during high-stake moments in the game, her body instinctively gravitating toward his warmth. Chris responded by placing his arm around her shoulder, offering comfort as we watched the players battle it out on the field. With each passing moment, their interactions became less platonic and more intimate. I couldn’t help but feel the knot of apprehension tightening in my gut.

Despite my growing discomfort, I tried to push my fears aside. After all, Sandra was my wife; she loved me, and I trusted her implicitly.

Or so I thought.

As the night progressed, my anxiety grew stronger and stronger. My chest felt tight, and my palms were clammy. I tried to focus on the game, but my gaze kept drifting to Sandra and Chris. They laughed together, their bodies swaying close, seemingly unaware of the mounting tension in the air.

The second quarter ended, and Sandra and Chris were still talking about sports. There was a pause in the conversation when my wife broke the silence by asking Chris, “What does the ‘D’ in your nickname stand for? Does your middle name start with D?” Sandra asked curiously.

Chris smirked, his voice dropping lower as he replied, “No, it’s not my middle initial.”

I knew what it stood for, but remained silent as I studied my naive wife.

“Well, what does it mean?” My wife pressed.

“You don’t want to know,” Chris answered.

Sandra frowned, puzzled by his evasive answer. “Why wouldn’t I want to know?”

My wife looked at me and caught me trying to hold back my laughter. She frowned at me and asked, “What does the ‘D’ stand for?”

I shook my head, biting my lip to prevent myself from laughing. Chris gave me a knowing glance, then shifted his focus back to Sandra.

I gulped. “Are you sure you want to know?” I asked.

Sandra nodded eagerly, her curiosity piqued. “Yes, I do.”

Chris hesitated, clearly weighing the consequences of sharing such information. He glanced at me, seeking confirmation. I shrugged nonchalantly, feigning indifference.

“Alright,” Chris finally conceded, his tone serious. “But remember, once you know, you can never un-know.”

Sandra nodded eagerly, her eyes shining with anticipation. “I understand. Let’s hear it.”

Chris paused dramatically, drawing out the suspense. “Well,” he started, “the ‘D’ stands for…” His voice trailed off, and I could see the wheels turning in my wife’s head.

“It stands for dick.” I blurted.

Sandra blinked, her eyes widening in disbelief. “Dick?” she repeated, her voice quivering slightly. “As in…”

Chris nodded, his expression stoic. “Yeah,” he confirmed. “That’s what the ‘D’ stands for.”

Silence enveloped the room as reality sunk in. Sandra sat there, frozen and blushing, her gaze darting between Chris and me. “Ohhhh.” Sandra breathed heavily, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “I didn’t realize…”

“Well, that’s not exactly the nickname I chose for myself,” Chris explained. “It sort of stuck after people saw it.”

A sly grin spread across Sandra’s face. “And just how big is this ‘Big D’ you speak of?” she asked coyly.

Chris laughed nervously, shifting in his seat.

“Oh, it’s nothing special,” he insisted, his gaze flickering between Sandra and me. “Just a bit bigger than average, I guess.”

Sandra arched an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “I bet it’s more than just a bit bigger.” She challenged playfully. “I mean, how long does it get?”

My eyes widened, a wave of jealousy coursing through me. Chris chuckled softly, his gaze locked on Sandra. “I dunno,” He said, trying his best to sound modest. “13, 14 inches.”

My wife shook her head and said, “No way! I don’t believe it.”

Sandra exclaimed, her tone tinged with skepticism. “I mean, that sounds impossible.”

Chris grinned confidently, his eyes shimmering with mischief. “Oh, it’s possible alright. Trust me.”

“Prove it!” she said, her voice laced with playful defiance.

Her boldness left me stunned, my mouth agape in disbelief. Chris’ eyes widened, a hint of amusement dancing in his gaze. “Right now?” He asked.

“Proof is in the pudding, Big D!” My wife responded. “Time to walk the walk.”

As far as I knew, Sandra had never seen another man naked before. We had dated since we were both teens and were both virgins when we got married. Neither of us had ever cheated on each other, and we both loved being intimate. I loved her deeply and never thought that anything bad would happen between us. But as I watched my wife ask Chris to see his giant dick, my heart raced and my stomach began to curl into a knot.

“Alright, fine,” Chris said plainly.

Without hesitation, Chris pulled down his shorts, revealing an enormous bulge. He continued by hauling his briefs down to his knees. His enormous cock was folded under his balls, between his legs. It was flaccid but was easily eight inches long… for now.

My wife peered over to get a better look. I could tell that she was impressed with his size, but she tried not to let on. Instead, she crossed her arms casually, a smirk playing on her lips. “Well, doesn’t look 13 inches to me,” she murmured.

Chris’s grin widened, his eyes glittering with challenge. “Wait until it gets hard,” he countered.

“When’s that?” Sandra shot back, her voice dripping with mock impatience.

“Well, why don’t you touch it?” He replied. “Then you’ll see 13 inches. Maybe even 14 if you’re lucky.”

Chris shot me a glance. “I’m sorry Buddy, I forgot who I was talking to.” He said quietly.

Chris’s reply echoed in my ears, a stark reminder of the situation I found myself in. “It’s all right man, she asked you how long it gets, not how long it is,” I reassured him.

My wife looked at me with an inquisitive look. I figured that she wanted to see how big his cock would get, but she didn’t want to ask. I wondered if she wanted me to permit him to make it hard for her to see. I also realized that she wanted me to know that she wanted to see it.

I cleared my throat. “Go ahead,” I told her. “Let’s see if it lives up to the hype.”

As I spoke those words, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of mixed emotions washing over me. Jealousy, anger, confusion, and arousal all swirled inside me, creating a whirlwind of conflicting desires.

“Is there any other way you can get it hard without touching it?” Sandra asked.

Chris hesitated, his eyes scanning my face for approval. “Well, I suppose you could dance for me.” He mused.

“Really?” Sandra questioned back. She looked at me to see my reaction. I looked at my wife and shrugged my shoulders slightly in confusion, leaving the decision to her.

I love to look at Sandra’s sexy body and never mind when other men do as well. I secretly hoped she would do a sexy dance, but expected her shy nature to keep her from doing it. But I was shocked to hear her reply.

Sandra looked over at Chris and his cock and back at me again. The two of us held our breath to see what she would do. “I guess I could try.”

Chris’s eyes lit up with anticipation. “Oh, please do,” he urged. “I’d love to see you shake that hot bod of yours.”

Sandra’s eyebrow shot up like a startled bird, then she was out of the room with a sudden leap. I figured embarrassment had sent her fleeing, and I was about to follow when my gaze snagged on the Spotify app glowing on my smart TV. Something didn’t quite add up…

My wife appeared in four-inch heels as that one Lil John track about the boots with the fur started playing. She set the phone down on the coffee table and began to strut around Chris and his cock. She moved seductively, slowly undulating as she swayed her hips from side to side. I could tell she was enjoying the music and having fun.

She still wore her tight tank top and shorts, showing off her ass and legs. I admired the way her calves flexed as she walked, and her thighs bulged with each step. She was dancing with grace as the song played, moving fluidly as if she were in perfect rhythm with the beat.

My wife never took her eyes off Chris’ cock as she wiggled and bumped. Chris had already gotten comfortable in his chair, his eyes glued to her. I couldn’t blame him, as I too was mesmerized by her performance. Sandra’s dance continued seamlessly and her movements became more provocative. I’d never seen this side of her. She had never danced like this for me before. It must have been the beer.

Sandra’s dancing was affecting Chris’ cock. It was no longer soft, but it wasn’t fourteen inches either. The song ended and my wife thrust out her tits in Chris’s face for a moment before stepping back and looking down at his cock. “It doesn’t look 13 inches yet.” She pouted. “Am I dancing right?”

Chris and I locked gazes and nodded. “Yes!” We shouted.

“Then why aren’t you getting hard, Chris?” Sandra asked.

Chris gulped nervously, his gaze flicking between Sandra and me. “Your dancing is incredible, Sandra! But showing some more skin would be even better.” Chris suggested coyly.

Sandra paused, her lustful gaze fixated on Chris’ member. She considered his proposal, torn between her desire to continue teasing him and wanting to reveal even more of her tantalizing body. “You mean you want me to strip for you?” She asked.

Chris nodded enthusiastically, his gaze locked on Sandra’s curvaceous form. “I’d love to see you in nothing but your birthday suit!” Chris confessed, grinning wickedly.

Sandra hesitated, her hands nervously fidgeting with the hem of her tank top. My wife was worked up and wasn’t sure she should strip down for Chris. She cast a glance at me, her etched face asking for my help with her dilemma.

It was like a tug-of-war of emotions in her eyes. She wanted to strip, she desperately wanted to strip, but she didn’t dare to go beyond my boundaries. I nodded silently, giving her permission to proceed, and a smile immediately spread across her face.

Sandra sauntered over to her phone and started the music again. I guess she figured that she would dance as long as it took to get Chris hard. After a minute, she crossed her arms in front of her and grabbed the bottom of her tank top. Slowly, she raised it over her breasts and then over her head, revealing a sheer red bra that gave her huge tits support but little coverage. She threw the shirt at me and it hit me square in the face.

I grabbed her shirt from my face as my heart pounded wildly in my chest. I could not tear my eyes away from the spectacle unfolding before me. Chris sat smiling, his gaze transfixed on my wife as she stripped for him.

Sandra hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her shorts and lowered them inch by inch, exposing the top of her thong underneath. My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe she was doing this.

“Can’t wait to see the rest,” Chris purred, his eyes glued to Sandra’s tantalizing form.

Sandra removed her shorts completely, revealing her red lace thong that barely covered her round ass. The thong matched her bra perfectly, creating a stunning visual contrast with her fair skin.

“Perfect,” Chris sighed, his excitement building.

My pulse quickened, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. I couldn’t believe what Sandra was doing - stripping for Chris in full view of me. I felt a strange mix of emotions wash over me, like currents of electricity running through my veins. Part of me was incredibly aroused, watching my gorgeous wife perform a sensual striptease for another man. But another part of me, deep down within my core, was filled with raw jealousy.

Sandra danced closer to Chris, her movements becoming more seductive and enticing. He seemed eager for her to take it all off, but my wife seemed reluctant. She glanced my way to get my reaction, and I simply smiled awkwardly and gave her a nod. That seemed to relieve her, and she continued her dance.

My wife reached behind her and undid her bra. She allowed it to fall off onto the floor, revealing her firm breasts, swollen nipples erect, and standing out sharply in the light. She cupped her breasts gently, squeezing them slightly and pinching her nipples between her fingers. Chris groaned loudly, his cock growing slightly at the sight of my wife’s tits.

“Fucking sexy.” Chris encouraged.

She smiled as Chris’ words added to her confidence. All this was having a positive effect on Chris’ cock. As Sandra looked at it, she seemed more determined to make it grow.

Sandra hooked her thumbs in the straps of her panties and lowered them inch by inch, revealing her smooth, shaved pussy. This caused Chris’ cock to visibly throb and stretch.

“So fucking hot,” Chris whispered, his eyes wide with amazement.

With the panties discarded on the floor, Sandra danced back to center stage. She placed her hands on her hips and leaned forward, pushing her breasts up and out. She then began to gyrate her hips suggestively, causing her perky breasts to jiggle enticingly.

“That’s it, baby,” Chris murmured, his gaze fixed on Sandra’s mesmerizing form.

My wife spread her legs farther apart, causing the folds of her sex to open. It was clear that she was sopping wet, the juices glistening on her outer labia. Sandra was reveling in the attention Chris was paying to her body. I knew that my wife was extremely aroused. I hadn’t seen her so turned on in years. She was moaning softly, grinding her pelvis in time with the music.

Sandra returned her attention to Chris’ cock. It was longer, but not fully erect, still lying flat on his belly. “What do I have to do to make it hard?” Sandra asked innocently, her voice laced with desire.

Chris and I knew the answer to her question. But did my wife know? Did she understand the depth of the feelings surging through me? Was she aware of the passion raging beneath my surface?

She continued to dance, but there was indecision etched on her face. She looked at me a couple of times, but I was just enjoying her sexy dance. Slowly, Sandra moved closer to Chris. She nudged her knee gently into Chris’ crotch, making contact with his semi-hard erection. Chris gasped, his breathing shallow and ragged. “How do you like my dance?” Sandra teased, reaching out to caress my friend’s face.

Chris swallowed thickly, his Adam’s apple bobbing nervously. “I’ve never seen anything like it,” he admitted honestly. “I can’t believe you’re doing this for me.”

My wife rubbed him gently with her knee for a few moments and was rewarded by a twitch of his cock. Chris still wasn’t fully hard and my wife cast a frustrated glance in my direction. I shrugged helplessly, and her face changed from frustration to determination.

She slowly sank to her knees in front of Chris. That’s when it hit me that my wife would do anything to make Chris hard. Not only was she willing to expose herself to him, but she was also determined to provoke his most primal urges. And there I was, silently witnessing the unraveling of my marital bliss. How ironic life can be sometimes!

She continued to watch my face for a reaction as she grabbed Chris’ enormous cock with her hand and slowly began to stroke it. “This thing is huge,” Sandra whispered to me.

All I could do was nod in agreement, feeling a knot forming in my gut.

Sandra continued to stroke Chris’ massive cock, her grip tightening slightly as she marveled at its impressive length. “So what’s it going to take to make it fully hard?” She asked, her voice low and husky.

Chris swallowed thickly, his gaze locked on Sandra’s hand as it expertly manipulated his shaft. “I think you need to put it in your mouth,” he confessed, his voice strained and hoarse.

My eyes widened, and my heart sank into my stomach. I knew what was coming, but I didn’t want to admit it to myself. Surely Sandra wouldn’t go that far… would she? Without any fanfare, she guided the head of my friend’s big black cock into her tight little mouth.

