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My heart raced as Sam stepped into the living room, wearing a tight dress that hugged her curves perfectly. Her auburn hair was brushed to a glossy sheen, and her makeup made her green eyes sparkle and her soft pink lips plump and kissable.

For a moment, I forgot she wasn't dressed up for me.

"I can't believe we're doing this," I muttered. Sam smiled nervously, her eyes filled with a mix of determination and fear.

"Neither can I, but we have to try," she replied, her voice trembling.

As I looked at my beautiful wife, I cursed the day Cal, my boss' son, proposed the bet to me in his office. His arrogance and brashness were well known around the company, not to mention his penchant for bullying. Cal had effortlessly stolen my position through nepotism, smugly reveling in the power he wielded over me.

But that wasn’t all. Rumors had circulated about how he had seduced all the women in the office, each conquest only adding to his already inflated ego. I shuddered at the thought of him having his way with my Sam. Yet here we were.

"Are you sure you can handle him?" I asked for the hundredth time.

"Relax, Brian," Sam assured me, her voice a warm caress that momentarily soothed my nerves. "I've known guys like Cal before. They're all talk and bluster until they meet a woman who knows what she's doing. He won't last three minutes with me."

I tried to focus on her confidence, but the image of Cal smirking in my office three days earlier kept replaying in my mind. The way he had leaned back in his chair, one leg casually draped over the other, as if making a bet involving my wife's body was just another day at work for him.

The terms of the bet were burned into my brain. If Sam could make Cal come first, he'd pay our mortgage–over $200,000. But if Cal made Sam come first, he would move into our home for a month and enjoy the pleasures of my wife's body whenever he wanted.

"I just hope you know what you’re doing," I grumbled.

Sam took my hand and squeezed it reassuringly. "I do! Besides, think about it! This could change everything for us. We can pay off the house and finally start our family. We just have to be strong and stay focused on the goal."

I looked into her eyes, trying to draw strength from her unwavering resolve. She was right; the stakes were incredibly high, but the potential reward was life-changing. And yet, the thought of another man touching her, especially a man I hated, twisted like a knife in my guts.

"Okay," I agreed, swallowing hard. "Let's do this."

And so there we were, waiting for Cal to arrive and begin the twisted game he had proposed. My heart raced as each second ticked by, and I felt helpless. It was all up to Sam, and I had to believe that her combination of sensuality and experience would win the day.

As I watched her move around our living room, making last-minute adjustments to her appearance and trying to calm her own nerves, I was inspired by her beauty. The way the tight dress hugged her curves, the sultry look in her eyes as she applied a fresh coat of lipstick—it was like she had transformed into a seductive siren, ready to do what was necessary for us to win.

Way too soon, the doorbell rang and all the confidence I felt disappeared in an instant. Sam saw my worry and pulled me into a warm, soft hug.

"Remember," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear, "this is for us. For our future."

I nodded, my throat dry and my heart pounding in my chest.

"Alright then," Sam said, determination flashing in her eyes. "Let's show Cal that he's messed with the wrong couple."

I took a deep breath and watched Sam's beautiful ass under her tight dress as she answered the door for my boss' son.

"Hello, Cal," Sam said coolly as she looked up at Cal as she stood in the doorway. He was taller than both of us, with a muscular frame under an expensive silk shirt and tight jeans.

"Hello, beautiful," Cal gave her a predatory grin, then sauntered past her into the living room. "You look absolutely stunning tonight." He did not hide the lecherous once-over he gave my wife, a possessive glint in his blue eyes that made my blood boil. “Did you get all dressed up for little old me?”

"Sure," Sam replied, cocking a hip and pressing her breasts forward in a provocative display of cleavage. "Whatever gets you off and gets you out of here."

Cal smiled good-naturedly, then took a seat on the very couch that Sam and I had picked out together when we first moved in. He draped one arm along the back of the couch and, with one movement, looked as if he owned everything in the room, including my wife.

It took every ounce of my self-control not to punch him in the face.

"Brian, sit down," Cal chuckled. "You're making me nervous.".

I looked over at Sam, who was staring at my clenched fist, her eyes pleading with me to stay calm. I reluctantly obeyed, settling into a chair across from the couch where Cal lounged like a twisted king holding court. As I looked at the man who held our future in his hands, I felt powerless, my heart heavy with dread and resentment.

"Good boy," Cal sneered. "Now, come on, Sam. Let's do this."

My wife's jaw tightened and her determined green eyes glinted with anger, but she stayed composed. Deep down, she wanted to strike the arrogant young man just as much as I did, but she knew that violence wouldn't solve anything. She had to use a different strategy if she wanted to come out on top.

"Fine," she smirked. "But remember, this is for Brian and me, not for you."

"Whatever you say, sweetheart." Cal suddenly stood up and loomed over my wife. “Then I’ll show you what you’ve been missing with ol' Brian over there.”

He undressed slowly, unbuttoning his shirt then peeling it back to expose his chiseled chest and rippled abs. My mouth went dry as I saw why so many women had fallen for his man. Despite my hatred, I had to admit to myself that he was fucking hot. And I could tell by the way Sam’s eyes widened, she was thinking the same thing.

"Just sit there and watch, Brian," Cal grinned, but kept my wife pinned with his intense gaze. “Let me show you how a real man fucks your wife.”

I felt angry bile rise in my throat, but I sat there as Cal guided Sam to stand in front of me. His fingers trailed along her bare arm, the tiny hairs on her skin rising in response. He leaned in close, his lips brushing against her ear. "You know, I've wanted you for a long time, Sam. And tonight, I'm going to give you more pleasure than you can handle."

Sam's breathing hitched, and she shot a nervous glance in my direction. Despite her bravado, she looked vulnerable and was responding to Cal's lewd promise. But she wouldn't back down, not my wife.

"We'll see about that," she hissed with more strength than I expected.

It didn’t matter to Cal. If anything, it only made him more excited. He didn’t speak, just grinned and gripped Sam’s chin, jerked up her head and captured her lips in a searing kiss. His tongue swirled around her lips, demanding entrance. Sam hesitated, doing her best to fight her own urges, then opened her lips and, for the first time since we met, another man was kissing, really kissing, my wife.

The scene was like a punch to the gut. My wife, whom I loved with all my heart, was eagerly kissing another man with a hunger I didn’t want to see. Every fiber of my being was consumed with anger and jealousy, but amidst the turmoil, there was a strange sense of arousal coursing through me. How could something so wrong feel so... exciting? I was torn between wanting to rip them apart and join in.

As their lips remained locked, Cal's hands roamed over Sam's body, lifting her heavy breasts, gripping her hips, and teasing the hem of her dress. He broke the kiss only to murmur against her lips, "You're going to beg for more, I promise you that."

Sam's derisive scoff broke the silence, her green eyes flashing with defiance as she stared into Cal's smug face. "You really think you can make me fall apart that easily, huh? Is this what works on those little girls at the office?”

I felt a surge of relief so potent I had to stifle a sigh. There was the wife I knew. Independent, strong, and confident in her sexuality. She wasn’t some simpering cheerleader who fell for an easy smile and fake charm.

If Cal felt anything but confidence, he didn’t show it.

"Yes," he replied, and he slipped his hands over the straps of my wife’s dress and slowly slid them down over her shoulders. “But you're different and that’s ok, I prefer a challenge.

He kissed Sam’s neck, pushing her dress down lower and lower. The fabric slipped away like a magic trick, revealing the black see-through lingerie she had on underneath; the kind she only wore when she wanted to have sex.

A jolt of surprise coursed through me at the sight. I knew she was using every tool to win the bet, but wearing the lingerie reserved for my eyes felt like a betrayal. My throat grew tight as I tried to swallow the lump that had formed there.

"This is nice?" Cal taunted, his fingers dancing along the lacy edges of Sam's bra, teasing her the round globes of her breasts. “Does she wear this for you, Brian, or did she buy it special for me?”

"Fuck off," I spat, clenching my fists at my sides.

"Brian, it's okay." Sam shot me a reassuring glance, even as Cal's hands gripped her ripe flesh and squeezed, pushing the tips out into cones. Then he pinched her nipples through the fabric, and an excited moan escaped her lips.

"Is it, though?" Cal chuckled and pulled down my wife’s bra. Her heavy tits bounced free, the pink nipples hard and swollen, displaying her obvious arousal. Cal ducked his head and captured one of her fat nipples between his lips, sucking hard enough to force another moan from her. She bit her lip to stop any further signs of desire, but the damage had already been done to my soul and sending a spike of shameful lust directly to my cock.

