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 Sarah
 “Oh, my God! You’re so good!”
 My bedroom was bright, and sunny, gauzy white curtains flapping in the breeze. I'm sure the birds were singing too, but I couldn’t hear it over my screams of pleasure and the wet smacks of Jake’s hips slamming against my ass as he fucked me from behind.
 My body shook with each powerful thrust as Jake hammered into me, my hands digging into the blue comforter I used to cover my marital bed every time Jake came over to defile it. His hands gripped my hips tightly, pulling me back onto him with each punch of his thick cock, his pace merciless.
 Not content with holding my hips, he leaned over and grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back sharply. I gasped as a sharp pain flared through my scalp as Jack forced me to arch my back and expose my throat.
 "Take it, you little slut," he growled in my ear. "You love this, don't you? Your fucking husband could never do this to you."
 His words stung more than my scalp. What was I doing? I couldn't believe I was here, fucking my husband’s rival, surrendering to his rough and degrading treatment. It went against everything Mark had taught me about love and respect. But the memory of Mark's gentle touch only made my need for Jake's brutal thrusts stronger. My mind and body were at war as pleasure and guilt mixed, leaving me confused and ashamed but unable to resist.
 "God, you're such a whore for my cock," Jake continued, then grabbed my neck with both hands and used my body as an anchor for his relentless thrusts. "I own you, Sarah. You're mine now."
 Tears welled up in my eyes as I heard those words, but the feel of Jake’s cock stretching me burned away the shame. I thought about Mark and how this all started. If only… if only…
 But there was no time to dwell on that, as Jake used every ounce of his muscular body to pound me into submission.
 "Fuck yes, Jake!" I moaned, unable to control myself. "Please, make me cum!"
 "Is that what you want, slut?" He grunted, slamming into me even harder. "You want me to make you cum all over your marital bed?"
 "Y-yes!" I cried out, my voice breaking as I reached my peak.
 With a final, powerful thrust, Jake pushed me over the edge of bliss. My body tensed and my senses were overcome as a powerful orgasm washed over me, each wave shaking me to my core. A guttural cry escaped my lips, the sound filling the room that I shared with my husband. Every nerve in my body was on fire and, for a moment, Jake was all I could feel and think about. Despite the guilt that would surely follow this moment of pure ecstasy, I couldn't deny the intense pleasure.

 I collapsed onto the bed, breathless and panting, my body still trembling from the aftershocks of my climax. As I tried to catch my breath, I turned my head, and my eyes fell upon a picture of Mark and me from two years ago. We were smiling and happy, oblivious to the betrayal that would one day take place right here in our marital bed.
 Jake collapsed on top of me, his muscular body pressing into mine, trapping me beneath him. "I hope you're ready for more, slut, because I just got started," he hissed in my ear, shivers down my spine. I moaned softly, my body aching for him even as my mind screamed in protest.
 "Sorry, Mark," I thought, my heart heavy with guilt, "this is who I am now."

 Jake turned me over and kissed me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth with an intensity that left me breathless. He opened my legs wide and slid his huge cock into my sopping wet pussy, filling me completely. I gasped, my eyes locked on the picture of me and my husband, unable to look away.
 The curtains flapped harder in a fresh breeze, Jake’s cock stabbing in time to the whipping fabric. My mind pulled away from the picture of my husband, away from everything except for Jake’s beautiful, cruel body fucking me and the memory of another sunlit afternoon lying on this same bed, my husband working diligently between my thighs.
 He was attempting to please me, his awkward licks barely grazing my clit, leaving me frustrated and unsatisfied. After five years, he still didn’t know how to eat me out!
 I grabbed his hair, pulling him deeper between my thighs, urging him on.
 "Use your fingers, baby," I begged, desperately craving the rough touch I needed. "Fuck me with them while you eat my cunt."