She wrapped her lips around it and slowly slid it deeper, taking it in inch by inch. I watched as her tongue swirled around the tip, collecting pre-cum and lubricating her passage. Sandra bobbed up and down a few times, never taking her blue eyes from mine.

I was rooted to the spot, unable to tear my gaze away from the sight of my beautiful wife sucking another man’s cock. Chris moaned softly, his eyes closed, lost in pleasure. I felt a pang of envy as I watched him enjoy my wife’s oral talents.

Her actions affected me more than I thought they would. I watched with surprise as my sweet Sandra wrapped her soft red lips around the biggest black cock that any of us had ever seen. She was sucking furiously, trying to make it bigger, and it was working too. Reassured by my silence, Sandra’s eyes drifted from me, seeking validation from Chris’ face. I didn’t approve of what she was doing, but I was too turned on to do anything to stop her.

She sucked on it like it was the juiciest piece of fruit she’d tasted in her lifetime. I could see her tongue swirling around the head of the cock like a tornado of pleasure. Chris, my lifelong buddy, was moaning louder with every bob of my wife’s head, and I could sense how much he loved the way my beautiful wife was servicing him. It was surreal. Yet, it hurt like hell to watch her take another man’s meat sword into her mouth.

My wife’s talented mouth worked magic on Chris’ cock, bringing it to a rock-hard state that I had rarely witnessed before. Her dedication astounded me; she treated it like a gift from God. Every lick, suck, and kiss dripped with fervor, showcasing an insatiable hunger for sexual satisfaction.

Sandra’s hands roamed around Chris’ body, exploring every inch of him, while her lips and tongue made love to his cock. My buddy’s cock. My wife’s mouth. It was all so wrong, yet so enthralling.

“Wow, Sandra,” Chris managed to whisper between groans. “You’re so good at this.”

Sandra took a brief break, releasing her prize from her warm, wet embrace. She looked directly at me, her eyes pleading for understanding. “He’s so big,” she whimpered. “He needs my mouth.”

My stomach churned at the admission of my wife’s infidelity. I stood frozen on the spot, unable to do anything but watch as she continued to work her magic on Chris. It was one hell of a show. Chris was now fully hard and so was I. Chris had proven to my wife that his cock was as big as he said and she could have stopped, but she didn’t seem to want to.

She kept sucking that massive dick of his. I was worried that this had gone too far, but my wife seemed content to please him. I was angry and confused, but my body betrayed me, betraying my mind with an insistent longing. My pants grew tighter, and I could not deny the swelling beneath it.

My wife finally came up for air, her face flushed and sweaty. She stared at Chris’ erect cock, her eyes shining with admiration. “I knew you weren’t kidding,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s huge.”

Chris smiled, his cock throbbing in her grasp. “Thanks,” he muttered.

If I thought I was surprised when my wife began to suck Chris’ big black cock, nothing would have ever prepared me for what she did next. She released her grip on his cock and slowly crawled up onto Chris’ body, dragging her tits across his legs, then his cock, and finally his chest. My wife then kissed him deeply, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him close. He reciprocated, his hands roaming freely across her back and grabbing her ass cheeks. I was so focused on their kiss that I didn’t notice my wife had lined up her entrance with Chris’s big black monster.

Chris broke the kiss. “Your wife is going to fuck me.” Chris declared bluntly, breaking the silence and staring straight into my eyes.

His declaration hung heavy in the air, echoing in my mind like a thunderclap. But something else was happening too, something unexpected. Again, I didn’t stop my wife. I was completely caught up in the moment.

His cock was so big around that it could only penetrate maybe two inches into my sweet Sandra. She had never taken a cock anywhere near this size before. It would stretch her vagina to new lengths and widths. She seemed to struggle to get the monstrous tool inside her, but she pushed harder, grunting with effort until she finally felt it slip past her vaginal ring. The initial penetration was slow and deliberate, allowing her time to adjust to the foreign invader.

Finally, my wife straightened up, allowing her to put her full weight on Chris’s towering member. Slowly, more and more of the cock disappeared into Sandra. She moaned like I had never heard her before. It was as though every centimeter caused her to shake and shudder.

With eyes closed, she lowered herself onto Chris’ massive tool. Her pussy was stretching out of shape to the point that it seemed to disappear. His cock was touching both of Sandra’s thighs as it impaled her. Her asshole was almost erased by his girth. Sandra’s clit was mashed against his thick shaft, no doubt causing the lengthy orgasm she was currently experiencing.

I could hear her soft cries, muffled by Chris’s neck. As they fucked, Chris helped her up and down by putting his gigantic hands on her small waist. His fingers touched in the back and his thumbs were only an inch apart in the front.

Chris’s muscular arm muscles bulged as he lifted my wife up and down. My sweet Sandra was being ridden hard by my friend. I watched as his giant cock stretched her out like a taffy puller. Chris’s balls slapped against her asshole with each thrust upward. It was impossible to imagine that she could accommodate such a large cock.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she cried, sounding desperate. “I’m cumming again!”

Chris ignored her cries, gripping her waist tightly instead. His powerful muscles contracted, pulling her back down onto his gigantic cock repeatedly. With each plunge, a wave of ecstasy washed over her, causing her to cry out uncontrollably. Their bodies rocked together, driven by an insatiable hunger for release.

“Yes, yes, YES!” Sandra screamed, her voice cracking with desperation. “I’m cumming so hard!”

That was the third orgasm I counted so far. There might have been more, but my brain shut down after a certain point. I just sat there, numb. My thoughts racing faster than my ability to process them. Everything that happened tonight was a blur… a whirlwind of flesh and sensation. How could things change so dramatically in a single evening?

Chris and Sandra continued fucking relentlessly, oblivious to my presence. They had lost themselves in the throes of passion, surrendering to their deepest desires. Each of them was driven by an insatiable hunger for pleasure, fueled by unbridled lust.

“I want to hit from the back,” Chris said, lifting my wife off his massive tower.

Sandra opened her eyes and eagerly complied. She bent over the sofa and stuck her ass out like a cat in heat.

“Take it easy,” I pleaded. “You don’t want to rip her in half or something.”

Chris chuckled without responding. He approached the trembling Sandra, his cock pointing skyward.

She arched her back, presenting her inviting rear to Chris. I watched as Chris positioned himself behind her, his engorged phallus hovering in midair. He gripped her hips firmly, holding her steady as he aligned his cockhead with her moist slit.

Sandra smiled back at Chris, her breath hitching as she braced herself for the imminent entry. I held my breath, waiting for the inevitable. The first thrust was gentle, testing the waters. But then Chris’ massive cock thrust inside my wife’s pussy, filling her completely.

Chris was in control now and the speed with which he pumped my wife was incredible. Sandra whimpered with intense pleasure. Chris added to her passion by inserting his thumb into her ass. Sandra moaned loudly and her body shook into another lengthy orgasm.

I was shocked. Sandra never allowed me near her ass before. But now she was having an orgasm while my friend was plugging her butt with his thumb. There were a lot of new things that happened today. Unfortunately, all of those new things that my wife experienced we not administered by me. Instead, they were provided by my friend Chris. Watching them connect sexually on my couch left me devastated.

To make matters worse, Chris was approaching the end of his journey. I knew this because I saw the signs. His breathing was heavier, his muscles were stiffer, and the expression on his face told me he was about to reach completion. To take things even further, I was uncertain if was on the pill. I didn’t want to have to explain to my parents why Sandra and I had a black baby.

“How are you doing, Baby?” Chris asked.

“Ugghh! Gr- Great!”Sandra groaned loudly, her body shaking with exhaustion.

“You like my thumb in your ass?” Chris asked, his voice deepened with lust.

“Oh god, yessss!” Sandra hissed, the word escaping her lips in a tortured cry. “I love it!”

Chris chuckled darkly, his thumb slipping in and out of her tight hole, adding to her pleasure. “I knew you’d like it,” he replied smugly. “I knew you needed something special to satisfy you.”

Sandra whimpered softly, her body quivering with delight. “I need more,” she pleaded weakly.

“Want me to fuck your ass, Baby?” Chris asked, his taunting tone sending a shiver down my spine.

Sandra moaned softly, her body trembling with anticipation. “Please,” she whimpered, her voice cracking with desperation. “I need it.”

Now I was even more shocked than before as I watched Chris pull out of my wife’s well-stretched pussy and slowly pushed it into her asshole. My wife let out a scream that sounded like a painful wail, but she also had a grin on her face.

Slowly but surely, he regained the speed that he used in her pussy. Sandra was now screeching with each thrust. She had never experienced anal sex before. Especially with a big black cock that was 14 inches long. However, despite the obvious pain, her eyes glowed with arousal. Her pussy was leaking profusely, leaving a damp stain on the couch.

“Oh, god, Chris,” Sandra moaned, her voice strained and desperate. “I’m gonna cum again!”

“Already?” he teased. “You must like cum… I’ve got a load for you.”

Chris quickly pulled out of Sandra’s ass, and she spun around and sat down. Without hesitation, she grabbed LD’s cock and stuffed it into her mouth.

Chris’s cock was so big that it made my wife’s lips bulge outward, looking cartoonish. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief as she slurped and sucked on his massive tool.

“Unnnnggggghhh!” Chris groaned, his whole body convulsing. “Oh shit, here it comes!”

Chris’s warning set off alarm bells in my head. I knew what was about to happen, and I wanted to stop it. But I was paralyzed, unable to move or speak. I could only stare as Chris’s cock pulsed, spewing streams of creamy white cum into my wife’s mouth. She greedily swallowed it down, her eyes glowing with satisfaction. Sandra swallowed about six times before he stopped coming. She then licked the tool clean that had been buried in her ass. I had never thought in my life that my wife could be so nasty.

I was at a loss as to why Sandra was doing these nasty acts to Chris and not me. She first tasted my come on our wedding night and threatened me to never come in her mouth again. She had always turned down my requests for anal sex and now she was licking the residue off a big black cock that had freshly pulled from her ass.

After swallowing Chris’s entire load, she went back to sucking it dry. I couldn’t help but feel humiliated. The person I thought I knew was not the same one sitting on our couch right now. She was a stranger now.

“When did you get so nasty?” I asked.

She paused for a moment. “I don’t know. I guess I always had it in me.”

The statement struck me like a punch to the gut. My beautiful Sandy, whom I’d known since high school, was acting like a completely different person. Her demeanor, her actions, everything was alien to me. I couldn’t fathom how she became this woman who was so eager to satisfy my friend’s carnal desires.

“Why couldn’t I bring it out?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I’m sorry hun, you don’t have a 14-inch cock.”

“Well, I guess that settles it,” I muttered sourly.

So that was the reality I had to live with. My wife was now a big cock slut.

In the days that followed, she made me promise that we would do this every Sunday. The following week, Chris dumped loads in all three of her holes. She also told me she had taken her birth control before being with Chris for the first time. I wonder how she knew it might have been needed.
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Cucked by the Heavyweight
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Ihave to admit, I have a privileged life. As I sit here in my penthouse suite, overlooking the bustling city below, I can’t help but marvel at how far I’ve come. I remember my early days as an accountant for Jax– a heavyweight champion with a limited understanding of business.

In the ring, Jax is called “The Tank”. And for good reason, too. He massive man with a body of pure muscle. Hitting him in the stomach is like hitting a brick wall. Jax earns quite a good living boxing, but he has always spent his money rather quickly, which led me to take some initiative in managing his finances more directly.

In my personal life, I’ve been happily married to a gorgeous woman for three years now. Her name is Lisa, and she’s nothing short of perfection. She knows exactly what she wants when she wants it, and how to get it, making her irresistible to men like me.

Lisa used a model and was in a lot of magazines. Though she never posed nude. Her natural beauty was enough to captivate anyone who saw her. I have been the envy of a lot of guys because of Lisa, and the day she agreed to marry me, I was the happiest man alive.

She has an impressive body. It’s curvy, voluptuous, and toned and fit from hours of yoga and pilates. Her skin is smooth and flawless, with just the right amount of tan to make her appear warm and inviting. The way she carries herself suggests confidence and assurance – qualities that men find attractive in women.

Lately, I have been thinking about a way to get my hands on a large sum of cash using Jax’s money. I met a man named Clint in a bar a month ago who does consulting for a small technology company. He told me about a groundbreaking piece of technology they had developed and was about to launch.

There were many people interested in buying it, and if we could strike a deal right before their product hit the market, I would make a fortune. All I needed to do was invest a substantial amount of money into the project, but it was a risk I was willing to take. So I went ahead with the plan without telling Jax about it.

I left my penthouse to meet Clint at the bar to finish the deal. As I arrived, the place was filled with laughter and loud chatter; it was one of those nights where everyone seemed happy and content. When I finally found Clint sitting at the corner booth, his eyes lit up upon seeing me. He stood up abruptly, extending his hand to greet me. “Nathan! So glad you made it!”

As we settled down with our drinks, Clint pulled out a folder containing detailed information about the tech company and their upcoming product.

“Are you sure about this company?” I asked,

scanning through the papers Clint handed me.

He nodded confidently. “Absolutely. We’re looking at a minimum return of ten times our investment within six months. Our sources say there are several big companies eager to acquire them once they hit the market.”

Clint then showed me the projected profit margins for the next few years after the initial launch. The numbers were staggering, especially considering the relatively low initial investment required.

My heart raced as I thought about the possibilities. If this was real, it would change everything for me, Lisa, and our future together. But I wasn’t completely sold yet. I still had questions. “How much do you have invested in the company?” I asked.

Clint smiled broadly, placing both palms on the table, leaning forward slightly.

“You know, I’m a cautious guy. But something tells me this opportunity is worth taking a chance on. I’ve got $200,000 of my money invested in this venture.”

“Two hundred thousand dollars?” My jaw dropped. That was a significant amount of money. Clint must be confident in this venture. Feeling encouraged, I took a deep breath and looked Clint dead in the eye. “I might be able to get my hands on $100 grand.”