"Look at your wife, Brian," Cal taunted, his fingers slipping between her legs to stroke her through her soaked lace panties while his other hand massaged her ripe breast. "She can't get enough of me, can she?"

"Shut up," I growled, clenching my fists as I watched Sam squirm under his ministrations. Her hips bucked involuntarily against his hand, seeking the pleasure that Cal was offering.

"Does it hurt to watch?" he asked, smirking at my obvious discomfort. "Knowing that she's enjoying this just as much as I am?"

"Please... stop..." Sam whimpered, her voice barely audible.

"Tell me you don't want it, baby," Cal challenged her, his eyes never leaving mine as he continued toying with her body. "Tell me to stop and I’ll stop."

"Brian..." Sam's voice broke, and the sound of my name on her lips sent a shiver down my spine. She was struggling against her own desire, but I could tell she was failing.

As Cal sucked on her nipples again, I imagined how her breasts would taste now, tainted by the spit of this cocky asshole. My heart pounded with anger and jealousy, yet my cock betrayed me, growing harder at the sight of my wife in such a vulnerable position. It was a lewd thrill that I couldn't shake off, no matter how much shame it brought me.

"See how your wife responds to a real man, Brian?" Cal sneered, his fingers slid under the flimsy barrier of her panties, and I could see Sam's eyes widen as he found his way between her wet, swollen lips. "She wants this. She needs this."

Sam moaned as the crude words heightened her arousal. How could she be turned on by his lewd taunts? Didn’t she know what it was doing to me? But, as he worked his fingers into her pussy, her skin flushed and she couldn't stop the soft gasps that escaped her throat. Her body tensed and quivered under his touch, giving away the pleasure she felt.

"Look at you, so fucking eager," Cal sneered, his hands gripping Sam's hips tightly as if to assert his dominance. "Your husband is watching, too. Does that turn you on?"

“No,” Sam hissed through gritted teeth, but a moment later, her body bucked against Cal’s hand, forcing his fingers deeper.

I felt my face heat up, a mix of embarrassment and shame coursing through me. I tried to focus on my anger, but it only made the throbbing of my cock worse. Watching Sam's slow surrender to Cal's touch, her desire betraying her loyalty, sent conflicting emotions through my heart and mind.

Finally, Cal pulled his fingers from Sam’s panties. The gasp of loss she let out nearly broke my heart. Then Cal turned her to him roughly, nipping at her bottom lip. To my dismay, she tried to kiss him, but he pulled away. Instead, he slowly, inexorably, pushed my wife down to her knees.

“Are you ready for this?” Cal murmured to her as he slowly unbuttoned his jeans.

"Please," Sam gasped, trying to conjure some strength in her voice. "It's... it's nothing I haven't seen before."

"Is that so?" His blue eyes flashed with amusement, and he smirked, taking a step back to give Sam a better view. With deliberate slowness, Cal slid his pants down over his hips and revealed the biggest, fattest cock I had ever seen.

I saw the blood drain from Sam's face as she took in his massive size. "Jesus..." she breathed, her hand trembling slightly as she wrapped her fingers around him, struggling to encompass his girth. Her eyes were wide, locked onto his engorged member, hypnotized by its sheer magnitude.

"Bigger than your husband, huh?" Cal sneered, glancing back at me with a cruel grin. Sam looked over at me too, and the blush spreading across her cheeks was all the confirmation Cal needed. "Yeah, thought so."

"Size isn't everything," Sam quipped, trying to maintain her bravado, but even I could see the glazed look of lust in her eyes.

"Of course not," Cal laughed. "But let's see if you can handle it, beautiful. Your job is to make me come, after all."

Seeing the determination in Sam's eyes, I felt both a sense of hope and dread. As she wrapped both hands around his shaft, I couldn't help but notice how small her fingers looked against it. The contrast was startling, and my heart raced with fear and jealousy.

"Maybe you should spit on it," Cal suggested smugly, his eyes boring into hers as if he could read her mind. My throat tightened as Sam hesitated, her gaze flicking toward me guiltily before she pursed her lips and spat onto Cal's veiny shaft, then worked her spit into his flesh with her hands.

His cock gleaming, my loving wife jerked Cal's enormous cock, her hands moving in tandem along his length. I'm sure her arms were tired, but Cal's expression remained unchanged, smirking down at her efforts. I watched anxiously, gripping my legs tightly as if that could somehow lend her strength.

"Nice try, beautiful," Cal taunted, looking far too relaxed as my beautiful wife knelt submissively before him, stroking him with her soft, pale fingers. "But maybe you should use your mouth."

A knot tightened in my stomach at the mere suggestion, but I couldn't look away as Sam's lips parted and took Cal's swollen member between them. The sight of her struggling to accommodate him, gagging on his length, sent a twisted surge of excitement through me. I despised myself for feeling any trace of arousal, but it was undeniable. The contrast of her delicate features contorting in effort against his taut muscles filled me with a mix of revulsion and fascination.

"Come on, you little slut," Cal goaded, grabbing a handful of her red hair as he slowly fucked her face. "Tell me how much bigger I am than your husband."

"Please, Cal," Sam gasped as Cal’s cock popped obscenely from her lips. To add insult to injury, he slapped the thick shaft wetly against her cheeks. "Why… why do you want me to say that?"

"Because it's true, baby," Cal smirked, looking directly at me with a glint of sadistic pleasure in his eyes. "And it turns me on. And the more turned on I am, the faster I'll come. So why don't you tell me just how much bigger and better I am than your pathetic little husband over there?"

Sam hesitated, her gaze shifting between Cal and me, but ultimately, she surrendered. She stroked Cal's cock again, the massive shaft looming over her face like a weapon.

"You're so much bigger than Brian... God, I've never seen anything like this before..."

Hearing my wife's words deepened my despair. I was powerless, my heart sinking further with each crude remark that left Sam's lips. Yet, despite my shame, I couldn't deny my twisted arousal as my cock fought to get free from my pants.

"Ha! You hear that, Brian?" Cal laughed, his voice dripping with mockery as he grabbed hold of Sam's head, forcing her to take his entire length once more. "Your wife just told me she’s never seen anything like it. Wait until she feels it in her cunt. I am going to ruin her for you!"

My hands clenched into fists, but I remained rooted to my seat, unable to act or look away. A part of me still clung to the hope that Sam would somehow make Cal come first, saving us from further humiliation.

Cal pulled Sam’s hair into a tight ponytail and shoved his cock deep into her mouth. I watched as her beautiful pink lips yawned open, struggling to wrap around the full girth of his shaft. Then, holding her head in place, Cal fucked her face in earnest, her desperate, wet gurgles filling the room.

I had never seen my wife used like this before, and the sight sickened and aroused me at the same time. I hated Cal was doing this to her and hated myself for not being the one fucking my wife's face.

Sam's eyes sought mine desperately as Cal continued to thrust into her mouth. She was struggling to breathe, tears streaming down her cheeks, but she didn't stop. She couldn't stop. Her determination to please Cal, to give him pleasure, infuriated me, despite knowing it was all because of a stupid bet.

"You like watching your wife suck my cock, don't you, Brian?" Cal laughed, pulling Sam off of him for a moment to catch her breath. "You like knowing that I'm going to be the one fucking her tonight?"

Before I could form a response, Cal thrust back into Sam's mouth, eliciting a wet gurgle from her once more. Cal groaned, and I felt a brief flicker of hope. Was he about to come? Sam sensed it too and just when I didn’t think she could take anymore, she shoved the full length of his cock into her mouth. Her throat bulged as Cal’s massive head choked off the air to my wife’s lungs as she gave him every bit of her wet, sucking hole.

Cal shifted his gaze as my wife gurgled helplessly on his thick pole, her soft pink lips nestled in his curly pubic hair. He held my gaze for a moment, enjoying my weakness as my wife slurped on his superior manhood.

Then he smiled at me and my heart fell as I realized he had been playing with Sam and me the whole time. With a grunt, he pulled his cock roughly from her mouth. My beautiful wife coughed up a huge wad of spit and goo, gasping for breath, ropes of saliva hanging from her chin and splashing across her breasts.

I wanted to reach out to her, hold her and tell her it was all right. She didn’t have to take anymore abuse.

Then, to my shock and dismay, my wife looked up at Cal and I saw a drunken haze of lust in her eyes I had never seen before.

Could she… was she actually enjoying this?

Cal chuckled at my wife’s lewd look of desperation. He grabbed her by the hair and dragged her up onto the couch. She sat down heavily; her legs splayed wide, her pussy dripping with juices. My wife, my love, had been turned on just by sucking his cock!

How long would she last if he fucked her?

Cal sat down beside Sam, his hand still tangled in the mess he had made of her dark red hair.

"Get ready, beautiful," He whispered into Sam's ear, but looking sideways at me. “This is only the beginning.”
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Oh, God! I couldn’t believe I was enjoying this! I didn’t even like Cal, but fuck, he was so goddamn beautiful. And the way he had taken charge of my body it felt like, well, it felt like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I’s always thought of myself as strong, sexually confident woman, but just having Cal’s massive, beautiful cock in my mouth had me questioning everything I thought I knew about my body.

Oh, God! Brian!

I looked up and wanted to cry as I saw Brian’s wide, wet eyes looking at me. My legs were spread wide, and it was obvious to my husband that I was dripping. Dripping! Just from sucking Cal’s cock! As I struggled to find words that would comfort Brian, the taste of Cal's cock lingered in my mouth, a bitter reminder of my betrayal. My throat still ached from his rough pounding, and the scent of his overpowering musk assaulted my senses, drowning out the shame in my heart.

"It's all right, Brian." The words were reassuring, but even I wasn’t sure I believed them. “I’ve got this!”

"Do you?" Cal scoffed, laughing as he lightly smacked my wet cheek. “I think you’re going to be a little slut for me.”

Despite the shame, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement at his degrading words and actions. My legs instinctively opened wider, inviting more punishment from him. A mixture of anger and arousal blazed in my husband's eyes as he watched me submit to Cal's cruelty. I took a deep breath and remembered why I was here. I was going to win this bet and secure our future.

I was doing this for us, wasn’t I?

I expected Cal to fuck me immediately. He was a young man, after all, and I was a beautiful woman despite our age difference. I knew he wanted me. That was the reason for the bet!

But I had underestimated Cal’s patience and his experience. Instead of shoving that beautiful cock inside me, he slowly traced the spongy tip over my glistening pussy lips, sending pleasant shivers up my spine. My cunt twitched, wanting more, but he held back, taunting me with the heat of his manhood.

"Do you want this?" he growled. I sobbed quietly, but choked out a desperate "yes". My submission increased my humiliation, making me feel completely powerless in the face of his dominance.

“Then, beg for it.”

I felt Cal's powerful presence looming over me. My heart raced as I prayed for the strength to resist him, but deep down I knew it was futile. I had already come too far and there was no turning back now.

"Please...please fuck me," I whimpered, my voice shaking with a mix of fear and desire. I clung to the hope that my compliance would help me win the bet and avoid further degradation. But deep down, I felt the lust like a rising fire, threatening to burn away my soul.

My body trembled as Cal thrust into me, each movement sending shivers of pleasure through me. I couldn't believe this was happening - him, inside me, fucking me with such force and skill. I moaned and cried out, my body responding to his every touch. My pussy clenched around him, eagerly pulling him into me, betraying me in the worst way possible.

As he pounded into me, I felt a sense of exhilaration mixed with guilt and shame. But I couldn't deny the intense pleasure coursing through my veins.

“Am I better than your husband?” Cal growled down at me, sweat from his brow hitting my lip with a salty sting.

Cal was better than my husband in every way - stronger, bigger, more skilled. As the question stabbed my brain, I struggled to answer. But my body knew the truth. With each thrust, he proved himself to be the superior lover.

"No, never," I lied, not ready to give the bastard the satisfaction of knowing what he was doing to me.A cruel smile spread across Cal's face, and he slapped my ass… hard. Pain flared in my cheek, then mixed into the wet, hot pleasure of his cock throbbing against the walls of my pussy.

"Come on now, sweetheart," he taunted, "you can be honest. You know you've never been fucked like this before. If you tell the truth, I might just come faster."

My stomach churned as I watched my husband, the love of my life, stand by silently as the ultimatum was thrown at me. I knew he was doing this for us, for our future, but it hurt to see him unable to protect me from this arrogant bastard. I wanted to lash out and defend our love, but I had to play along and hope it made Cal finish.

"Please," I whimpered, hating the way my voice cracked under the weight of my lust, "just come. It doesn't matter who's better. Just finish it."

"Admit it," Cal growled, his pace increasing as he drove himself deeper and deeper into me, his cock spearing deep into my core where Brian could never, ever reach. “Admit that I'm the best you've ever had, and I'll give you what you want."

I felt a glimmer of hope. Give me what I want? Did that mean he would come? It was only words, words that meant nothing if I won the bet and my husband and I could move on with our lives, our future brighter than before.

"Fine!" I hissed, and I looked over at Brian, only then feeling the hot tears of lust and pain on my cheeks. "You're better, Cal! You're the best I've ever had! Now please, just come!"

I watched Brian crumble into the chair as the words left my lips, but there was no turning back now.

To my shock, Cal pounded into me harder, driving m into the couch. I bit my lip, but I couldn't hold back. Cal had to be close.

"You're so much better than Brian," I cried, my voice desperate and high-pitched.

"Tell me how good I am," he growled, relishing in the power he held over me. I wanted to scream at him, to tell him he was wrong, but I couldn’t find the words. My moans grew louder as Cal's thick cock plunged deeper into me, each thrust hitting my g-spot with expert precision. I could feel my walls clenching around him, trying to pull him even further inside. The sensation was overwhelming, and I could feel myself getting wetter with every passing moment.

“You’re so good, Cal! You are so fucking good!”

To my horror, my moment of submission pushed me to the peak of pleasure. A surge of guilt and fear washed over me. My cries might be for the man inside me, but my tears were for my husband, who I was betraying. My body tensed, my eyes rolled back in ecstasy, but all I could think about was the devastation I was causing to our marriage.

"Oh, God, Brian!" I begged. "I’m sorry!"

My body trembled as Cal relentlessly pounded into me, reaching deeper and deeper until I thought I would shatter. Just when I couldn't take it anymore, he abruptly withdrew with a wicked smirk on his face. I was left gasping and clinging to the couch like a desperate animal, wanting more but also wanting it to end.

"Looks like you're about to lose, sweetheart," he taunted me, his blue eyes locked onto mine as he maintained his grip on my hips. "Are you sure you want me to make you come?"

My body froze as a bolt of electricity shot through me, my nerve endings on high alert. My mind was racing, but my body was screaming for release. I turned to look at Brian, his eyes dark with desire and desperation. His chest was heaving, and there were tears on his face. I wanted to stop, to call the game off, but I was so close to that sweet, sweet release.

Cal's grip tightened on my chin, forcing me to stare into the depths of his piercing blue eyes. In them, I saw a tantalizing escape from all the pain and longing that consumed me, a promise of an unimaginable pleasure. My entire being yearned for Cal's touch, ached for his cock, until there was no other choice.

"Please..." I sobbed. "Please... make me cum!"

Cal grinned wickedly, his eyes burning as he reveled in the power he held over me. He slammed his thick, rock-hard cock back into my dripping wet pussy, not holding anything back as he began to fuck me with an intensity that left me gasping for air. The feeling of him filling me up so completely was overwhelming, and I moaned and writhed beneath him, my body quivering with every brutal thrust.

I felt every vein and ridge of his cock as he pounded into me, the sensation sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. His balls slapped against my ass with each thrust, adding an extra layer of humiliation to the lewd encounter. I could feel my inner walls clenching around him, desperate to keep him deep inside me.

"Tell me you want it, Sam," Cal demanded, his voice dripping with malice. "Beg me to make you come. Beg me to make you lose!"

My mind was in a haze, consumed by the intense pleasure coursing through my body. All I could think about was how badly I wanted to cum, to let go.

"I want it," I moaned, my voice barely audible as Cal continued to pound into me.

"Say it louder," he commanded, gripping my face so I was forced to look at him. "Say it so Brian can hear!"

"I WANT IT!" I screamed, tears streaming down my face as the pleasure grew more and more unbearable. “MAKE ME LOSE! FUCKING MAKE ME CUM!

Cal's powerful thrusts became increasingly urgent, each one hitting me deeper and harder. I could feel his desire building, his cock swelling inside me as he pounded into me with reckless abandon. My body responded in kind, my hips bucking to meet his every thrust. The friction between us was electrifying, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through my veins.