“When to you think you will have the money?” He asked me, eagerly awaiting my response. I glanced around the room, scanning the faces of strangers and acquaintances alike. The sound of laughter and clinking glasses filled the air as the crowd continued to mingle.

“I should be able to put it together in a day or so,” I said, reaching for my drink again. Clint gave me a relieved smile, putting both hands on my shoulders.

“Great!” He replied. “You won’t regret this decision. Just imagine all the possibilities…”

“No problem,” I replied enthusiastically. “Shall we meet her tomorrow?”

“I won’t be in town. But you can go to this stock broker and ask them to buy it for you.” He handed me a card with the broker’s information.

“Sounds good,” I replied.

Clint nodded and checked his watch. “Well, I have to run. It’s late, and I need to catch my flight.”

We shook hands, and he walked away into the night. I sat there for a moment, trying to absorb the magnitude of what I had just gotten myself into. The $ 100,000 I had mentioned to Clint was “borrowed” from Jax. I had already transferred the money from Jax to my private account.

On the way home, that day I thought about what I was going to do with all of that money he was going to get. I couldn’t wait to tell my wife. I pictured myself handing her the check, watching her face light up with joy. We could travel the world and buy the boat I always wanted. The excitement and anticipation of achieving success was intoxicating.

But I knew he had to tread carefully. I couldn’t let anyone know about his secret. Especially Jax. I feared that I could lose everything – my reputation, my marriage, and even my freedom. So I decided to keep quiet, only sharing bits and pieces of my plan with Lisa.

When I came home and went inside my house, my wife Lisa had cooked dinner and was setting the table. Seeing her standing there, elegantly arranging the plates and silverware, I felt a rush of warmth and gratitude wash over me. I paused for a moment before approaching her, savoring the feeling of being home.

I embraced her tightly, holding onto her as if she were my lifeline. I whispered in her ear, “A former model and a skilled cook, I’m the luckiest man alive.”

Lisa chuckled softly, her delicate fingers gently squeezing mine. I couldn’t believe my luck. How did I end up with such a beautiful, intelligent, and caring woman?

“You’re happy today.” She commented on my unusually cheerful mood. “What happened? Did you win the lottery?”

“Not exactly,” I replied. “But I think I may have stumbled upon a business opportunity that could turn out to be quite lucrative.”

I noticed a sparkle in her eyes as she listened intently. “Really? Tell me more.”

I hesitated, wondering how much I should reveal. “It’s kind of complicated, but basically, I can ten-x my money.”

“Ten times our money?” Lisa gasped, her voice suddenly hoarse. “That sounds incredible. What’s the catch?”

“I don’t want to jinx anything.” I cautiously explained, glancing at her curiously. “But this is a high-risk, high-reward proposition. There’s no guarantee of success.”

“But you seem optimistic about it.” Lisa pointed out perceptively. “How much money after it’s all said and done?”

“One million.” I blurted out, the number sounding absurd even to my ears. I gulped nervously, waiting for a reaction. Instead, Lisa leaned against the counter, studying me carefully.

“Wow,” she murmured, her eyes widening in stunned disbelief. “That’s a lot of money. Are you sure you know what you’re doing?”

For a moment, I faltered, contemplating whether I should share the whole truth with her. But, I kept it vague because I didn’t want to reveal where I got the 100k. “Yes,” I told her.

“It’s not illegal or anything, is it?” Lisa asked hesitantly, concern etched across her features.

“Of course not!” I reassured her, my voice echoing with conviction. “It’s completely safe.”

Lisa smiled. “What are you planning on doing with all the money?”

Lisa asked me excitedly. “Travel the world or retire somewhere nice?”

“Actually, I haven’t thought about it,” I admitted to her honestly. “Right now, I am just focused on the business opportunity itself. Once I have the capital, I’ll consider my options.”

“Fair enough,” Lisa replied, nodding her head. “Just promise me that you’ll use some of that money to spoil me rotten.”

I laughed loudly, throwing my head back dramatically. “That’s a promise, baby.” I grinned widely, pulling her closer to me.

Lisa smiled warmly, running her fingers through my hair affectionately. “Thank you, darling. I appreciate your hard work and dedication.”

We shared a loving kiss that lasted a few moments before we sat down together at the dining table. After dinner and some TV, I showered and went to bed. When I got into bed, Lisa came into the room in sexy lingerie. In her black lace underwear, with her long, curly blonde hair cascading down her naked body, she was knock out gorgeous!

“Wow, honey, you look amazing,” I told my wife. Her nipples poked out prominently through the fabric, peeking out from under the lace cups of her bra.

Lisa giggled coyly, biting her lip seductively. “Thanks, babe.” She moved closer to me, her soft breasts pressing gently against my chest. I could feel her hot breath on my neck as she wrapped her arms around my waist and hugged me tighter.

“Well, I thought the soon-to-be millionaire would like this outfit.” Lisa teased, running her fingers along my bare chest teasingly. “What do you think?”

Glancing down at her lacy attire, I couldn’t resist my growing urge to touch her. Reaching out, I gently grasped her shoulder, lightly tracing my fingers along her bare arm. I felt the goosebumps rise on her skin as I traced the outline of her upper arm, moving upward toward her shoulder.

“Oh, I love it,” I moaned, my voice thick with lust.

She kissed me, and her hand roamed down to my underwear, finding my erect shaft. Lisa slid her hand underneath my briefs, freeing my engorged cock. I gasped softly at the sensation of her fingertips brushing against my sensitive flesh.

“Mmm,” she groaned, running her tongue over my lips.

She straddled me, grinding her hips against mine. I wanted nothing more than to feel her wetness against my throbbing dick. I grabbed her ass and squeezed it, relishing the firmness beneath my palm.

“Ah, that feels good.” I moaned as Lisa stroked my erection between her legs. She smiled wickedly, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“You like that, do you?” She taunted, running her fingers up and down my shaft. “How about this?”

She removed her hand and ground her lacey panties against my cock. “Ahhhh,” I grunted as I approached my climax.

Oh no! I was cumming way too soon, I thought! I haven’t even put it in her and my balls began to churn, sending my pent-up seed flying out of my cock.

My wife gasped as a jet of semen splashed onto her thigh. Another shot followed, hitting her chin.

“Ooh!” She squealed, wiping the sticky liquid off her disappointed face. “Oh Nathan, not again. I was looking forward to a nice time.”

“I’m sorry honey,” I replied.

This wasn’t the first time I cum before we started making love. I had been struggling with premature ejaculation for a while now. My doctor suggested various treatments, but none of them worked. I hated it for Lisa. She deserved better. And judging from her hidden dildo collection, she thought so, too.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” she whispered, kissing my cheek tenderly. “We’ll figure something out. Maybe we can try again later.”

Relief washed over me, and I nodded gratefully. “Yeah, I’d like that. Thank you.”

Unfortunately, later didn’t come because I fell asleep. When I woke up the next day, Lisa was nowhere to be seen, so I decided to contact the stockbroker Clint had given me the information for.

I dialed the number on the card he gave me and waited as it rang several times. Eventually, a gruff-sounding fellow answered the phone. “Stock brokerage firm, how may I assist you today?”

“Hi,” I stammered, trying to gather my thoughts. “I’m calling regarding an investment opportunity.”

“Alright,” the man replied, his tone becoming more professional. “You the gentleman Clint told me about?”

“Yes, I am.” I replied, feeling a little anxious. “I’m interested in investing in a new technology company. Can you provide me with any information?”

“Ahh,” the stockbroker sighed heavily. “Let me guess: it’s a startup with a revolutionary product that’s poised to disrupt the industry, correct?”

“Yes, that’s pretty accurate, actually.” I responded, impressed by his intuition. “Have you heard of it?”

“Of course!” He replied. “How much are you looking to buy?”

The stockbroker questioned, his voice crisp and efficient.

“A hundred thousand dollars to start,” I responded immediately, eager to hear his thoughts.

“Sounds good. I’ll email you the account number. Have your bank transfer the sum and you’ll have the shares and paperwork tomorrow.” He told me.

“I’ll draw up the paperwork for you to sign. Expect it in your inbox shortly.”

With a renewed sense of purpose, I hung up the phone and breathed a sigh of relief. I received the email shortly after and called my bank to transfer the money to the broker’s account. The plan was coming together nicely, and I was one step closer to realizing my dreams. Little did I know that fate had other plans for me.

The following day, I didn’t receive any notice from the broker, so I called. There was no answer. It just kept ringing. I called a few more times and got the same result.

No response. I grew increasingly worried, checking my emails repeatedly, hoping for news. Each passing hour brought more anxiety. Had I made a terrible mistake? Was all my planning in vain?

Despite my apprehension, I remained determined to press on. I decided to give Clint a call and see if he knew anything. Again. no answer. I sent him a text asking for any updates on my investment. Hours passed, and my worries intensified. I couldn’t sleep, tossing and turning in bed. The silence from Clint and the broker became deafening.

I tried to distract myself by working on my accounts for Jax, but my focus was shattered. My mind kept drifting back to the looming disaster. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw dollar signs vanishing into thin air. I thought about telling Lisa, but I didn’t want to involve her in my mess. I shouldered the responsibility alone.

The next day, I tried calling the broker and Clint again. Dialing brought only silence. Both broker and Clint had vanished, their numbers had been disconnected.

Then it hit me. I had been ripped off.

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. I felt the blood drain from my face, leaving me cold and clammy. I staggered backward, clutching the edge of my desk for support. Everything spun around me in a whirlwind of confusion and despair. How could I have been so naive?

The money was Jax’s. I couldn’t even report the fraud. I couldn’t afford to reveal my actions. If I reported the theft, authorities would investigate my account, uncovering my deceit in the process. I would lose my job, and most likely, go to jail.

What am I going to tell Jax? I became scared, thinking about what he would do to me when he found out.

I had no idea how I was going to explain it to him. My mind was racing, trying to figure out a solution. I paced back and forth in my office, desperately searching for a way out of this mess. I was trapped, cornered, and afraid. The weight of my deception crushed me, leaving me weak and vulnerable.

My phone buzzed, and I froze. It was a message from Jax. My heart skipped a beat. I knew I couldn’t ignore it. Slowly, I reached for my phone, hesitating before opening the message.

My hands trembled as I read the words: “Nathan, I need to talk to you right away. Meet me at the gym tonight.”

The pit of my stomach tightened, and my heart pounded wildly in my chest. I couldn’t deny the fear that consumed me. I had to confront Jax eventually, but I hoped to delay the inevitable.

I glanced at the clock on my desk: 8 PM. I had four hours left before I faced Jax. Panic gripped me. What could I possibly say to him?

How could I explain this colossal blunder? I felt the walls closing in around me, suffocating me with guilt and shame. My mind raced, frantically searching for a way out of this impending doom.

I had to stay strong, for Jax, for Lisa, and ultimately, for myself. I took a deep breath, exhaling slowly, and tried to regain control of my nerves. The clock ticked relentlessly, reminding me of the fleeting minutes remaining until my rendezvous with Jax. I had to face the music eventually. I couldn’t hide anymore.

When I went to the gym, Jax and his entourage were waiting for me in front of the boxing ring. He had a stern expression on his face, which quickly turned into a scowl once he noticed me.

“Hey buddy,” he greeted me sarcastically. “Glad you could make it.”

His demeanor was icy, and his gaze pierced right through me. I could sense the tension building between us.

“Jax,” I managed to croak out, swallowing my fears. “Can we talk?”

“We’re talking right now, aren’t we?” He snapped back sharply.

“Ye- Yes.” I stuttered.

“So, is everything ok at the office?” He asked, crossing his arms and glaring at me. “Or did you forget to file the taxes again?”

“Uh, no” I hesitated, searching for the right words. “Everything’s fine with the office.”

He raised an eyebrow skeptically, clearly doubtful about my intentions. “No, everything is not fine at your office. I had another accountant go over my finances.”

I started to sweat. “W-what do you mean?”

Jax narrowed his eyes and stared intently at me. “I discovered that $100,000 has mysteriously disappeared from my account. You’re my accountant, and it happened right under your nose. Explain yourself.”

The accusation hung heavy in the air, and I could feel the walls beginning to close in on me. My legs buckled beneath me, and I nearly collapsed.

“Uh, Jax,” I stammered, trying to maintain composure. “I- I.” I tried to say something but ended up bumbling.

“And you know what else we found. That 100k was transferred to your personal account!” Jax shouted, his voice rising in anger. “Why the hell you would do such a thing? Do you think I’m stupid?”

I flinched, recoiling from his wrath. “Jax, please, listen,” I attempted to explain, but he cut me off before I could utter another word.

“I trusted you, Nathan. I thought you were my friend. But it turns out you’re just a thief.” He spat out the last word venomously.

I cringed, unable to find the strength to respond. His entourage stepped in closer to me and they didn’t look friendly.

“Where’s my money, Nathan?!” Jax screamed, his voice reverberating in the empty gymnasium.

To my surprise, Jax rushed towards me, swinging a powerful punch aimed straight at my face. Instinctively, I threw my hands up to shield myself. The impact sent shockwaves through my body, causing me to fall to the floor.

I was quickly pulled up to my feet by two of Jax’s men, who locked both my arms behind my back. With my vision blurred from the pain, I struggled to focus. Jax loomed over me, his fists balled up in rage.

“Where’s my money, Nathan?” he rasped, spittle flying from his mouth.

“I- I lost it,” I confessed, struggling to form coherent sentences in my desperation. “Please understand, Jax. I never meant to steal from you.”

Jax snorted derisively, shaking his head in disgust. “You stole from me, and now you lose it. I should put you in the hospital for this.”

Jax placed his massive hand around my neck. I thought he was going to end my life right then and there.

“But because you have made me a couple of million in the past, I’m going to go easy on you,” Jax said finally.

“Thank you, Jax.” I managed to squeak. Desperation clawed at my throat, threatening to strangle me. “I promise I’ll pay you back every cent. Please, Jax, trust me.”