I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my muscles tightening around him as I teetered on the brink of orgasm. Cal seemed to sense it too, his growls growing louder and more animalistic as he drove into me.

With one final, powerful thrust, he sent me over the edge. I was lost in ecstasy, unaware of anything elseas my brain exploded in white light, my limbs flailing as I gave into his vicious fucking.

Gradually the world came back into focus and I realized what had just happened.

I had lost the game.

As if reading my thoughts, Cal pulled out of me, leaving me twisting and aching for more. He turned my head towards Brian, his words cruel and commanding.

"Look at your husband, Sam," Cal commanded, gripping her chin firmly and turning her gaze toward me. "I want him to see you take my load like the good little slut you are.”

I looked at my husband who sat, stunned and broken on the chair just a few feet away.

"I-I'm sorry..." I whimpered, my body still quivering from Cal’s orgasm.

"Too late for that now," Cal laughed, standing above me and stroking his massive, beautiful cock with purpose. With each stroke, I could see my juices dripping from it’s length, a testament to my body’s betrayal.

"Watch closely, Brian," he growled, his voice dripping with contempt. "This is how a real man marks his woman ."

With a guttural roar, Cal exploded all over my face, his thick cum splattering across my cheeks, lips, and forehead. I could feel the hot liquid dripping down my skin, transforming my once beautiful visage into a lewd canvas of degradation and desire. I was both sickened and aroused by this act, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from the intense look in Cal's eyes as he continued to pleasure himself with his hand. The mix of lust and power emanating from him made me weak, and I felt a lewd sense of accomplishment at pleasing this bastard as much as he had pleased me.

Finally, Cal released his grasp, allowing me to collapse back onto the couch, my body trembling with the aftershocks of intense pleasure. My vision was blurred by the thick, warm cum that coated my face, dripping down my chin and onto my chest. I could feel it slowly trickling between my breasts, creating a delicious, sticky trail. My nostrils were filled with the musky, masculine scent of him, and I couldn't help but inhale deeply, savoring it.

Cal watched me with hooded eyes, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he tried to catch his breath. His cock was still semi-hard, glistening with cum and the remnants of our passion. I couldn't resist reaching out to touch it, running my fingers along the velvety length of it. For a moment, I forgot everything. My humiliation, my husband, my whole fucking life.

Cal let out a low groan and pushed his oozing cock my mouth. He tasted salty and bitter, but I savored the taste of him. I took him deeper, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock and cleaning our thick juices from this glorious treasure that had given me so much pleasure.

Finally, he pulled from my mouth and I gasped through the rivulets of cum in my nose and mouth. Cal grinned down at me, his smile wicked and cruel.

“I’ll bring my stuff over tomorrow,” he said and swiped a thumb through the thick sheen of jizz and scooped it between my lips.

That’s when the moment shattered and I was reminded of the bet, my home, and my husband. I turned to see the stunned shock of betrayal in Brian’s wet eyes and the guilt and shame came rushing in, swamping the intense pleasure of my orgasm.

Oh my God! I thought desperately as Cal left our house. What have I done?
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I was a wreck, trembling and crying on the chair as Cal left the room, leaving me in a state of utter humiliation. Sam was still on the couch, her face covered in the evidence of her infidelity.

As Cal's footsteps faded away, Sam seemed to come back to herself. She slid off the couch, her body moving slowly to the floor.

I couldn't look at her as she crawled towards me, her face still glazed with Cal's cum. All I could do was curl up into a ball and pray for this nightmare to be over. But Sam didn't let me retreat into myself. She reached out and touched my arm, her fingers leaving a sticky trail on my skin.

"Brian," she whispered, her voice hoarse from the screams she had let out just moments before. "It's okay. I'm still here. I'm still your wife."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. How could she say that after what she had just done? But as I looked up at her, I saw the sincerity in her eyes. She really believed that everything was going to be okay.

But it wasn't. It would never be okay again.

"How could you do this to me? To us?" I choked out, my voice shaking. "How could you let him fuck you like that? How could you… how could you… FUCKING COME ON THAT ASSHOLES DICK!"

Sam flinched at my rage, but she didn't back down. Instead, she moved closer, her body pressing against mine. I could feel the heat of her, the slickness of her skin, and it made me feel sick.

"I'm sorry, baby," she murmured. "I didn't mean for it to happen. I tried, but I… I just couldn’t help it."

I knew she was right. I had seen it all. Cal had taken her, pounded into her again and again. I could still hear the wet smacks of flesh and Sam’s voice echoing in my eats, screaming and begging for more.

And I had been powerless to stop it.

"You wanted it," I accused, my voice barely above a whisper. "You wanted him to fuck you. You wanted him to make you come."

Sam didn't deny it. Instead, she looked me in the eyes and said, "Yes. I did. But it didn't mean anything. It was just sex. It didn't change how I feel about you."

I didn't know what to say to that. Part of me wanted to believe her, to forgive her and move on. But another part of me knew things would never be the same between us. I had seen her with Cal, and the memory of it would always be there, haunting me.

"I can't believe you lost," I choked out. "I can't believe you did this."

In that moment, I saw the shame in her eyes and wanted to reach out and comfort her. But then I noticed the cum dripping off her chin and all thoughts of comfort disappeared.

"I'm sorry, Brian," she said, tears threatening to spill from her eyes. "But it's over now. I'm still yours, and I always will be."

She reached out to touch me, then stopped abruptly when she saw my crotch. My cock was hard, straining against the fabric of my shorts with a wet spot of pre-cum spreading through the cotton and khaki.

"Oh, my God!" she gasped, and a small smile appeared on her lips. That smile deepened my shame, but my cock twitched as if happy to finally be noticed. "Did watching Cal fuck me turn you on?"

She could have said it any other way, but she didn’t. Her crude words brought back all the memories of Cal's body hammering her into submission. I tried to push her away, but it was too late. She could see the lust in my eyes and the way my cock twitched in response as she slid her fingers through the wet spot.

“I can’t believe you’re turned on,” she said, mesmerized by that fucking stain. “How? Why?”

“I don’t… I don’t…” I tried to speak, but the tears came back. Sam saw my pain and responded to it, sliding up on her knees and hugging me as best she could.

"It’s ok, baby,” she murmured. “I’m here for you, baby."

The words slowly penetrated my brain, and I relaxed slightly as Sam’s fingers worked to undo my pants.

“Please… no…” I protested weakly and Sam looked up at me with a teasing smile that made my cock strain to be free.

“I just want to see you, baby.” she cooed. “I want to make you feel better. You’ll let me do that, won’t you?”

I didn’t want my wife to see my shameful erection, but I needed release. The pain in my cock throbbed like a swollen boil and I needed it lanced if I was ever going to stop crying.

Samantha gasped when she saw my cock, hard and dripping with pre-cum. I was sick with disgust and shame, but my body betrayed me as my cock practically leapt into Sam’s firm, warm grip. She giggled, setting off another painful spike of humiliation, but after years of being together, she knew exactly how to touch me.

"It's okay, baby," she whispered. “I’m here for you.”

Her words were sweet and loving, but I couldn't stop staring at her face. Her tears of guilt were mixed with Cal's cum, creating a sticky trail that glistened in the dim light. Samantha's hand was still wrapped around my cock, her fingers moving with a feverish intensity.

"You said he was better than me." My voice was choked with tears. "Bigger."

"Oh, honey, no," she murmured, hand slowly teasing the tip of my cock, making the flared head weep milky tears. I groaned with reluctant pleasure as she continued, "I didn't mean it. I mean, yes, he was bigger, but I was just trying to get him off. You were watching, and I got... I got carried away."

She thumped the sticky head of my cock, using my pre-cum as lube, then continued to stroke my cock with firm, confident movements.

"You begged him," I said and tried to suppress another groan. It didn’t matter. My traitorous cock was telling Sam all she needed to know. "You begged him to make you come."

Samantha's eyes glinted with tears, and I could see the guilt written all over her face. She knew she had crossed a line, that she had hurt me in a way that I might never forgive.

"I'm sorry," she whispered, her voice cracking with emotion, a drop of Cal’s jizz dripping off her chin. "I never meant to hurt you. It was… so good!"

I tried my best to swallow my moan as the words speared through my brain, but Sam saw it. More importantly, she felt the throb of lust through my dick and stroked my tortured shaft with a harder. And as much as I wanted to push her away, to tell her I never wanted to see her again, my body wanted the release.

No, it was deeper than that. I needed the release more than anything in my entire life. My entire world was focused on my cock and that world was literally in my wife’s hands.

I hated myself for needing, but that didn’t stop my hips from thrusting forward, fucking her hand with a desperate, pathetic lust. Sam actually giggled and she bore down even harder, responding to my pleasure, intent on distracting me from my pain.

And damn her if she didn’t know exactly what to say.

"Did you like it?" she asked, her words burrowing deep into my brain. “Did you like seeing Cal fuck me like that? The fucking guy you hate?"

I didn't say anything, couldn't say anything. Sam’s voice had changed slightly, from loving to teasing, from kind to cruel. But it had the same effect on my cock as Cal fucking her, making me throb with a torturous pressure I couldn’t control.

I closed my eyes. Cal was better than me. He was bigger, stronger, more confident. And Samantha had wanted him, had begged for him. I could hear the desperation in her voice, could see the way she looked at him with pure lust in her eyes.

And even as I tried to push those thoughts away, I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. And when Samantha leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear, I knew I was lost.

"I only love you, baby. But Cal just fucked me so good!"

I could smell Cal's cum on her breath, could feel her lips leaving a sticky trail of his jizz on my cheek. It was too much. The words, the sticky cum on my cheek, and the memories of Cal fucking my wife all jumbled together to force me to the edge.

Sam saw my end coming and jerked me hard and fast. She moaned softly, as if she was getting off on this just as much as I was and I wondered: Is it just an act, or is she actually excited by my humiliation?

My wife leaned in closer, her jizz-coated lips inches from my mouth. I wanted to turn away, but her intense gaze kept me frozen in place. The teasing expression was gone, replaced by the familiar love and tenderness that I had always known. Tears filled in her gentle eyes as she spoke the words that I longed to hear.

“It’s OK, baby,” she murmured lovingly. “It’s just you and me now, so let it go. Let it all go, baby. Come for me, baby. Come for me!”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a strangled cry, I felt the powerful explosion up through my balls and stretching the thin walls of my shaft with exquisite pleasure. My mind went blank from the sensation, but I could myself sobbing and laughing as my ass convulsed on the chair, my hot jizz spilling onto Sam’s fingers. She used my cum as lube and kept stroking me through my orgasm, moaning in sympathy with my cries as my hips bucked uncontrollably, thrusting against her hand like a virgin experiencing pussy for the first time.

I collapsed back against the chair, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Sam’s hand was still wrapped around my cock, slowly stroking it as I came down from my orgasm. My mind was a jumbled mess of shame and lust, and only then did I realize I was still crying.

Samantha came off the floor and snuggled next to me in the chair. Despite my shame, her touch was soothing, her body warm.

"You came so hard, Brian," she said. “I’ve never seen you come like that before.”

She held me close; her face crusted over with Cal’s congealing cum which stuck to my skin as she rested her cheek against my chest. I felt a wave of revulsion pass through me, but it was quickly submerged by the euphoria of my orgasm.

“You must have liked it. At least a little bit.”

I turned away from her then, her touch still lingering on my skin, along with the stain of Cal’s cum. Her words forced the guilt and shame to the surface. The release from the pain had been an indescribable sensation, a pleasure I had never experienced before. But that did not mean I wanted to feel that way again.

Not ever.

“I hated it,” I said. “All of it.”

I stood up, my legs shaky. The room was spinning, and I had to grab onto the back of the chair to keep from falling. I could feel Samantha's eyes on me, but I didn't turn around. I couldn't bear to look at her right now.

As I stumbled into the bathroom, I looked at myself in the mirror. My face was flushed, and my eyes were bloodshot from crying. There was a sticky blotch of Cal’s cum stuck to my cheek and some flaking off my chest.

I ran the water and scrubbed at the cum until my skin was raw, but it did nothing to wash away the dirty thoughts that soiled my mind.

Samantha, my loving wife, had been fucked senseless by the man I hated. And some part of her had loved it.

But that wasn’t the worst thing. The worst thing was, no matter how much I denied it…

A sick part of me had loved it, too.
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The moment Cal Cox swaggered through my front door late the next night, I regretted the deal we had made. That smug grin plastered on his too-pretty face twisted my guts into knots. He was like some kind of conquering hero, stepping into my world as if he owned the damn place.

"Thanks for having me," Cal chuckled, as if we had called and offered him a place to stay. He dropped his duffel onto the floor with a thud that seemed to echo the pounding in my chest. My eyes followed the casual trajectory of his bag—expensive leather, no doubt—until it hit our old couch, the same couch where he had made my wife come harder than I had ever seen anyone come in my life. The sounds of her screams begging him to fuck, begging him to make her lose, still echoed in my ears and that bastard’s fucking arrogant smile did nothing to ease my anger.

"Get comfortable, why don't you?" The words left my mouth with a bitterness I couldn't mask. Cal just laughed, a sound that sent shivers of rage down my spine.

"Oh, I plan to." He patted the couch beside his bag, grinning like a cat who's spotted a wounded bird.

I stood there, unable to speak I was so angry. Sam's eyes were locked with Cal's, and I felt a cold sweat break out across my brow as I grabbed her arm. and pulled her to the corner of the room.

"We can't do this, Sam," I hissed. “This is fucking crazy! It was just a stupid bet!”

Before Sam could answer, Cal’s voice cut through the tension.

"Look, Brian. I know you don’t want me here. So, how about a little incentive then?” He gave me a smug grin, then locked eyes with my wife again.

Were her cheeks flushed?

“If you can put up with me for a month, I'll pay your mortgage."

Sam turned her head slowly to look at me, and those eyes—that used to sparkle just for me—were now wide, and pleading. Pleading for that bastard sitting on my couch.

“Please, Brian,” Sam said and gripped arm tightly, trying to pierce my anger. “It’s only a month, then we can really start our lives.”

My resolve crumbled at her words. I couldn't deny her anything, not when she looked at me with those big, brown eyes, and she knew it. I looked at Sam’s flushed cheeks and her dilated pupils. She wasn’t just pleading with me. She was excited.

Was she excited about the money? Or was she excited about the prospect of fucking Cal for a month while all I could do was watch?

I stood there, my gut churning with a mix of anger and sick fascination as Cal's grin spread across his face like a stain. His blue eyes flickered with the glow of victory, a predator basking in the kill.

"Brian?" Sam murmured, a note of urgency in her voice that brought my anger down to a slow simmer. With a resigned helplessness, I nodded.

"Great!” Cal clapped his hands, the harsh sound making me flinch. “Now, Sam, why don't you show me to our room?"

Hs hand reached out towards her, an offer and a challenge.

She flinched, just a fraction of a second, but I caught it—the hesitation that prickled her skin with anticipation and dread. I felt a flicker of hope. Maybe it was all about the money. But, if that were true, did that make my wife a whore? And what was I? A pimp?

My mind was in turmoil as Sam carefully detached herself from my side and reached out to Cal. When their hands met, she shuddered once more, as if an invisible electric current had passed between them, shocking her into action.

My throat tightened as I watched them, Samantha's hand in his, betraying me with every step they took toward the staircase. My legs and arms felt heavy, useless, as if I was anchored to the floor.

They stepped onto the stairs, Sam leading the way. Cal looked hungrily at my wife’s round ass wrapped in her tight shorts. Then, he looked over at me, and actually fucking winked.

"Don’t worry, Brian." A smirk twisted his lips, cruel and triumphant. "I promise to take good care of your wife."

The words were a knife in my chest, twisting with each syllable. I listened in agony as they reached the landing, then the door to the master bedroom—our sanctuary, now defiled—swung closed behind them with a thud that echoed in my heart.
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My heart raced as I led Cal to the master bedroom, the same spot where I shared countless nights of love with Brian. I knew what I was doing was cruel, but I reminded myself that this bitter pill was for the sake of my family, at least the family we would have once we paid off the house. The overwhelming pleasure I had experienced with Cal threatened to cloud my judgment, but deep down, I still loved Brian. My resolve strengthened; I would do whatever it took not to hurt him more than necessary.

"Here we are," I said, my voice quivering slightly. Cal grinned wickedly as he threw his bag onto the bed, staking his claim to our marital territory. It sickened me, but I still believed I could control him.

Cal had other ideas of course. After all, he had come here for a reason and it wasn’t a good night’s sleep.