“Damn right, Nathan!” Jax growled. “You’re gonna pay me back and then some. I want $200k and you have to have it in a month. You understand Nathan?”

Jax squeezed my neck slightly and held me up in the air. I was like a rag doll in his grip. “Yes- I- I understand.”

“Good.” He said, setting me down. Jax turned away and for a moment I thought he was going to let be, but he wound up and punched square in the gut. I fell to the floor and could barely breathe, let alone speak. My body ached, and I tasted blood in my mouth.

Two of his men dragged me back up to my feet, forcing me to face Jax. He brushed at my jacket and straightened my collar. “But that’s not all I need.”

“What’s… that?” I asked, my voice trembling.

“I want Lisa for a night.” Jax declared abruptly, his tone devoid of emotion.

My heartbeat rocketed into overdrive, and I could only stare blankly at him, processing his words. Lisa, my beautiful, devoted wife. The mere thought of losing her filled me with dread.

“I-Is that possible?” I stammered, my voice cracking in desperation. “Isn’t there another way?”

Jax tilted his head slightly, surveying me with cool detachment. “There isn’t.”

“But she might not want to,” I replied, trying to sound confident. My insides quivered, and I could feel the sweat trickling down my forehead. I knew I was powerless, yet I clung to hope.

“Don’t worry about that,” Jax retorted sharply. “I’m sure you can persuade her. If you can do that, then I’ll let the month timetable to pay me pack slip, and we can go to installments.”

I shuddered violently. The idea of forcing my wife upon someone seemed inconceivable. Yet, here I stood, caught in a web of consequences spun by my greed and deceit. But on the other hand, Jax was extending an olive branch by giving me more time. How generous of him…

“Okay,” I muttered.

My voice trembled, betraying the turmoil raging within me. I submitted, defeat resonating in my tone. “I’ll bring her to you.”

Jax’s buddies released me, allowing me to stumble backward, seeking solace in the distance. The taste of blood lingered in my mouth, a bitter reminder of my folly. I glanced at his entourage, their expressions indifferent to my plight.

“Get the fuck out of here,” Jax said, wrapping his hands in preparation to train. “Don’t come back unless you have my money or your wife,” Jax stated bluntly, his gaze unwavering.

I staggered backward, attempting to gather my bearings. The taste of blood still lingered in my mouth, a bitter reminder of my failures. The weight of my deception and betrayal bore down on me, crushing my spirit. I knew I had no choice. I had to deliver Lisa to Jax.

As I returned home, the familiar surroundings seemed alien and ominous. My comfortable penthouse felt like a prison cell, trapping me in a vicious cycle of regret and despair. The memories of happier times with Lisa flooded my mind, overwhelming me with grief.

I stumbled inside the house. Lisa was there to greet me. Her eyes widened in alarm as she took in my bruised appearance. “Nathan, what happened?” She exclaimed, rushing towards me.

I wanted to lie to her and make some excuse for us to run away and make a life for ourselves somewhere else, but I needed to confess to get help. I told her everything. My voice cracked as I recounted the disastrous events leading up to my encounter with Jax. Lisa listened patiently, her eyes filling with sadness and concern.

“Oh, Nathan,” she whispered sadly, reaching out to stroke my cheek soothingly. “How could you do this to us?”

I shook my head miserably, hating myself for my transgressions. “I don’t know,” I pleaded weakly. “I was greedy. Stupid. Naive. I just… I didn’t realize what I was getting myself into.”

Lisa’s eyes brimmed with sorrow. “You’re lucky Jax didn’t put you in the hospital.”

“I know,” I agreed, my voice strained and low. “I was expecting worse.”

“What happens now?” Lisa asked, her voice breaking slightly. “What will you do?”

I looked at her, her blue eyes full of uncertainty. She looked incredibly beautiful, despite the severity of the situation. “Well, I have to pay Jax back. Not just the 100k, but 200.” I revealed, my voice trembling. “And I’ve got to have it within a month.”

Lisa’s eyes widened in disbelief. “Two hundred thousand?” She repeated numbly. “How on earth are we supposed to raise that kind of money?”

“I don’t know,” I confessed helplessly. “But Jax gave me… gave us… another option.”

Lisa stared at me. “What’s the other option?” Lisa asked warily, her voice trembling slightly.

My heart was pounding in my chest. I knew I had to tell her, but the words stuck in my throat. I swallowed hard, mustering enough courage to spill the truth. “Jax wants a night alone with you.”

Lisa gasped, her eyes widening in disbelief. “What? No! Absolutely not, Nathan. Under no circumstances will I ever agree to that.”

“I really don’t want you to do it, but we have no options,” I argued, my voice strained and desperate. “If I don’t pay him back by the deadline, he might go to the police or hurt me.”

Before I could finish speaking, tears streamed down Lisa’s cheeks. She covered her mouth with her hands, the reality of our predicament sinking in. “No,” she whimpered softly. “I won’t go through with it. I refuse.”

I reached out to comfort her, my heart breaking at the sight of her distress. “It might not be so bad, and it’s only for a night.” I tried to convince her, though my conscience was torn.

Lisa stared at me incredulously, her face crumpling in dismay. “This is crazy!”

“It’s just one night,” I murmured. “We don’t know what his motives are. For all we know, it could be a harmless joke, a test of loyalty.”

I suggested, grasping at straws.

Lisa shook her head vehemently, her eyes flashing with anger. “No, Nathan.” She spat out the words, her voice cracking with emotion. “I can’t believe you’d even suggest such a thing.”

“I don’t want to do this,” I pleaded, my voice hoarse with desperation. “But Jax has me backed into a corner. He’s dangerous, and this is the only way I can protect you.”

Lisa’s gaze softened, and she reached out to touch my arm. “I know, but I can’t,” she whispered, her voice quivering. “I can’t bear the thought of being with someone else.”

Tears welled up in my eyes, and I clutched her hand tightly. “I’m sorry,” I choked out, my voice thick with emotion.

“I truly didn’t intend for any of this to happen.”

Lisa gazed at me, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears. “I know,” she whispered softly. “But I can’t, Nathan. I just can’t.”

“Please,” I implored, my voice pleading. “Consider it. Just one night. We owe it to each other.”

Lisa hesitated, her gaze flickering uncertainly. “I don’t know,” she murmured. “What if he hurts you?” Lisa asked, her voice shaking slightly. “I can’t bear the thought of you being in danger.”

“That’s why I’m asking this of you,” I explained, holding her hand reassuringly.

The room fell silent except for the ticking of the grandfather clock sitting in the corner. Time seemed to slow down, stretching out indefinitely. We sat on the couch, wrapped in each other’s embrace, contemplating our options.

“Will you be there?” My wife asked, her voice quivering. I could see the conflict etched deeply into her face. I understood her hesitation—she was facing an unimaginable scenario, but she was doing it for me. For us.

I nodded slowly. “I’ll ask.”

“Text Jax and ask.” My wife demanded. “I’ll only do this if you’re there with me.”

I pulled out my phone and drafted a text to Jax. “Hey, Jax. About the deal we discussed earlier. My wife agreed but only on one condition. I have to be there.”

I sent the message to Jax. A minute later, my phone vibrated, signaling a reply from Jax. My heart pounded against my chest as I reluctantly opened the message.

“Works for me. I would actually prefer to see your face when I bury my cock in your wife.” Jax replied.

I felt a wave of nausea wash over me as I read those chilling words. My heart hammered against my chest, and my palms grew clammy. I couldn’t believe I had willingly walked into this nightmare. Lisa, my precious love, was going to have to fuck another man, a huge black one at that, and I had nobody to blame but myself.

I turned to Lisa, her face pale and trembling. “He agrees,” I said weakly, unable to meet her gaze. “He wants me to watch.”

Lisa regarded me carefully, her gaze filled with trepidation. “Okay,” she conceded reluctantly. “Text him back. Let’s get this over with.”

I nodded meekly and picked up my phone. My fingers trembled as I composed a message to Jax. “Okay. When and where did you want to do this?” I pressed send, and a pit formed in my stomach.

“I can come over to your place in an hour.” Jax texted back.

I stared at the screen, my heart pounding in my chest. An hour seemed like an eternity, but it was all we had. I needed to prepare myself mentally for what lay ahead.

“Alright,” I croaked, looking up at my wife. “We need to get ready.”

Lisa nodded, her face a mask was a combination of anger and determination. “Let’s do this fast,” she murmured, rising to her feet. “With any luck, he’ll be as quick in bed as you.”

I admit, the insult was well deserved. There was plenty more my wife wanted to say by the looks of her face. It was all my fault. My cheating and poor judgment had landed us in this precarious situation. Despite that, the thought of having to watch my beloved Lisa engage in intimate acts with a massive black man was utterly humiliating.

Lisa left to go shower. When she came back, my wife had changed into the lingerie she had worn for me the other night. Its black lace revealed her curves to perfection, and the matching 4-inch heels accentuated the curves of her legs and ass. It almost made me drool. My wife looked stunning, and I’m sure that Jax was going to like what he saw.

“Ready?” I asked, swallowing the lump in my throat.

Lisa rolled her eyes at me. “I guess so.” She replied. “Let’s just get this over with.”

Her eyes met mine, a storm of conflicting emotions swirling within them. Anger, resentment, fear, and resignation vied for dominance. She had accepted her fate for my sake, a testament to her selflessness and devotion. Even so, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was about to witness something irrevocable.

I glanced at my watch: 9:45 PM. Jax would arrive shortly. My mind filled with dread. How could I possibly watch my wife sleep with another man? It was unthinkable, yet here we were, victims of my stupidity. I had betrayed everyone’s trust—myself included. The enormity of my mistake weighed heavily on my shoulders, and I felt sick to my core.

I felt even sicker when I heard a loud knock at the door. It was Jax. He arrived earlier than expected. The butterflies in my stomach multiplied tenfold. I was petrified.

“Come in,” I called out, my voice wavering.

The door creaked open, and Jax entered wearing a tight tank top and gym shorts. His muscled frame and dark skin contrasted starkly with my fair complexion. He was intimidating, towering over me—a physical manifestation of my mistakes.

Lisa stood beside me, her face stoic. Her beauty was breathtaking, but it was marred by the torment reflected in her eyes. Jax watched her with undisguised interest. I could practically hear his salacious thoughts.

“Hello, Nathan,” Jax greeted mockingly, smirking at me. He looked at my wife in her lingerie. “Nice to see you again, Lisa.” Jax grinned wickedly, his gaze roaming over my wife’s curvy figure.

My stomach twisted in knots, and I wanted to shout at him to get out. However, I couldn’t risk further angering him. I reminded myself that this was necessary, a means to an end.

“Hi, Jax,” Lisa responded coldly, avoiding eye contact. It was clear that she was embarrassed and resentful.

Jax drew up next to my wife, contrasting with Lisa’s petite form. He towered over her, his huge black shoulders which were well-defined. Jax’s tight shirt seemed to bulge with muscles everywhere.

He smiled, showing gleaming white teeth that seemed too large for his dark face. “You look great, Lisa,” he complimented her, moving closer. I couldn’t help but notice a massive bulge between his legs that was visible in his gym pants.

Her eyes widened, but she maintained an aloof expression. “Thanks,” she whispered, glancing uncomfortably at Nathan.

Jax chuckled darkly, placing a warm hand on her shoulder. “Your husband has gotten into quite a mess, Lisa.”

Jax spoke, his hand lingering on her shoulder. “But I’m sure you don’t care about that, do you?” His words sliced through the silence, echoing in our ears like a death knell. Lisa looked uncomfortable under his scrutiny, her expression shifting between annoyance and apprehension.

“Not particularly,” she answered, her voice steady despite the tremor in her hands. “I’m here because Nathan asked me to be.”

Jax laughed, his booming voice filling the room. “Well, I guess that’s why I’m here, huh?”

Lisa nodded stiffly, her eyes darting nervously between us. “Yes, exactly.”

Jax appraised her appreciatively, running his calloused hand along her bare shoulder. “He’s lucky to have such a hot piece of ass to come home to every night.”

My wife blushed slightly, looking Jax up and down as if admiring his physique.

Jax pulled gently at her lingerie. “You wearing this for me?” He asked her.

“Yeah,” Lisa murmured, averting her gaze. “It’s nothing special, just something I wear sometimes.”

Jax chuckled. “Well, whatever it is, it looks damn good on you.” He looked my wife up and down, focusing on her tits and hips as if he were an athlete savoring a trophy.

“He’s alright with it?” He asked Lisa, pointing at me.

“It was his idea…” My wife reminded us.

“Is that right, Nathan?” Jax sneered. “You’re okay with me fucking this fine piece of ass?”

I felt a tinge of rage build until I realized this was a hopeless situation. I forced myself to nod, though my stomach lurched. “Yeah, I- yeah,” I stuttered, staring at the ground. “Whatever you want.”

“Good boy,” Jax taunted, squeezing Lisa’s ass affectionately. “I like a little bitch who knows how to follow orders.”

Lisa tensed visibly, and I bit my lip, fighting back the urge to lash out, but I was powerless.

“I’ve had my eyes on you for a while, Lisa.” Jax smiled.

“Well, she’s yours for the night,” I interjected weakly, biting my lip. My heart raced, and the air in the room seemed stifling. The mere thought of surrendering my wife to Jax filled me with anxiety and shame. I wasn’t worthy of her, but part of me hoped that she’d fight back rather than submit to this arrangement.

However, my hopes were dashed when Lisa simply nodded, her gaze locked on Jax. The tension crackled between them; I could sense their growing attraction, and the realization that this was happening was beyond devastating.

Jax wasted no time getting to work, reaching out one of his massive hands and cupping my wife’s breast aggressively.

Lisa winced in surprise, her eyes widening in shock. “Oh!” She said. Lisa wasn’t ready for the forwardness. I knew she was extremely sensitive there, so she would be feeling it. Lisa moaned and tried to pull away, but Jax held onto her firmly. She struggled feebly, her lips pursed in agitation.