The younger man wasted no time in wrapping his muscular arms around me, pulling me against his hard body. "I've been thinking about you all day, Sam," he whispered, his breath hot on my sensitive ear lobe. "I can't wait to take you on the same bed you share with your pathetic husband."

"Stop it, Cal!" I demanded, struggling to push against his solid chest. It was like pushing against marble covered in warm, glowing skin. He chuckled at my efforts, and I realized with a jolt that, if he wanted, he could easily tear off my clothes and claim me right here on my marital bed. What was worse, there was nothing either I or my poor husband could do to stop him.

I was helpless.

So why was I so turned on?

Cal took advantage of my confusion. Of course he did. He captured my mouth in a searing kiss. His tongue explored the depths of my mouth, leaving me momentarily weak and defenseless. The tidal wave of arousal returned with a vengeance and to my horror, my knees buckled!

Suddenly, I felt the unmistakable hardness of Cal's cock pressing against my stomach. I snapped out of my lust-filled haze. I stood on shaky legs and pushed against his chest, trying to ignore his perfect body.

"No," I whimpered, hating the fucking whine in my voice. "I can't do this."

"Really?" Cal smirked and held me in his arms just long enough to prove I was helpless. He let me go and he held up his arms, a sign of his surrender. "You seemed pretty into it just a moment ago."

"Cal, we made a bet, but that doesn't mean I’m your slave," I said firmly, trying to ignore the throbbing desire between my legs. My mind was screaming at me that this was wrong, and I clung desperately to the love I had for Brian like a shield.

"That’s right," Cal replied with a wicked glint in his eyes. "I won. You're mine now, whether you like it or not." His arrogance enraged me, even as the traitorous heat flared inside my core. I was actually dripping from a kiss! A kiss! Had that ever happened before?

"Listen to me, you smug bastard," I spat, letting my anger blast away some of the lust. "I'm not your sex slave, no matter what the terms of the bet were. If I don't feel like having sex with you, then I don't have to. Besides,” I gave him a challenging grin. “Where's the fun in that? Do you really want to fuck someone who doesn't want you?"

Cal flashed another predatory grin as he stepped forward, invading my personal space once more. Before I could react, his strong hand cupped my chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. "So, you don't want me?" he murmured, his breath hot on my lips as he leaned in for another kiss.

"No," I lied, and pushed back. This time, he let me go without a fight. I forced my trembling legs to back away from him, trying to calm my racing heart.

"Fine," Cal drawled, his eyes never leaving mine as he took a step back, granting me the breathing room I so desperately craved. But even as the physical distance between us grew, I couldn't shake the feeling that he had won this battle, but there was still a war to be fought.

A war I might not win.

I turned away from him, my chest heaving as I struggled to regain control of my emotions. My lust dripped between my legs, an unwelcome reminder of just how close I'd come to giving in to Cal's advances. I shut the door behind me and breathed in the air, so cool compared to the humid lust inside my bedroom.

"Now, go find your husband," I whispered to myself, using my love for Brian as an anchor against the storm of desire. With a surge of pride for withstanding Cal's relentless pursuit, I steeled my resolve and descended the staircase, heading towards the guest bedroom where I would find my husband.

As the door to the guest room came into view, a renewed sense of determination washed over me–no matter what it took, I would protect my marriage and find a way out of Cal’s twisted game.
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The sound of the bedroom door shutting echoed in my ears as I entered the guest room. My eyes scanned the pristine space, the bed freshly made for Cal. But now, thanks to Sam's complicity in his twisted game, it was reserved for me. I flopped down onto the bed, feeling the hatred for Cal boil inside me. That bastard was probably at this very moment fucking my wife in our marital bed.

"Fuck you, Cal." I muttered, clenching my fists and pounding them against the mattress, taking out my anger and jealousy as much as I could on the inanimate object. It didn't help, not really. My body trembled with pent-up rage, but I knew there wasn't anything I could do about it.

I threw an arm over my eyes, trying to block out the mental images of Sam and Cal together. But it was impossible. The pictures burned into my brain refused to leave, only growing more vivid and explicit.

I saw Sam on her knees, her mouth wrapped around Cal's massive cock, gagging as he pushed it deeper down her throat. Spit and pre-cum dribbled down her chin, and her cheeks hollowed as she greedily sucked him in. Cal’s hips bucked forward as he fucked my wife’s beautiful face and she accepted it all willingly.

Hungrily.

My cock lurched in my pants as another image stabbed my gray matter. This time, Sam was on our bed, our fucking bed, on her hands and knees. Cal had a fist of her auburn hair and was pulling it like a leash, yanking Sam’s head back, forcing her to arch her spine as he fucked her from behind with violent thrusts. Her breasts slapped against her rib cage, the sound mingling with the screams of pleasure torn from her throat.

My cock was rock hard now, and I pulled it out of my pants. I felt a sick thrill in my guts as I stroked it, working my hand up and down as yet another image flooded my brain.

Sam was on her back, her ankles perched on Cal's broad shoulders. She was almost bent in half, her body taut and trembling as the bastard's massive cock nailed her to the mattress, his hips smacking hard against her hoisted up ass. I had never even seen that position outside of porn, but my mind conjured it and I stroked my cock, losing myself in the sick lust building in my balls.

The worst part? It wasn’t the fucking, although that was bad. It was the way my imagination conjured Sam’s face. My loving wife looked at me with a glint of humor in her green eyes, a teasing, almost cruel smile on her lips. That look forced a spike of masochistic pleasure to my cock and I it wept pre-cum as stared at Dream Sam's face. My wife, yet so unlike my wife. It was almost a relief when Dream-Sam’s eyes suddenly rolled up to white, no longer able to look at me as Cal drove another mind-blowing orgasm into her body.

"Fuck," I muttered under my breath, my hand gripping my dripping cock. Where the hell was this coming from? I had only seen her fuck Cal once, but already my mind was trapped in some crazed fantasy I couldn’t escape.

And I was turned on! Fuck, was I turned on! It was the same shameful lust, the same disgusting hunger I felt when Cal had fucked Sam on our couch. A lust born out of anger, jealousy, and humiliation, but lust all the same.

"Brian, I—" Sam's voice cut through my dreams like a knife, and I froze, mortified. Sam, the real Sam, entered the room, catching me with my dick literally in my hand. I jolted upright like a teenager caught masturbating, but it was too late. Sam had already seen everything. But,rather than look disgusted or shocked, she laughed teasingly, her green eyes dancing with amusement.

"What are you doing?" she asked, a wicked grin spreading across her lips. Damn if it wasn’t close to Dream-Sam’s teasing cruelty, but with the warmth of my wife's love behind it.

"Sam... I..." I stammered, trying to find the words to explain myself, but then stopped again as Sam stripped off her shirt, revealing her heavy breasts, the same breasts that Cal had made slap against her rib cage in my dream. I stared at her breasts for a long moment before finally looking down to see she wasn't wearing any shorts or panties. The girl of my dreams was standing before me, completely naked.

"Who were you thinking about while touching yourself, hmm?" Sam asked playfully as she slid into bed beside me.

"You," I answered. It was half of the truth.

"Ooh, so that's what got you all hot and bothered!" she chuckled, straddling my waist as she looked down at me with those gorgeous green eyes. "Well, I'm here now, so you don't have to jerk off."

“Really? I thought—”

“What? Did you think I was with Cal?” Her mouth quirked upward and that glint in her eye. So close to my dream it hurt. “Is that what got you so hot?”

“Nuh… no…” I groaned as Sam reached down and took my drooling cock in her hand. She rolled it over her lower belly, then ran her wet pussy lips up the shaft. I confess, I almost came right there.

“I don’t want Cal, Brian,” she moaned, and her smirk slipped away. “I want you.”

Her hand reached out, and she held out a condom from seemingly nowhere. My hands shook as I fumbled with the wrapper, causing Sam to let out a soft laugh. She snatched it away from me, tearing it open with ease and then sliding the cool latex over my hot flesh.

"I want you, baby," she breathed, positioning herself above me. Slowly, she lowered her hot, wet cunt onto my cock, and I could feel every inch of her slick folds engulfing me. I groaned at the sensation, my head swimming with pleasure.

"God, I needed this so bad!" Sam moaned, her tits bouncing in rhythm with her movements as she rode me. The sight of her breasts slapping against her ribs again reminded me of Dream Sam and it sent a surge of lust through my body.

As Sam moved above me, her body slick with sweat and her moans filling the room, my mind kept going to my dream. The images of Cal taking her from behind while she begged for more flashed through my mind. Was she thinking about him now while she was riding me? Was she wishing for his cock?

I fought against my visions, my arousal reaching a fever pitch as I desperately tried to hold back, wanting to give Sam an orgasm. But the relentless combination of my twisted fantasies and Sam’s tight pussy pushed me to the edge. I gripped her waist, trying to slow her down, but Sam was lost in her own needs, riding me hard and fast.

“Sam, slow… I-I- oh, fuck!”

My body jerked, and I felt the throb in my balls give way as I exploded into the condom. Sam continued to ride me, unaware of my orgasm, searching desperately for her own release. I groaned and did my best to keep going but, my lust sated, my cock slowly wilted away until it slipped from Sam’s pussy.

She stopped, her eyes clearing as she looked down at me, a small frown on her lips that broke my heart.

"Did you just...?" she asked, a hint of disappointment in her voice.

I huffed and stared at the ceiling, feeling as utterly miserable as a man could. The shame and guilt gnawed away at me like worms in my gut. I couldn't even give Sam a small orgasm, let alone the eye-rolling mind-blowers that Cal seemed to deliver on demand.

"Sam, I'm so sorry," I said in a whisper, my voice cracking. "I wanted to… you know. Make you feel good.”

Sam slid down beside me and propped herself up on one elbow, her eyes searching mine for a moment before she pulled me close to her. "Brian, it's fine," she said softly. "The last two days have been… weird. I don’t blame you for not being able to hold back."

My chest eased, and I realized I had been holding my breath. Part of me was sure that she would leave me and go back up to Cal, seeking the satisfaction that I couldn't provide. But she didn't. She held onto me, her naked body pressed against mine, and it felt like a balm to my wounded heart.

"Really?" I asked, my voice still barely audible. "You’re not going to… run upstairs and…"

"No," she said and placed a finger on my lips.. "You're my husband, Brian. This," -she hugged me tight- "is what matters. Not that idiot Cal."

Her words were like a lifeline, and I clung to them desperately. "Thank you, Sam," I said, my throat tight. "I love you so much."

"I love you too," she murmured, snuggling closer to me. Her warmth enveloped me, and gradually, the pain and anger receded.

As I drifted off to sleep in Sam's arms, a flicker of hope ignited within me. Maybe, just maybe, everything would work out after all.
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I lay beside Brian until he fell asleep, frustration gnawing at my insides. I felt anger at my husband for leaving me unsatisfied, but quickly squashed the feeling. It wasn’t his fault, not entirely. He wasn’t the one who had wanted to make the stupid bet, and he certainly wasn’t the reason Cal was in the house.

How could I begrudge him for getting off before me?

My subconscious kept trying to raise the issue, but I pushed it to that back of my brain. I slid out of bed, slipped on the long t-shirt, then cracked an unexpected smile as I looked down at Brian's sleeping face. God! His face as I peeled off that shirt with nothing underneath! He had been awestruck, like a lucky virgin on prom night.

The hint of humor helped dispel any residual anger I had at my husband, no matter how misplaced, but it did very little about the fire between my legs. I tiptoed down the dark hall to the guest bathroom and shut the door behind me.

I sat on the toilet and did my business, then wiped myself clean, still feeling the echoes of arousal that Brian had failed to extinguish. I looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was a mess, but in a good way, and my nipples were almost poking holes through my t-shirt. I thought about being in the house with two men who wanted me, and the lust blossomed into a full-blown heat.

I contemplated masturbating, but didn’t relish the thought of doing it on the uncomfortable toilet. Maybe the couch in the living room? No, the couch brought up more memories of Cal and if I started thinking about Cal, where would it end?

You climbing the steps and getting really fucked.

The voice in my head wasn’t wrong. It knew where satisfaction could be had, but my logical brain was in charge tonight. So, instead of masturbating, I ran some cold water over a cloth and placed it against my head. The compress helped, but it didn’t completely quell the lust between my thighs. Hopefully, it would be enough to sleep. Maybe, in the morning, I would wake Brian up with a blow job, then make him pleasure me. That was only fair.

I stepped out into the hallway, thinking about Brian, when a powerful arm wrapped around me from behind, and a firm hand clamped over my mouth.

Oh, God! Someone broke in! whatdoIdowhatdoIdowhatdoIdo?

Panic flared within me as all the horror stories I'd seen on true crime shows flood my brain. I felt like my bladder was going to let go as the intruder slammed me up against the wall next to the doorway to the bedroom where Brian was sleeping.

Oh, God! Brian! Please wake up! my mind screamed.

"Shhh," the intruder whispered menacingly, his low voice sending a shiver down my spine. "It’s me."

I looked up then and saw the intense blue gaze of Cal staring back at me. He was naked except for his boxers, which did very little to hide the bulge lying underneath.

I tried to struggle in his powerful grip, but it was useless. He held me for a moment, a finger over his lips, then lowered the hand on my mouth.

“What are you doing?” I hissed and glanced towards the doorway. “Brian’s sleeping in there.”

“I know,” he grinned. “That’s what makes this so exciting."

Cal kept one hand planted on the wall next to my head, but the other hand moved down, slipping under my shirt and finding my wet, undefended pussy. "I watched you. Brian couldn’t give you what you needed.”

“You sick fuck! I can’t believe you were watching us!”

I wanted to be angry, but the idea of Cal watching me made the pent-up heat in my core burst wide open. Meanwhile, Cal’s fingers were teasing open my lips and my cunt was leaking all over his fingers, giving him the proof of my lust.

“Aww, baby!” Cal mocked. “He left you high and dry, didn't he? I guess it's a good thing I'm here to take care of you."

Cal's fingers danced along my swollen lips, tracing the slick folds with an expert precision. He gently teased my clit, lightly flicking the sensitive nub, each touch sending a shock of electricity coursing through me.

I moaned despite myself, the raging desire within me begging for release. Cal's hand returned to my mouth, his fingers pressing firmly against my lips as he slid two fingers deep into my slick, aching core. With each stroke, his invading digits glided in and out of me, creating a rhythm that drove me wild. His thumb continued to stimulate my clit, building the tension within me until I could no longer hold back.

I whimpered pitifully against his palm. Cal smirked, his fingers picking up the pace. He curled them up inside me, hitting the sweet, spongy spot just under my mons pubis, a spot that made my legs turn to jelly. My moans grew louder.

"Shh," Cal chuckled softly. You don’t want Brian to wake up, do you?”

I whimpered. Oh God, Brian! I told him I wouldn’t run back to Cal and now here I was, ten feet away, being fingered to a traitorous orgasm.

My body writhed on Cal’s fingers, like an animal in a trap. Cal recognized the tension in my body and finger-fucked me with a punishing rhythm that quickly forced me to the edge. I felt my orgasm approaching, muscles tensing as the pressure built inside my core, waiting to explode.

Cal's thumb pressed down on my clit, the final jolt I needed to send me over the edge. I screamed despite myself, Cal’s hand muffling the sound. My body convulsed against Cal’s fingers as he shoved them deep inside me, milking every bit of pleasure from my trembling body. When I finally came down from my high, Cal pulled away, a satisfied smirk on his face.

"Doesn't that feel better?" Cal murmured, then pulled me to the doorway, bending me over until my hands gripped the doorjamb to keep from falling over. Cal leaned over me, his hot, hard body pressed against my back.

"Don’t worry, baby," he hissed in my ear. "I am going to give you what Brian can’t."

I swallowed a moan of pain as Cal gripped a fistful of my hair and forced my head up and back, exposing the arch of my neck. I could see Brian sleeping peacefully in our bed, oblivious to the lewd act unfolding just a few feet away. My heart ached with guilt, but my body betrayed me, my core throbbing with anticipation under Cal's rough handling.

I felt the head of Cal's cock, thick and swollen, pressing against the swollen entrance to me sex. With one forceful thrust, he buried himself deep inside me, filling me completely. I gasped. My nails dug into the wood of the doorjamb as I let out a strangled cry. To my horror, Brian stirred in bed and my breathing stopped. Cal bent over me,the weight of him against me reminded me of how much bigger he was than Brian. How much stronger.

He put his hand over my mouth again, forcing my head up and back so I could see every movement Brian made. Then, he slid his cock out of my cunt, by pussy clinging to him, my body begging his body for more. Then he hammered inside of me as I cried against his hand. The delicious pain of being filled with his meaty cock sent signals of hot lust through my body.