He seemed to ignore her little exclamation, instead reaching out with his other hand and kneading her other tit. My wife is extremely well endowed in the breasts department. To me, I needed two hands to fully grab just one. To Jax, she seemed perfectly proportioned. Her huge tits fit in his massive hands and I saw my wife’s face go even more red as he felt and groped up her tits to his liking.

He caressed, fondled, and pinched her nipples, making her squirm and moan beneath his grasp. Jax’s ebony skin and muscular build made him seem intimidating, especially considering the size difference between him and my wife. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. He continued touching Lisa, exploring her entire body with his hands, pressing against her soft flesh, and tracing lines down her arms and around her waist. My wife appeared to be struggling to stay composed, but the heat between them intensified with every passing second.

I watched, mesmerized and horrified, as Jax caressed and touched Lisa all over, his hands roving over her body like a predator sizing up its prey. I could sense her arousal and desire building, and I knew that soon she wouldn’t be able to resist him.

“You like that, baby?” Jax murmured into her ear, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine. “You like being touched by me?”

Lisa’s face was flushing bright red. She didn’t answer, but she wasn’t trying to get away. Instead, Lisa allowed herself to enjoy being touched by him. I could see her chest rise and fall rapidly, her breath coming out in short, ragged gasps. She closed her eyes, biting her lower lip, and leaning into his touch.

“I’m liking this. Come here and give me a kiss, whore.” He demanded.

I was stunned at the way he was speaking to my wife and the ease with which he had gained her submission. She did as she was told, leaning in and kissing the massive black man.

The sight of my delicate wife embracing the strong boxer was shocking and exciting all at once. My heart thumped wildly in my chest, and my breathing became erratic. I watched, transfixed, as they shared a passionate kiss, their tongues intertwining.

“Mmm,” Jax groaned, pulling away slightly. “You taste amazing, Lisa.”

Lisa’s flush deepened, and she swallowed nervously. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

His hands moved down, and he grabbed my wife’s perfect ass. Jax groped and smacked it, making Lisa release a muffled moan from her lips. “Your ass is incredible,” he growled, squeezing it harder.

My penthouse was filled with the sounds of another man making out with my wife and slapping her perfect ass. I watched her bottom bounce after each smack. Jax was being firm with her… much firmer than I had ever been.

The force of his touch caused my wife to writhe against him, moaning softly. I watched as my wife’s hands felt Jax up as well. She traced around his massive muscles, her fingers dancing over his defined abs and broad chest.

I was not prepared for what she did next. Her hand slid down and explored between his legs. I saw her open her eyes wide from the kiss as if she was shocked at what she had found. The coach broke up the make-out session.

“You like what you found?” He gave a shit-eating grin as he looked down and watched my little wife’s hands feeling him up over his gym shorts. “Your wife is pretty brave. What do you think, Nathan?”

I felt numb, my body trembling uncontrollably. “I think she’s scared, like me,” I managed to utter, my voice weak and hollow. “But she’s doing this for me.”

At first, Lisa seemed hesitant, but she eventually let her fingers graze across his crotch. Jax didn’t stop her. He waited, watching intently as his package expanded before her eyes. She noticed the growing bulge and her eyes widened.

Her fingertips brushed against it lightly, testing its size. Jax inhaled sharply, his grip tightening on her waist. My heartbeat palpitated in response. I clenched my fists, watching as my wife explored the foreign territory.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” Jax teased, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

Lisa nodded faintly, her eyes darting between Jax and me. “Yes,” she admitted huskily, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s impressive.”

Jax laughed, his deep voice reverberating through the room. “I bet you’ve never seen anything like this before, have you?”

Lisa’s flush deepened, and she shook her head silently. “No,” she breathed, her gaze fixed on the bulge in his shorts. Lisa glanced at me, her eyes shining with disbelief.

Jax noticed her expression. “You don’t think it’s real, do you?” Jax challenged her. Lisa hesitated, her fingers still tracing the outline of his enormous erection. “It’s real,” Jax assured her, his voice dropping an octave.

Lisa’s eyes widened, and she swallowed nervously. “I believe you,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “I just don’t know what to do with it.”

“Do you want to touch it?” Jax asked her, his voice low and seductive.

Lisa hesitated, her eyes darting between Jax and me. A myriad of emotions played across her face – uncertainty, excitement, doubt, and longing. Ultimately, however, she nodded slowly, her hand extending towards Jax’s crotch.

His massive member throbbed beneath her touch, straining against the fabric of his shorts. The pressure built steadily, and Lisa’s breath quickened noticeably. She slid down his gym shorts and my wife and I gasped in unison as we saw what was underneath.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; Jax’s monster was monstrous indeed. I felt the knots in my stomach tighten as I realized my wife would be fucking this massive cock. The gigantic dick hung there, long and fat, swaying slightly, pulsing with life. Lisa stared at it in disbelief, her eyes widening as she took in its enormity.

A nervous laugh escaped her lips. “Jesus,” she muttered, swallowing hard. “How am I supposed to take that inside me?”

Jax chuckled darkly, his voice deep and resonant. “You’ll find a way.”

Lisa’s eyes widened, her gaze darting uncertainly between Jax and me. Her fingers shook slightly as she tentatively reached out to touch the massive cock hanging before her. The air in the room seemed to crackle with electricity, and tension hung heavy in the atmosphere.

As Lisa gently stroked the shaft, her eyes remained fixated on its girth. She ran her fingers along the length, marveling at its hardness and warmth. A surge of fear coursed through my veins as I watched my wife handle the giant cock.

The immense girth and length of it seemed impossible to fit inside her small pussy. But despite my mounting panic, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the spectacle unfolding before me. My mind raced, searching for a way to save my wife from certain pain—or worse.

“So, Nathan,” Jax drawled, his gaze locked on my wife’s face. “You’re really going to let me put this inside your beautiful wife?”

My heart sank as I forced myself to nod. “Yes,” I croaked, my voice cracking.

“We might need some lubrication. For that, you’re gonna have to use your mouth, bitch.” Jax instructed my wife.

I felt my heart skip a beat. My wife was reluctant to agree, but Jax gripped her neck tightly, reminding her of the terms of our agreement. “Don’t make me wait for you to get wet.” He warned her. Lisa gulped loudly, nodding in consent.

My wife hesitantly kneeled before him, her hands trembling. She reached out with a shaky hand, wrapping her fingers around his massive tool. Lisa began to stroke it, her eyes widening with amazement at its girth.

“I want you to make it nice and slippery. You understand?” Jax growled, his voice deep and commanding.

Lisa nodded, her eyes shimmering with apprehension. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and engulfed the tip of his cock. My wife sucked his massive head softly, her tongue teasing the sensitive underside. The overwhelming size of his erection filled her mouth, stretching her lips apart. Her cheeks bulged as she worked to accommodate his massive girth. Her fingers tightened around the base of his shaft, maintaining a vice-like grip. Lisa’s focus was intense, her concentration solely on pleasuring him.

“Mmm, that’s a good slut.” He said, demeaning her in front of me.

Jax put a hand on the back of her head and encouraged her to take more of his massive shaft down her throat. Soon she was bobbing up and down on his enormous dick, taking in as much as she could. I watched as things got messier and messier—my wife was salivating all over his big black cock.

“Work it, bitch!” His voice rumbled and echoed in the room as my wife sucked at his cock. Lisa was trying her best to please him and deep throat him, but it was obviously beyond her capability.

“Lick the shaft nicely, bitch,” Jax commanded, his tone stern and demanding.

Lisa obeyed, her eyes brimming with unshed tears and a look of desperation on her face. I wanted to rush to her side and console her, but I was paralyzed with fear as I watched her perform fellatio on my superior.

“Enjoying the view, Nathan?” Jax sneered at me, while I watched in silence as he used my wife’s mouth as a fuck toy. I remained silent, not wanting to provoke him further. Besides, I knew what he was saying was true. I could only sit back and watch as he dominated the woman I loved.

“Look at your pathetic excuse for a wife, Nathan,” Jax mocked. “Can’t even suck my di–”

He cut himself off, his cock abruptly leaving my wife’s mouth. A trickle of saliva connected her lips to his massive member. I could tell that she was exhausted from her relentless efforts.

“Bitch, you’re not sucking good enough,” Jax barked at her. “I want to feel your tongue working on my balls. Now lick my balls, slut!”

Lisa hesitated, her lips trembling with uncertainty. “I…” she started, but Jax interrupted her harshly.

“What?” Jax snapped, grabbing her hair roughly. “You can’t do it?”

“I… I’ll try,” Lisa murmured, her voice cracking. She positioned herself between his legs, her gaze fixated on his massive testicles.

Jax’s plum sized testicles loomed in front of her, larger than any she had ever seen before. She swallowed, the bile rising in her throat as she remembered the obscene task she had been assigned. Still, she mustered her courage and leaned forward, her tongue quivering as it extended towards his balls.

“That’s better, slut,” Jax praised, his voice deep and satisfied. “Now show me how eager you are to please me.”

Lisa whimpered softly, her tongue darting out to tease the sensitive skin beneath. She kissed and licked Jax’s scrotum, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. Each kiss brought her closer to the edge of despair, knowing that her actions were a betrayal of everything she believed in. Yet, there was something deeply satisfying about serving this powerful man, even if it meant sacrificing her dignity.

“Harder, bitch!” Jax grunted, his voice deep and commanding. “I want to feel your tongue scraping against my balls.”

Lisa nodded, and she began stroking the shaft as she began working his impressive balls. I heard her suck and slurp at them, kissing them and licking them. Jax moaned with pleasure and I simply stared wide-eyed. This was something my wife had never done for me before, but here she was sucking Jax’s big black balls like a cheap whore. I felt myself getting hard as I watched how easily he dominated her.

Even though it hurt me to see her do this, it was almost hypnotizing. Like watching a train wreck in slow motion—you know it’s wrong, but you can’t look away.

“Suck my cock again,” Jax ordered, his voice booming like thunder. “Let’s see how much you can take now.”

I sat frozen, unable to move or speak. All I could do was watch as my wife started sucking his massive cock again. This time, Lisa could take more of him down her throat. It seemed to bulge with every stroke down. The sheer size of his shaft was stretching out her little mouth.

Lisa’s head bobbed up and down, her lips wrapped tightly around the tip. Her cheeks puffed out, forming a seal around his member as she tried to swallow as much of him as possible. I couldn’t help but admire her determination. I couldn’t tell if she was refusing to give up or beginning to enjoy it.

“That’s it, bitch,” Jax murmured, his voice thick with lust. “Take it all. I want to feel your throat constricting around my cock.”

She complied, her eyes watering as her tiny hands gripped his enormous shaft. With a deep breath, she lowered her head, her mouth enveloping his pulsating cock once more.

“Now that’s a good slut. You learn quickly.” Jax praised, his voice deep and satisfied. “Now stand up.”

She stood up, wobbly and unsure, her knees knocking together as she did.

“Turn around and take off them bra and panties,” Jax ordered.

Lisa hesitated, but she turned around obediently. I watched her hands fumble with the thin straps of her bra, her fingers shaking as she removed it. She let it slip from her fingers, revealing her full breasts. The pink nipples were erect with arousal.

“Now bend over and peel off those panties,” Jax growled, his voice resonating with authority.

Lisa’s heart pounded in her chest as she bent over, her hands trembling as she slowly slid down her panties from her ass. She was now naked, and I caught a spot of moisture on her panties as they fell around her high heels. Was she turned on?

The scent of her arousal permeated the air, and she couldn’t help but blush under Jax’s heated gaze. I could tell her nakedness made her feel vulnerable, yet strangely liberating. She hadn’t expected to be stripped bare in front of Jax, but somehow I got the feeling it felt oddly natural.

“Now bend over the table,” Jax commanded, his voice smooth and soothing.

Soon my wife was bent over our dining room table, her perfect ass facing towards me. I was turned on now—seeing my wife’s big round ass on full display for me.

Jax began spanking her ass, hard. She gave yelps of pain as his huge, black hands marked up her perfect ass. I just watched awe-struck and completely turned on as he left his big red handprints on my wife’s ass.

Every smack echoed in the room, causing a strange combination of sensations in my gut. I was disgusted with myself for finding it hot, but I couldn’t deny it.

My wife, with her plump butt jiggling enticingly, looked incredibly sexy right then. Jax kept smacking her, and she cried out each time. I was beginning to wonder if it was too much for her.

“This is what you get for stealing money. Your woman gets treated like this.” He sneered down at me while his hands came down on my wife’s ass. Smack. Smack. Smack. She cried out in pain as the huge black man worked her ass mercilessly.

“Want it to stop? Want me to take that pussy?” He asked her between slaps.

“Yes…” She whispered. Her body arched instinctively, her fingers digging into the wood surface of the table.

“Well, she asked for it.” He said to me, giving me a shit-eating grin before positioning himself behind my bound wife. He lifted her hips higher until her swollen labia peeped out from under her. The scent of sex wafted up to my nostrils, and I could hear the wet, sloppy noises as Jax probed her entrance with his fingers.

My wife let out a sharp cry as his finger slipped inside her, her body arching in protest. “Ah!” She cried out, her voice echoing in the large penthouse.

Jax chuckled as I watched him level his massive black cock against my wife’s pussy. Lisa immediately started moaning as he rubbed the enormous head of his cock up against her pussy and clit.

It was clear that he was already hard and ready for action. Lisa was dripping wet and her juices were soaking his shaft. Jax pushed in, his massive cockhead stretching her open. A low whine escaped my wife’s lips as a new sensation rocked her body. I watched as his cock disappeared inch by inch into her.

“Oh, god!” My wife exclaimed. I could see why she had that reaction—his cock was absolutely massive and was stretching her right out. Her tight little pussy was wrapped around his big black cock, and he was working inch after inch inside of her. Jax spread her red ass open for me to get a better look at how he was using her pussy.