Each thrust was rough and urgent, as Cal claimed me from behind. I could feel every inch of him sliding in and out of me, his girth stretching me wide open, as he hit all the right spots. My body shook with the force of his movements, my breasts bouncing against the doorjamb, then back against my body with each savage thrust. I could hear the wet sound of our bodies smacking together, the slickness of my arousal easing the way for Cal’s beautiful cock.

"Look at your pathetic husband," Cal spat into my ear as he pounded my dripping pussy. His massive cock filled me in ways Brian never could, stretching and burning the walls until they gave way to his strength. "He'll never be able to satisfy you like this."

I moaned into his hand, which still covered my mouth, my cries of pleasure and shame muffled by his firm grip. The sickening pleasure of being ravaged by Cal while watching my innocent husband sleep shocked me to my core. Every savage thrust dragged me closer to complete surrender. I was at the mercy of Cal’s lust, moaning pitifully as he laid waste to the body once reserved for Brian.

"God, you're such a slut for my cock," Cal growled softy, as if he could read my mind. His insults spurred me on, and soon I was rocking back against him, my ass meeting him thrust for thrust, driving him even deeper into my greedy cunt.

As my lust reached fever pitch, I gave Brian one last look through tears of joy. For a moment I thought his eyes might be open and the idea of him watching touched off a fiery explosion unlike anything I’d ever felt.

Every nerve in my body suddenly exploded. The moment of overwhelming pleasure sent white-hot jolts through my body. All my senses were overwhelmed, my mind going suddenly, blissfully blank as waves of ecstasy blasted through my core.

My legs gave out beneath me, but Cal caught me. Lowering me to my knees, he presented his throbbing cock. I stared cross-eyed at the huge, glistening shaft, my hazy brain still trying to make sense of my conflicting emotions. But it was too late to turn back now. Cal had given me pleasure, and now it was time to pay the piper.

"Take it," Cal hissed and bumped the spongy head of his cock against my lips. I looked over at Brian sleeping, the shame adding to the humiliation, yet fueling my need to please Cal. I opened my mouth to accept him. The salty mix of our juices made my mouth water as he slid his cock past my lips and deep into my mouth. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, but he didn't stop. Instead, he grabbed my head with both hands and fucked my face with hard, fast strokes.

My rigid opening to my throat strained with each powerful thrust, but I didn't care. All that mattered was pleasing Cal, making him feel good. The salty mix of our juices gave way to the slightly bitter taste of his pre-cum as he took control, his wet balls slapping against my chin with wet heat.

My hand reached up to grasp his throbbing shaft, feeling the intensity as I matched his every movement. A low growl of pleasure escaped Cal's lips, fueling my pride. I was satisfying him! His cock swelled, and I knew he was close. I tried to pull back, to let him bathe me with his cum, but he resisted, pulling back until just the tip was left pulsating in my mouth.

"I'm going to come," he warned me, his voice low and dangerous. "But you're not going to swallow it or spill a single drop. I want to see it in your filthy little mouth."

My stomach lurched at this lewd request, but my lust-addled brain barely processed his command before my body obeyed. I sealed my lips around the tip of his massive cock, my jaw aching from the strain as I ensured not a single drop would escape.

"Good girl," Cal murmured, a cruel smile playing on his lips. The praise sent shivers down my spine, filling me with pride and disgust in equal measure. Why was I so pleased to be treated like a whore?

His cock throbbed, the tip bulging against my tongue. Then, without warning, the first hot, sticky ropes of jizz shot into my mouth. My eyes widened, but I tightened my lips as Cal's cock pumped my mouth full with his thick, salty seed until I could hold no more.

"Show me," Cal ordered, pulling his cock free. I moaned softly, closing them tight so that every swampy drop was trapped inside, then tilted my head back and opened my mouth just enough for him to see the humiliating proof of my submission.

"Swirl it around," he commanded. "Enjoy it."

I did as he asked, swirling the bitter, heavy liquid around my mouth, feeling it coat my tongue. The scent if his lust was overpowering, a mix of salt and musk that made my senses reel. The intensity of my surrender was just as satisfying as the actual act, and I reveled in it, even as I hated myself for loving it.

"Good girl," Cal praised again, the words slicing through my shame and sending a shudder of pleasure through me. "Now swallow it."

It took two tries to swallow the thick, hot cum, but I forced it down, feeling it slide down my throat like some perverse communion. I opened my mouth wide to show Cal that I had consumed every drop, feeling a twisted satisfaction when he grinned in approval.

"Good girl. Now, go back to your husband," Cal whispered, helping me to my feet as my legs trembled beneath me. His hand landed on my ass with a stinging slap, sending another jolt of arousal through me, as he pushed me towards my sleeping husband. "And remember who really fucked you tonight."

As I crawled back into bed, my body still trembling from my recent orgasm, I couldn't help but feel a sickening blend of guilt and satisfaction. I slid under the covers, careful not to wake Brian, and pressed my warm, naked frame against his slumbering form.

He didn’t move, his breathing steady. Thank God he had slept through that debased act. If he had seen it, I don’t know what he would have done, especially after I had assured him he was the only one I wanted. Cal had certainly proved that wrong in every way.

On impulse, I kissing Brian’s cheek. As I pulled away, I noticed a glistening trace of Cal's cum left behind on his skin. My heart raced, torn between shame and a perverse arousal. Without thinking, I wiped Brian's cheek clean with my finger, then slid my thumb into my mouth, sucking away the last of Cal's jizz.

I laid on my back and turned my head to look for Cal, expecting to see him watching me from the shadows. But he was gone, leaving me alone with my husband and my swirling thoughts.

It's only the first day, and already I've lied and cheated, I thought, my stomach twisting in knots. How could I let this happen?

And yet, even as guilt gnawed at me, I couldn't deny the excitement I’d felt while fucking Cal in Brian’s presence, knowing he could wake up and catch us at any moment. The shameful excitement, like Cal’s body, was intoxicating.

As I lay in bed, one question continued to swirl around my brain, preventing me from finding peace. Eventually, exhaustion overtook me, and I fell into a fitful sleep with the question still gnawing at me and no answer in sight.

How am I going to survive for a whole fucking month?
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Thank you for reading this book!

Want even more of my twisted brand of cuckold erotica? Sign up for my newsletter and get my best-selling book, The Neighbor Masters My Wife, for free!

Sign up here!

https://manusdare.com/neighbormastersmywife

Want more great books and series, check out the next few pages for stories you might enjoy!


Just Friends



Tim is in love with his roommate Jackie, but she needs something bigger, better… and blacker.

Tim has been in love with his roommate, Jackie, for as long as he can remember. She's a tall, buxom brunette who oozes sex appeal and knows just how to tease him. But when Jackie starts dating Derek, a dominant, black athlete, Tim’s life takes a dark turn.

Derek is everything Tim isn't: strong, confident, and aggressive. He uses his power to abuse and humiliate Tim at every opportunity and not only does Jackie not stop the bullying; she seems to enjoy it. And, much to his own shame, Tim finds himself craving the attention from his roommate, even it means submitting to the degradation dished out by her and her big, black boyfriend.

How far will Tim go to be with the woman he loves? Will he be able to overcome the shame and humiliation or will he and Jackie always be… Just Friends?A twisted, cuckold love story from Manus Dare. The story includes cuckolding, humiliation, and extreme sex! By now, you know if you're going to like it, so please read responsibly!

Check out the 2 book series here:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CV367585


Claiming Brandy



One of my all-time best-sellers!

Brandy and Miles McCabe have a problem. Miles’s boss, Kurt Brock, is a bully. Since he took over the advertising firm from his late father, he has made Miles’s life miserable. His confidence shattered, Miles’s deepening depression carries over into the bedroom.

Brandy McCabe wants it all. A nice house, a loving husband and a family, all of which is being threatened by her husband’s boss. Frustrated, Brandy meets with Kurt, to discuss the matter and win her husband’s pride and position back.

Kurt shocks Brandy by making her an indecent proposal, one which will threaten everything Brandy holds dear. Because, Kurt Brock doesn’t just want to sleep with her. He wants to take her. He wants to own her.

He wants to claim her.

Claiming Brandy is a story of cheating and betrayal with a cuckold ending that may, or may not, be happy.

Check out the 4 book series here:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B084Q2B41S
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Also, please check out my website, for links to all of my stories!
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