“See that? This is how a real man stretches out a woman.” He sneered at me as he pushed deeper and deeper into my wife. Lisa shook on the table, unable to squirm away from the massive cock that was owning her.

“Oh FUCK!” Lisa screamed.

Every thrust drove deeper into her core, spreading her pussy wide. Her screams echoed throughout the luxury penthouse. Jax pulled out of her, only to slam back in harder, faster, and deeper.

I clenched my jaw, watching my wife scream and sob beneath the weight of the black athlete. She was stretched beyond measure, and I could see her pussy pulse and flex around his thick meat.

“Feels good, doesn’t it? You’re loving having my cock inside you, aren’t you?”

Lisa whimpered softly, her body convulsing with every thrust. “So big!” her voice was strained and hoarse.

I was not prepared for what happened next. I thought my wife was grimacing in pain, but as Jax continued to drive his massive member into her, she started to tremble and her eyes rolled back in her head.

“FUUUUUCK!” She gasped as her hips began to shake.

“Look at her body, Nathan. Look at how her pussy squeezes around my cock.” Jax taunted me, his words like poisonous arrows piercing my wounded soul. “Your wife is cumming. Her pussy is milking my cock.”

Lisa moaned loudly, her cries becoming increasingly desperate. I watched, transfixed, as her body trembled violently below Jax. Her pussy clamped down on his cock, gripping it tightly.

My wife being brought so quickly to orgasm struck me like a punch to the gut. The humiliation of my situation was too much to bear, but I couldn’t pull my gaze away from the spectacle unfolding before me. My wife, bent over the table, was being relentlessly fucked by a man and she was cumming harder than I’d ever seen her in my life!

Each thrust sent ripples of pleasure through Lisa’s body, her moans growing louder as Jax claimed her. I watched, captivated and horrified, as she surrendered control to him.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me harder!” Lisa cried out, her voice strained and pleading.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My wife was transforming into Jax’s slut right in front of me. I could no longer deny what my eyes were experiencing. I had never seen my wife act like this before, and that fact alone was exhilarating. Watching her go wild, lose control, moan and scream like a slut was turning me on. I couldn’t help but stare as the huge black fighter ruthlessly fucked her from behind.

“Nathan,” Jax said. “Come closer.”

My heart skipped a beat, but I reluctantly shuffled toward the table.

“Look in Lisa’s eyes.” He ordered me.

“Watch as your wife loses control and becomes my slut.”

I cautiously approached the table, my heart pounding wildly in my chest. As I neared my wife, I could feel an unfamiliar heat building within me. I swallowed hard, fighting the urge to turn away as Jax continued to ravage her with his massive cock.

“Tell him, slut,” Jax growled, his voice deep and commanding. “Tell your husband how much you love being fucked by my big, black cock.”

Lisa whimpered softly, her eyes meeting mine. I could see the torment, the guilt, and pain reflected in her gaze. Yet, amidst the chaos, there was something strangely compelling about her predicament. The sight of my wife, utterly lost in ecstasy, was a stark contrast to the reality of our fragile marriage.

“Tell him, slut,” Jax demanded, his voice deep and menacing.

Lisa bit her lip, her hesitation noticeable. I held my breath, praying for her to resist his advances. But as I moved closer, I could see the hunger in her eyes. She needed this, and I was too weak to protect her from her desires.

“Tell him, slut,” Jax repeated, his voice deep and threatening.

Lisa closed her eyes, her lips trembling. She opened her mouth, and her voice wavered. “I love being fucked by Jax’s big black cock,” she confessed, her confession hitting me like a slap in the face.

I had hoped that my wife would rise above her basest instincts, proving herself stronger than the circumstances that had led us here. Instead, I watched as she writhed and moaned helplessly in the grasp of a brutal stranger. Her eyes met mine, and I could see the anguish etched onto her face. Yet, there was something undeniably alluring about her vulnerability—a raw honesty that transcended the shameful acts she was compelled to endure.

“I don’t know why it feels so good,” she admitted, her eyes locked on mine. “But I can’t fight it anymore.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, and I struggled to process the depth of her admission. At that moment, I understood that my wife had submitted to Jax and to drive the point home even more, her eyes rolled back into her head as she sped over her peak and into a lengthy orgasm.

“OH GOD! YESSSSS!” She screamed, thrashing wildly on the table as her pussy exploded around Jax’s cock.

“You see that, Nathan?” Jax asked me sarcastically. “Your wife loves my fucking cock. She’s cumming again.”

I couldn’t answer. I was rooted to the spot, stunned by my wife’s transformation. My eyes locked on to hers, but she avoided eye contact. The whole scenario felt surreal, like a dream. My wife was cumming hard, screaming and moaning like a slut.

Jax continued to pump his massive cock into her, filling her up completely. I watched in disbelief as her body convulsed, her pussy muscles tightening around his shaft.

“Oh, god! Yes! Yes! Yes!” Lisa screamed, her voice breaking into a crescendo of orgasmic bliss. My wife came again and again as Jax pounded her from behind. I watched him stretch the love of my life’s most intimate parts on his big black cock, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

After Jax had his fill of my wife’s doggy style, he decided to crank up the humiliation factor for me. He picked her up off the table and moved so that he was now sitting on the edge of the desk. Lisa was sitting in his lap, her back pressed against his chest.

My wife looked tiny compared to Jax’s massive frame as she bounced up and down in his lap, facing me. I simply stared in awe as the black man’s cock pumped up into my wife’s little pussy.

“Look at your husband while I’m fucking you, slut.” Jax ordered. “Let him know this is his fault,” Jax commanded, pressing his index finger against my wife’s clit.

“OH FUUUUCK!” My wife had a huge eye-rolling orgasm as she made eye contact with me. “Fuuuuck… I blame you… for this.”

My stomach churned at her words. I had betrayed her trust, but seeing her in such a vulnerable state made me realize the gravity of my mistake. I desperately wished I could rewind time and prevent this catastrophe. My pride had shattered like glass, replaced by a profound sense of loss and regret. I silently pleaded with her to forgive me and allow me another chance.

I watched as Jax had his fill of my wife, one hand reaching around and playing with one of her breasts while the other one bounced up and down to the rhythm of the pummeling my wife was receiving.

“I’m gonna breed this slut now,” Jax said, staring at me. “Do you want my cum, you slut?”

Lisa whimpered softly, her face flushing crimson. “Please,” she uttered, her voice breaking.

“Please what?” Jax grinned wickedly, his fingers grazing her swollen clit.

“Please… cum in me. Give it to me!” Lisa groaned in ecstasy. I had lost count of how many times Jax had made her cum by this point.

“Here it comes! MMMmmmm.” Jax held her down on his cock as he came. I watched his enormous balls twitch as he pumped my wife full of cum.

“Oooooh! Yessss!” My wife moaned as she felt the big dick fill up her little pussy. I watched her shudder as she took his load, her womb engorging with Jax’s hot semen. I felt my heart shatter into a million pieces. How could these events have unfolded so horribly?

I glanced at my wife, who was still being impaled by Jax’s massive cock. Her expression was one of complete submission, her face flushed with pleasure and exhaustion. After he was finished with his tremendous orgasm, he lifted her off his cock. I stared as her pussy gaped open, gushing with his semen.

“That’s a good girl,” Jax said, giving her a playful slap on the ass.

I could see that she had experienced something deeply transformative during her encounter with Jax. While the circumstances were not ideal, there was a part of me that yearned to understand the depths of her experiences.

“Look at your wife, Nathan,” Jax taunted, his voice booming like thunder. “Doesn’t she look beautiful? Isn’t she worth a hundred thousand dollars?”

I didn’t respond. My thoughts were swirling, trying to make sense of the chaotic turn of events.

“Don’t look so glum, Nathan,” Jax said plainly. “Thanks to your wife, you have more time to pay your debt.”

Jax patted me on the shoulder. “In fact, I’ve decided to grant you a little bonus. I’ve come up with a way to make sure this kind of thing doesn’t happen again.”

“And what might that be?” I asked warily, dreading whatever he was going to propose.

“I’m afraid that we will need to make sure you stay focused on your duties,” Jax replied smoothly.

“I’m hiring you back, but from now on, you’ll have to report directly to me on all matters concerning my finances. And, to ensure your loyalty, I think it would be best if you and your lovely wife spent some quality time with me.”

“I understand, Jax,” I replied weakly.

“That was… wow… thank you.” My wife gasped. Lisa looked completely satisfied with the huge number of orgasms she had just had at the hands of Jax and his massive cock.

I couldn’t believe how much I had watched her be used by him. I had been rendered powerless. My initial shock gradually evolved into resignation as I realized that my role in all of this was insignificant. My wife had found the true meaning of passion and release. The intensity of the situation forced me to confront my inadequacies as a husband and provider. At this moment, I was overwhelmed with fear and self-loathing as I witnessed my wife being taken. I wondered how I could recover from this humiliating experience.

“We’ll be in touch, slut.” Jax said to my wife.

Lisa looked dizzy when she replied. “Look forward to it,” she replied, making it obvious to me that she wanted a round two with Jax.

Weeks later, delivering accounting reports to Jax, my eyes saw several stockbroker cards scattered on his desk. The same business card Clint had given me. The pieces clicked with sickening clarity. Jax had orchestrated this whole mess. And if that wasn’t enough, when I told Lisa… she didn’t believe me.
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Cucked by my Boss
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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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Cucked My My Roommate
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College essays, caffeine jitters, mountains of laundry, and the constant threat of late-night pizza runs - sophomore life was a rush hour of organized chaos. Then my girlfriend Amanda walked into my life. She was about 5’4” with dark hair, deep green eyes, and an amazing body. The kind of girl you’d see on a poster advertising exotic vacations, or maybe a new fitness app. To say I was smitten would be like describing the ocean as ‘wet.’

We had been dating for a little over six months and had a great time together. The sex was amazing, though admittedly rather vanilla. We liked to play it safe in bed, which was understandable considering we were still getting to know each other.

Juggling classes and late-night study sessions, we prided ourselves on our good grades but never underestimated the power of eight blissful hours of sleep. As a result, Amanda spent a lot of time at my apartment, which I shared with one other guy, Anton.

He was an enigma; Anton’s height could intimidate you, yet his warm and welcoming demeanor put you at ease. His eyes were pools of darkness, capturing your attention and drawing you in. His athletic build made me wonder if he played sports, which was confirmed when I discovered his love for basketball. He always had a bunch of girls around him, which sometimes caused friction between Amanda and me.

Anton and Amanda got along pretty well, and they would often have friendly conversations when she stayed over. There were a few times that Amanda said that he was very attractive.

Of course, I didn’t think much of it then since she was just complimenting him like any other acquaintance might do. But as I started thinking back, her admiration of Anton’s physical attributes lingered in my memory more than I’d have liked. Was it possible that she felt attracted to him? The idea seemed absurd, but somehow my gut told me something was brewing beneath the surface.

After all, I couldn’t deny that Anton was good-looking. The guy never had any problems getting girls to stay over. He even also had a steady girlfriend on top of his one-night stands. Amanda and I would always hear them fucking through the thin walls of the apartment. His girlfriend or one of his fuck buddies would moan and scream in such pleasure that it would make us uncomfortable. But we never said anything because it wasn’t our place to tell someone how to live their life.

One morning after a late-night study session, Amanda rose out of my bed to use the bathroom. I was awake, trying to fall asleep again, when I heard the door creak open from down the hallway.

“I gotta pee so bad!” Amanda giggled nervously, sounding embarrassed.

It was then that I had a strange feeling. I heard a shriek and Amanda came running back into my room and closed the door. She paused for a moment and her face turned beet red.

“Oh, my god. I can’t believe what I just saw.” She looked stunned, almost frightened, like a deer caught in the headlights. I tried to ask her what happened, but she wouldn’t stop hyperventilating. Finally, she managed to get her words out between her pants, “I went to the bathroom and Anton was standing there naked, washing himself. I mean, he had everything hanging out! His dick was huge!”

My heart skipped a beat. It was not a pleasant sight, knowing that my girlfriend had seen another man completely naked. But before I could react, Amanda continued speaking. “And it was massive.” She had a tone of awe in her voice. “But not only that, he had an impressive body too!”

“Oh,” I muttered, unable to form coherent sentences.

“I wish you worked out so you could look like that.” Amanda blurted out, taking me completely off guard. My mouth might have hit the floor. I couldn’t believe what had come out of her mouth. But any of my objections to the subject faded away when she climbed back into bed with me.

She wrapped her arms around me tightly, pressing her soft lips against mine. Our tongues danced passionately, mingling with familiar tastes and sensations. In that moment, I decided not to bring up the topic. Let it lie. Who cares if she saw some random dude naked? Right? It was no big deal.

“Sorry baby. I didn’t mean to depress you. You have a nice penis, too.” She said as she reached down and cupped my cock gently. It was already hard from her kissing me, but hearing her talk about a big dick made it even harder.

“Well, hello there.” Amanda chimed as she stroked me. “Well, aren’t you all worked up from hearing about Anton’s massive dick?”

“Whatever! It’s just morning wood,” I said defensively. “I’m always hard in the morning.”

“Mmmhmm.” She hummed softly, tracing patterns on my chest with her fingertips. “Sure…”

“Oh, stop!” I half-joked. “You’re being ridiculous.”

Amanda smiled like she knew a secret. It ground on my nerves. But my cock was stiff in her hand, aching for release. “Just imagine what it would feel like to have that inside you.”

I gritted my teeth. I hated the fact that she was fantasizing about another man’s junk, especially when it belonged to my roommate.

“Stop it, Amanda. That’s enough.” I pulled away from her, sitting up in bed. “I don’t want to hear about how fantastic his package probably is.”

She cuddle up next to me and grabbed my cock again. “Don’t worry Tim.” Amanda whispered reassuringly, sensing my discomfort. “I won’t ever leave you for another guy. Even if they did make me incredibly hot.”

Amanda purred seductively, planting wet kisses down my neck. She grabbed my hand and placed it between her legs. She was soaking wet.

My fingers slipped easily between her folds and I was instantly reminded of how exciting it is to please her. I began rubbing small circles over her clit, watching her bite her lip in anticipation. Her breath quickened, matching the rhythm of my movements.

“Do you want me to fuck you right now?” I asked, teasing her.

“Yes.” she gasped, arching her back.

I mounted her and plunged deeper inside her, feeling both her warmth and her tightness enveloping me. She whimpered softly, begging to fuck her silly. Unfortunately, I was overwhelmed by my climax and began to cum. I pulled out just in time to release onto her belly.

I was ashamed. I had only thrust into her three times and blew my payload way too soon. I didn’t want to admit but Amanda’s excitement about talking about Anton’s enormous cock got to me more than I thought it would.

Amanda looked at me with disappointment. “Are you kidding me?” she sighed, slapping my butt. “What’s wrong with you today?”

Her words cut deep. I felt like I’d let her down. But I tried to brush it off, saying, “Hey, I’ve got a lot on my plate, okay? I’m stressed about finals and shit.”

Amanda gave me a stern look, shaking her head. “Finals? Are you serious? This isn’t about finals. This is about you leaving me hanging. What am I supposed to do?” Amanda spat, her anger palpable.

I winced, shrinking under her wrath. She saw how her outburst affected me and changed her tone.

Amanda sighed. “I’m sorry for yelling. You can make it up to me by going down on me.” She suggested, staring into my eyes, challenging me silently. She laid back down on the mattress, spreading her legs wide apart. “Come on, give me what I need.”

Her gaze left no doubt that she wanted me to fulfill her request. I hesitated for a moment and looked at my cum still pooling on her stomach. Still, I took a deep breath and crawled between her thighs.

As I tasted her sweet juices, I found myself lost in the intoxicating scent of arousal mixed with her unique perfume. Amanda groaned softly, gripping my hair tightly.

“Yes, oh yes,” she breathed heavily, “don’t stop.”

I licked her swollen clitoris eagerly, feeling her body tremble beneath me. With each stroke, I tasted her essence, growing bolder in my exploration. I suckled on her engorged nub, swirling my tongue around it, savoring her response.

“Oh, Tim. I can’t imagine how that cock must feel inside!” I was uncertain if she was talking about my cock or Anton’s. Probably Anton’s since she had just had my cock in her for ten seconds and was disappointed with my performance.

I could tell she was close to cumming, and she began to buck her hips against my face. Amanda gripped my hair tightly and I looked up at her. She had closed her eyes and opened her mouth, but no words came out. Her sec began to spasm against my lips and her juices covered my face.

“MMMmmmm!” She moaned. It was so loud that I was certain my roommate heard it.

“Oh god!” she breathed. “That was intense!”

I nodded, my face flush with embarrassment. I was relieved that we had moved past the awkwardness, but her fixation with my roommate gnawed at me.

Amanda rolled out of bed and grabbed one of my shirts to clean my cum off her belly. She glanced at me, noticing the lingering sense of defeat in my expression. Her eyes narrowed sympathetically and walked over to me.

“I have to get ready for school,” she said, grabbing a towel. “I’m going to shower.”

She left, her absence plunging me into a funk. I remained lying on the damp sheets, contemplating what had transpired. Had I truly failed her? Or was it my imagination fueling these feelings of inadequacy? I was determined not to let it get to me, though it proved easier said than done.

Amanda’s words kept echoing in my head, taunting me. How could I compete with that monstrous thing between Anton’s legs? The situation was utterly unfair. I pushed the negativity aside and decided to act like an adult and move on. Besides, Letting Amanda know it bothered me would only paint me as insecure. So I resolved to keep up a stoic front.

Over the next couple of weeks, Amanda and I moved through the steps of our established routine. We’d study, and she’d stay the night. But almost every night when we were trying to sleep, we’d hear Anton fucking some girl. We didn’t know if it was his girlfriend or not, but whoever it was seemed to love Anton’s gigantic cock.

The noises they made were so loud it was impossible to ignore. Amanda would squeeze my hand and sigh wistfully. It was clear the sounds were affecting her and would often comment on it.

“Did she really just beg to suck his cock?” Amanda asked.

Then thirty minutes later. “Dang! How much can a girl scream?” Amanda wondered aloud. “Does size matter that much?”

I pretended to ignore her, burying my nose in my pillow. But I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. My blood boiled with jealousy. I had the urge to pound on the wall and ask them to quiet down. However, I suppressed those impulses, focusing instead on remaining calm and composed.

“Tim, do you think there are two girls over there?” Amanda asked, her voice barely audible. “I swear I heard them moaning at the same time.”

“I don’t know,” I responded. “I’m trying not to listen.” I lied, hoping Amanda would drop the subject.

She looked over at me, and her cheeks were rosy. I could tell that she was aroused from listening to Anton. Amanda was squeezing my hand harder than usual. “Why should we be bored?” she questioned. “When there’s so much action happening next door?”

I frowned, confused and concerned. “I’m tired, babe. Can we just go to sleep?”

“Alright, alright,” she said, “But I’m telling you, this is driving me crazy. I wish it was us making noise. Want to get frisky? You know you want to…”

I was turned on by the situation, but I didn’t want to let it show to Amanda. “Okay,” I replied, kissing her.

She pulled me on top of her, and I rubbed my tip against her entrance. Again, it was sopping wet. I easily slid inside my girlfriend and was determined to last longer this time as I began to thrust. Amanda lay there with her eyes closed, completely silent. I kissed her tenderly, caressing her bare breasts as I started to pick up my pace.

During our encounter, we couldn’t help but overhear the raucous commotion next door. We exchanged glances, but neither of us spoke a word knowing that our sex seemed very vanilla in comparison to Anton’s. I could tell that Amanda was enjoying the experience because she had small orgasm about a minute later.

After five minutes, I felt the familiar signs of my impending orgasm. My breathing became ragged, and my pace increased, becoming faster and more urgent.

“I’m gonna cum,” I announced, feeling the pressure building within me. I held on as long as I could, but my climax swept over me like a tidal wave.

“Pull out!” She asked quickly.

I complied, pulling out just in time to ejaculate onto her stomach. She looked up at me. I couldn’t tell if she was disappointed or bored, but I was happy because I lasted longer than thirty seconds.

For a brief moment, I basked in the satisfaction of having pleased Amanda. But my celebration was quickly drowned out by the sounds of loud fucking emanating from Anton’s room.

When I rolled off of her, Amanda turned to me. “Look, Tim, I have a great idea,” She said abruptly, interrupting my post-coital bliss. “Let’s spice things up. Why don’t we invite Anton to join us sometime?”

I stared back at her incredulously, unsure whether what I was hearing was real. My jaw dropped in disbelief. “Um…are you serious?” I stammered, struggling to find the words. “You want me to have a threesome with you and Anton?”

Amanda nodded enthusiastically, biting her lower lip suggestively. “I think it’d be good for us.”

Amanda pleaded, her eyes pleading with me as she spoke. “We could try it once. Just to spice things up, you know?”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “I don’t know, Amanda…that doesn’t sound like a good idea.” The thought of sharing Amanda with Anton was unbearable. I feared that inviting him into our intimate space would lead to disaster.

“Please, Tim.” Amanda pressed, reaching out to touch my arm.

“Stop.” I snapped, frustrated beyond belief. “You just want to get your to try out his huge dick.”

“No, Tim,” she argued, her voice quivering slightly. “I just want to make our sex life more interesting. Come on, you know you want to…”

“Want to?” I snorted derisively, unconvinced by her feeble attempts to justify her proposition. “You expect me to share you with Anton? Don’t you realize that’s betrayal?”

Amanda faltered, her eyes widening in surprise. “B-betrayal? Don’t be silly! You need to get over this whole competition thing. If you two were on the same team, it would be good for you.”

I shook my head firmly, refusing to entertain further discussion. “My answer is no!”

“But Tim.” She pleaded.

“No means no,” I said, putting my foot down.

Over the next week, Amanda’s mood whipped back and forth. One-moment disdain, the next, pleading persuasion. Days blurred into a dizzying rollercoaster of anger and pressure. She used all kinds of psychology to try to convince me. Amanda would say things like “It’s just that you’re insecure about it.” or “It’s healthy to be open”. Even if she wasn’t suggesting I had a small dick, the insinuation hurt nonetheless.

But her most effective argument was- “I’m not in the mood.”

After a night or two of getting turned down, I finally caved.

I agreed to the threesome.

I was a bit surprised by Anton’s reaction. He shrugged nonchalantly, his gaze fixed on his phone. “Yeah, sure, man. Whatever you guys want is fine.”

His casual acceptance threw me off balance. I hadn’t expected him to agree so willingly. Was it just an act, or did he secretly desire to engage in a ménage à trois with Amanda as well?

“When did you want to get together?” he asked, not even looking up from his phone.

I cleared my throat loudly, attempting to regain control of the conversation. “We were thinking tomorrow night,” I replied, my voice cracking.

Amanda squeezed my hand encouragingly, her grip tightening. “Is tomorrow night okay with you?” she added, addressing Anton directly.

He shrugged again dismissively. “Sounds good. I’ll be here.”

Our dinner plans for Saturday night morphed into a peculiar prelude to an anticipated event. I struggled to maintain composure, and the mere presence of Anton triggered waves of anxiety. I was dying to get back in my girlfriend’s pants, but my stomach was knotted with a mix of anticipation and terror at the thought of sharing her with Anton.

As Amanda and I waited in the bedroom, I found myself stealing glances at her body. “How do I look?” Amanda asked she asked excitedly.

“You look hot, as usual,” I replied honestly, my voice cracking slightly.

It wasn’t until that moment that I realized how far we were willing to go to keep our relationship interesting. I couldn’t believe we were about to embark on this new adventure. As scared as I was, I wanted to satisfy Amanda and fulfill her needs.

“Oh, thanks.” Amanda blushed. “I just thought it would be fun to dress up a little.

“Dress up? You’re practically naked.” I rolled my eyes. She was wearing a tiny crop top and booty shorts - a combination that revealed far more than it concealed. Her curves tantalized me, and I fought the urge to pull her closer. Instead, I forced myself to stand erect, adjusting my posture as I sought to appear confident.

“I hope Anton really likes my outfit.” Amanda said flirtatiously.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’m sure he’ll appreciate it.” I said sarcastically. “Besides, I don’t think you’ll be wearing it for long.”

Anton knocked on the door and let himself in. “What’s up?” He asked nonchalantly.

Amanda walked straight over to Anton, who was casually leaning against the doorway in his jeans and tank top. Her body language was noticeably different from her demeanor towards me earlier in the evening. She stood inches away from him, allowing the aroma of her perfume to weave through the air. Her eyes locked on his as she ran her hands through her long, silky hair. “Do you like my outfit?” she asked him coquettishly.

He looked at my girlfriend. “Nice…”

Amanda blushed, her cheeks flushing a delightful shade of pink. “Thanks, Anton.” She giggled nervously, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

I watched them intently, a knot forming in my gut. Despite my reservations, I couldn’t help but admire Amanda’s courage.

“So, uh, how do we start?” Anton asked.

Amanda’s eyes glanced at me and back at Anton. “Why don’t you both strip for me?” She suggested.

Anton smirked. “Sure.” The tension in the room grew thick as Anton removed his tank top, revealing a chiseled upper body that contrasted sharply with my own scrawnier physique.

“Your turn, Tim.” My girlfriend seemed to be really into it. “You know you want to…” she teased.

Those words seemed to become some sort of mocking catchphrase.

I did as she asked and removed my shirt and jeans. I glanced over at Anton, who hadn’t undone his belt.

He looked back at me and then looked toward Amanda. “Take off that shirt and come over here and undo my pants,” Anton demanded.

I was caught off guard by his dominance because I had never heard anyone tell Amanda to do anything before. And yet, she hesitated only for a second before pulling off her crop top and revealing her perfect tits.

She then walked over to Anton and knelt in front of him. She began to undo his belt and then his zipper. As she pulled at his jeans, Anton smiled confidently, clearly enjoying the sensation of Amanda’s delicate fingers tugging at his clothing.

My cock was stiff as it strained against my tighty-whiteys, as I watched Amanda undo Anton’s belt with eager anticipation.

Anton chuckled, his gaze locked on Amanda. “You’re doing great, dollface.” His voice was smooth yet commanding, filling the silence with an aura of confidence.

Amanda was finally able to pull down Anton’s jeans, revealing his boxer briefs with a gigantic bulge. I squirmed uncomfortably, my cock throbbing painfully.

Her eyes gleamed with a fire that I’d never seen before. It was as if she couldn’t wait to taste the forbidden fruit, eager to sink her teeth into something sweet and sinful.

Anton flashed a grin at my girlfriend. “What are you waiting for, Amanda? Take it out.”

Amanda didn’t hesitate, her eagerness apparent as she grasped Anton’s boxers. The sight of his cock springing free from restraint was breathtaking. It jutted outward, standing proudly erect. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; Anton’s member was enormous, towering over the rest of us. The sheer magnitude of it rendered me speechless.

“Get a load of that, Timmy boy.” Anton gloated, his gaze fixed on me.

I didn’t like being called Timmy. Especially Timmy boy. Amanda and Anton both knew this. But steadied me and remained silent, trying to not let it get to me.

Amanda reached out and took the gigantic cock in her hand. “Oh my God,” she murmured, her eyes widening in surprise. “This is incredible.”

I felt a strange mixture of jealousy and admiration wash over me. Amanda’s words hung heavy in the air, creating an atmosphere charged with tension. I knew she meant it when she said she wanted to see what it would feel like to have that inside her.

“Anton,” Amanda gasped, her hand trembling slightly as she gently stroked his impressive erection. “Can I?”

His eyes sparkled with amusement. “Only if you beg, dollface.”

His cock swelled larger in Amanda’s grasp as she inhaled deeply. “Please, Anton,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible. “I want to kiss it.”

Amanda rarely gave me head and when she did, she would stop after a minute in. I didn’t expect her to kiss his cock. Much less beg to.

Anton grinned wickedly, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. “Then go ahead.”

With a gentle nod, Amanda leaned forward, her lips parting slightly as she grazed the crown of Anton’s massive penis with her mouth. The skin was velvety soft, yet firm beneath her touch. She kissed it softly, tasting the masculine musk that permeated the air.

“Oh, yeah, that’s a good girl,” Anton growled lowly, his voice sending shivers down my spine.

My cock was rock hard again, straining against my briefs. I figured I better get in on the action, so I pulled them down and walked over to my girlfriend. She was looking up at him with awe when I stuck my cock in her face. She took it in her hand and just held it there while stroking and kissing Anton’s enormous cock.

I glanced over at him and compared. He was so much longer and thicker. I knew that there was no way I could compete with Anton’s massive cock. However, I still tried to hide my growing discomfort.

“Why don’t we go to bed now?” I suggested, trying to divert attention away from the obvious power dynamics unfolding in the room.

“Not just yet,” Anton said. “I want you your girlfriend to suck my dick.”

Kissing his cock was one thing but she surely wouldn’t give him a blowjob. Again I thought she wouldn’t, but again, I was wrong in that assumption when Amanda let go of my cock and put both hands on Anton’s.

She started licking his shaft and working her way down, stopping every couple of strokes to kiss him and tease him with her tongue.

“Wow,” Anton moaned. “That feels amazing.”

“I bet it does,” I muttered under my breath, feeling completely insignificant.

She opened wide and took his giant tool in her hand and did her best to take it in her mouth. Her lips stretched out, and she managed to only get the head in.

She worked her mouth vigorously and attempted to swallow as much of his length as possible. After a few moments, she coughed and sputtered, her face flush with arousal. Anton appeared to enjoy it too.

“You’re a natural cocksucker, dollface,” he complimented her, patting her cheek.

She just looked up at him in a daze as Anton took her hair firmly in his hand and guided her head back onto his cock. I watched as things got messier and messier as Amanda drooled over Anton’s monster, her saliva mixing with his pre-cum. This was becoming increasingly uncomfortable for me, as I saw my girlfriend on her knees, slobbering all over another guy’s huge schlong. It was almost as if Anton was in complete control, dictating the pace and depth of her oral pleasure.

I stepped back, unable to fully confront the reality of the situation. I crossed my arms tightly across my chest, hugging myself for comfort.

Watching Amanda’s face contort in ecstasy as she savored Anton’s massive cock filled me with a profound sense of loss. I had lost control of the situation, and it felt as though my entire world was crumbling around me.

Anton and Amanda moved over to the bed he laid down. My girlfriend straddled his legs and got back to work, sucking his cock. “Hey, Timmy,” Anton called out, breaking through Amanda’s loud slurps and moans. “Why don’t you lick her pussy from behind.”

Even though he called me Timmy, I felt obligated to comply. I shuffled over to Amanda, who was kneeling on the mattress, her eyes shut in blissful concentration. I paused briefly, collecting my thoughts and mustering whatever courage remained within me. I swallowed hard and reached out with my tongue and grazed Amanda’s engorged nub.

“Fuck, that is so hot. Suck my pussy, Timmy.” Amanda said.

I paused for a moment when she called me Timmy. That was a name I was called as a child and it was starting to grate on my nerves that they kept calling me that. But since Amanda was enjoying herself so I ignored it and went on sucking her clit.

Anton grabbed her hair and guided her head up and down his cock. She kept bobbing her head up and down his length as I sucked her clit faster and harder.

“Faster, Timmy!” she cried out to me. “I need more!”

Her words hurt, but I increased the speed of my movements, determined to please her despite my feelings of inadequacy. I pressed my nose against her asshole, breathing in her scent as her juices trickled down my chin. Amanda squealed in delight as my nose pushed into her ass, the heat radiating from her wet hole making me weak in the knees.

I could sense she was about to cum any second. I was happy with myself that I was going to make her cum before Anton did, but my hopes we cut short when Anton said. “Ready to fuck?”

“Yes, please!” I heard her say as she moved away from my tongue.

I watched as Anton took my sweet Amanda by the hips and lifted her up, placing her right on the edge of the bed. He positioned her so that her back was against me. I was stunned, frozen in place, my heart pounding against my throat. I couldn’t believe what was happening. Anton was ready to fuck my girlfriend. He was about to fuck her right in front of me. I could see his huge cock standing proud and ready. Amanda was staring at it, lustfully, hungrily. She had the look of a woman desperate for release.

He leveled out his giant tool and pushed it against her slick opening, spreading her moist folds apart. I could see his cockhead disappear inside her, stretching her entrance wider than ever before.

“O- Oh F- Fuuuuuck!” She screamed out as her hips began to quiver. “I’m c- cumming!”

I felt completely humiliated at this point, watching Anton own my girlfriend like this. I also realized I had helped him- prepping her with my mouth before he took her with his cock. She had cum instantly after he stuck his monster in her.

And to make it worse, Amanda was sounding like all the other girls we had heard Anton fuck. Screaming and begging for more. I wanted to close my ears, but I couldn’t. The sounds and images of my girlfriend getting plowed by another man were too enticing. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the spectacle.

“F- Fuuuuuuck! I love that big dick!” Amanda moaned as he began pounding her.

I sat back and started to watch. He was fucking her like a machine, pumping her relentlessly, his balls slapping against her as he drove deeper. My sweet Amanda was screaming, her cries echoing through the small apartment.

“Fuck me!” she yelled. “F- Fuck me!”

Anton was pounding her with everything he had, thrusting into her with such force that I could hear the slap of flesh connecting each time his cock plunged inside her. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Just minutes ago, I was expecting to be part of this encounter, sharing her with Amanda. But it was now clear to me that this wasn’t a threesome anymore and Anton and my girlfriend didn’t care.

“Fuuuuck! Uuunghhh…” Amanda grunted.

She came again and again as he continued to pound her, her muffled screams filling the room. Anton groaned deeply, his body trembling as he continued to thrust into her. I watched in disbelief as Amanda begged for more, her eyes alight with unspeakable desire. Her breasts bounced with his movements, and her nipples were swollen and long. Her mouth was open, and her lips were wet. She looked towards me and noticed my cock was hard and wanted attention.

I hoped that she would suck it like she did Antons, but I was wrong again. “Stoke it, Timmy,” Amanda commanded me.

I reluctantly gripped my cock. It was already about to burst just from my fingers touching it.

“Jack off Timmy.” She commanded again. “You know you want to…”

I looked at Amanda in disbelief. Was she seriously telling me to jack off while she got fucked by Anton? I felt a wave of embarrassment mixed with anger. How could she do this to me? Yet I couldn’t deny the intense arousal building within me. Watching my girlfriend get pounded by another man was turning me on beyond belief.

I gripped my cock tightly in my fist, stroking it slowly.

“There you go. Stoke your penis. Is that better?” She asked.

I was furious, but the humiliation made me even hornier and I began to stroke my cock harder, faster. I looked back at Amanda. She was getting off on watching me stoke myself while she had Anton’s massive cock fucking her.

“Look Anton, look at Timmy jerking himself off!” Amanda shouted.

I was shocked and embarrassed. I wanted to stop. To walk away. Amanda had chosen Anton over me and renamed me Timmy, a name I hadn’t been called in over 13 years. She was fucking him right in front of me, and she was ordering me to stroke my cock for their entertainment. It was degrading. It was humiliating.

Every time Anton slammed into Amanda, she let out a scream that echoed through the apartment. Each scream made my cock throb harder. I could feel my balls tightening as my orgasm quickly approached.

“You gonna cum?” She asked me. I could barely hear her over Anton’s balls slapping into her ass, but I nodded yes in response.

“Cum for me, little Timmy!” she commanded.

Her words sent me over the edge, and I blew my payload onto the floor. It was the most intense orgasm I’d experienced in my life. I collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily, my limbs shaking uncontrollably.

Amanda squealed, and her body shuttered into another orgasm. “Ughhhh…” she groaned as her eyes rolled around in their sockets. I had lost count of how many times he had made her cum by this point.

“I’m gonna cum.” Anton said, staring at me. “You want my cum, Amanda?”

“F- Fuck yes! Give it to me!” My girlfriend said, moaning in ecstasy.

Anton groaned and buried his massive tool as deep as he could into my sweet Amanda. I watched on helplessly as he released his load deep inside her. I could only imagine the immense satisfaction he felt as he pumped his essence into her womb. I envied him, wishing I could be the one providing her with such pleasure.

Anton finished and pulled out of my girlfriend. He stood up and admired his work as Amanda reached between her legs and scooped up her cum with her hands.

She brought it to her mouth and started eating it, closing her eyes and smiling with satisfaction. Anton turned to me and chuckled. “Well, Timmy, looks like you missed out on the main course.”

I nodded, barely able to look at them. I couldn’t believe what had happened. Not only had Anton taken my girlfriend from me, but he had also reduced me to a mere spectator. I was angry, jealous, and humiliated. I left the room and went to wash my cum from my hands. When I came back in, my girlfriend was cleaning his massive dick with her tongue.

“That was pretty hot, huh?” Anton remarked smugly.

Feeling defeated, I mumbled a weak agreement. “Yeah… I guess so.”

They began fucking again, and I sat on the edge of the bed and watched them for maybe an hour. Every time Anton would cum, he would shoot his seed into my girlfriend’s hungry pussy, and she would smile with satisfaction. He had my girlfriend in a trance. I had never seen her act like this before. She was a completely different person in his presence.

After what seemed like forever, Anton pulled out of her. “See ya, ‘Timmy’” he said as he left, leaving my girlfriend soaking wet and covered in his cum.

I watched her struggle to stand up, still high on his potent cocktail of lust and debauchery. She stumbled towards me, attempting to maintain her composure. “Thank you Tim. That was amazing. You are a special boyfriend.” She said and kissed me on the cheek.

Amanda left to clean herself up, and I went down to the kitchen to grab a drink. I needed a break from all this. A minute later, Anton came down in fresh clothes and grabbed his letterman jacket.

“Gotta run. Have a date with Jackie.” He said before walking out the door.

I stared blankly at the spot where Anton had just been, numb from the shock of everything that had just happened. It was bizarre that he was so nonchalant about it too.

Amanda came down about five minutes later after showering. She was wearing the shirt Anton had left on my bedroom floor. I found myself gazing at her in fascination. I could see the remnants of their passion lingering in her eyes, and I couldn’t help but wonder about what kind of relationship they had now. Did they plan to meet again? Would he call her dollface or would it be Amanda now?

I looked at her and asked. “Are you okay?”

“Of course, I am. Why wouldn’t I be?” she replied.

The way she spoke to me sounded detached, as if she was far from reality. There was no remorse or guilt, only cold indifference.

The next couple of weeks were agonizing. Amanda was over at my apartment more than I was. It was obvious that she and Anton were still hooking up multiple times a week. Things started to sour between us, our conversations became strained, and I could feel the distance growing between us. With quiet cruelty, she delivered the coup de grâce and told me she was leaving me for Anton.

“No hard feelings, Tim, it’s just not working out between us. And also, you don’t have a 13-inch cock.”

I sat there, dumbfounded, as she uttered those words. It was a punch to the gut, a revelation that shattered the remaining fragments of my self-esteem.

“You’re right, Amanda. I don’t.” I conceded, defeated. “But why did you have to leave me for that?”

She studied me carefully, her expression unreadable. “I just need someone who can satisfy me in every way, Tim. You never really have. And Anton, Jackie, and I have a special connection.”

Monogamy in Anton’s dictionary had an asterisk you can see from space, and Amanda was just the latest addition to his harem.

The rest of the school year was very difficult. Seeing your ex-girlfriend with her new boyfriend plastered all over social media doesn’t exactly make for a relaxing experience. I remember sitting alone in my apartment, scrolling through pictures of Amanda and Anton, and then watching her strut down my hallway half-naked. At night, I hear her moan and beg for Anton’s cock like the rest of his girls. She sounds like a whore and it breaks my heart.

It wasn’t long before I dropped my resistance and surrendered to the truth- it turned me on. Amanda knew this too because, through the paper-thin walls, I’d hear her muffled voice shout- “Stroke it, Timmy. You know you want to…”
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About the Author

Greetings! I’m Velvet Rainne, and for the past 16 years, I’ve passionately embraced a unique career as a professional Dominatrix. My journey in the realms of fantasy, desire, and exploration has been a profound part of my life’s work.

Throughout my years, I’ve delved into the art of erotica, using it as a personal avenue for exploring the depths of fantasy and imagination. Writing has been my sanctuary since my college days, where I first began crafting tales that ignited my own passions and curiosities.

In early 2017, I took the exhilarating leap to share my crafted narratives with the world. It was a monumental step towards realizing a long-held aspiration – to publish and connect with readers through my stories. The reception and joy of sharing my writing have been incredibly fulfilling.

Now, my sights are set on a new chapter—I’m dedicated to transitioning from my career as a professional Dominatrix to pursuing my writing full-time. The profound fulfillment I’ve found in storytelling has fueled this pursuit, propelling me towards a future where my creative endeavors take center stage.

Through my writings, I aim to transport readers into realms of imagination, intrigue, and passion. My stories are a fusion of my diverse experiences, blending elements of fantasy and reality to craft engaging narratives that captivate and enthrall.

Join me on this transformative journey as I navigate the path toward becoming a full-time author. Your support and encouragement mean the world to me, and I can’t wait to share more of my imaginative worlds and narratives with you.

Thank you for being a part of this exciting adventure!

You can connect with me on:
[image: ] http://www.velvetrainne.com
[image: ] https://twitter.com/EnthralledPub
[image: ] https://www.facebook.com/Enthralledpub
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