 Mark hesitated, his face registering shock. I rarely used that kind of language, even in bed, but I needed to cum from something besides my hand, or the trusty pink dildo hidden under the bed.
 “Just fucking do it!”
 This time, my hissed words shocked my husband into action. He knelt between my legs and I moaned as he peeled back my swollen lips and slid his fingers inside me. His tongue flicked out hesitantly, lapping at my clit as he slid his fingers back and forth.
 It was a start, but it wasn’t enough. I needed more!
 "Harder Mark! I need more. Don't stop," I demanded, my voice filled with a desperate need.
 "O…ok," he stammered. He tried good lord, did he try, plunging his tongue deeper into my wet pussy. I shuddered as the sensation of his tongue exploring me intensified, but my husband wasn’t used to using his mouth and fingers together, his rhythm stilted, pulling me out of the moment and planting firmly in my bed, my body singing with a pent-up lust I couldn’t release.
 "Just fuck me, Mark! Now!" I whined and pulled him up on top of me. I reached down between us and gripped his hard cock. I wish I could say it was the first time I had taken charge, but it wasn’t. "Fuck me, you bastard! Just fuck me hard!"
 I don’t know what came over me. Perhaps it was the months of unsatisfying sex, of afternoons locked in my room, using Pinkie Tuscadero, my dildo, to fuck my pussy like my husband couldn’t. Maybe it was being in charge all day at my shop downtown and wanting, just for one fucking moment, someone else to take the lead.
 Whatever it was, it shocked my husband. Mark was loving and gentle, he always had been, but he still made love like a teenager. I hoped my prodding would light a fire under him, but it just made him nervous.
 “Are… are you sure?” he asked, even as he slid his cock inside me.
 “Yes, you fucking bastard! Fuck me hard!”
 “Ok!” he tried to growl, but the sound came out as more of a squeak. If I wasn’t so needy, I would have laughed, but I didn’t want to break the moment. This was far beyond anything he'd ever done before, but I couldn't help myself. The need for an orgasm, with a human, consumed me.
 Mark continued to thrust into me, but he was holding back. I could sense his unease, his lack of confidence in his own abilities. It only fueled my frustration and need for more.
 "Is that all you've got, Mark?" I taunted, trying to provoke him. "I need more!"
 He looked down at me with a mix of confusion and desperation on his face. I immediately felt bad for hurting him in this way, which drove me even further away from bliss. I felt tears of frustration in my sting my eyes. My husband didn't know how to please me, didn't know how to give me what I needed.
 I’m not sure I even knew what I needed, but poor Mark wasn’t giving it to me.
 With a surge of frustration, I rolled Mark onto his back and climbed on top of him, my eyes locked on his as I grabbed hold of his cock. It wasn't the biggest I'd had, but it was enough if only he would show some damn backbone. Desperate for satisfaction, I shoved my wet cunt down onto his throbbing erection, impaling myself to the hilt.
 "You like that, Mark," I spat, my voice harsh with angry need. When Mark hesitated, I slapped him lightly across the face, my fingers stinging from the impact. The hurt in his eyes was clear, but I was beyond caring. I’d apologize later. "Come on, Mark! I need this! Please!"
 "Yuh.. yes!" he stammered, the words barely escaping his lips. “I… fuck… I like it!”
 Moving my hips with purpose, I rammed my ass down on Mark's body, driving his cock as deep as it would go. My pussy clenched around his hot shaft with each deep thrust, the delicious friction sending shivers up my spine and making my nipples ache. I could feel the heat building within me, each stab of his cock bringing me closer and closer to the edge.
 My words finally made it past Mark’s gentlemanly wall. He gripped my hips, not hard, but enough to pull me down on his cock. He met my frenzied riding with small bucks of his hips, pushing him even further inside me.
 I could feel the wonderful heat of him and, for a moment, I thought I was going to get what I wanted. An orgasm from the man I loved. Then, I felt Mark’s cock throb with heat, his grunts turning into desperate huffs of air as he tried to hold out.
 “Wait!” I cried and clawed at Mark’s chest. “Mark-”
 But it was too late. Mark let out a cry, more of a whimper than a howl, and his cock spasmed inside of me as he filled me with his hot seed. I felt the heat of it wash over me, a small moment of pleasure drowned out by my frustration.

 "Damn it, Mark," I hissed and, before Mark could say anything, I pulled off his cock, his cum spilling from my pussy lips. I scooted up his body and positioned my dripping cunt over his face.
 “Sarah, what are you-”
 “Please, Mark! I need you to make me come!”
 Mark’s doubt was palpable, but I was too desperate to care. I needed this release, and Mark was the only one who could give it to me. Even though his reluctance showed in the way he hesitated, I also saw a look of determination cross his face.
 Then, he took a deep breath and closed his eyes as if preparing himself for what was to come. Without waiting for him to change his mind, I lowered myself onto Mark's mouth, feeling his lips and tongue immediately start working their magic on my throbbing clit. My cunt gave a small burp, and I felt his jizz spurt from my lips and into his mouth. He tensed, no doubt gagging, but he didn’t stop and I took advantage of that, moving my pussy back and forth across his face, now in control of my pleasure instead of waiting for Mark to do it for me.
 As much as I wanted to enjoy the bliss coursing through my body, a part of me couldn't help but feel guilty. Here I was, using Mark’s face for my selfish desires while he selflessly pleasured me. But then his tongue flicked against just the right spot and all coherent thought disappeared from my mind. My moans turned into desperate cries as my orgasm built within me again.
 I slid my slick cunt against his mouth until he hit that spot with his tongue, then gripped his head and ground his face into my cunt. Out of sheer desperation, Mark sucked on my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. And then it finally happened–a powerful climax ripped through my body, leaving me trembling and gasping as Mark gurgled underneath me.

 I rolled off of him, spent and satisfied, panting as the orgasm coursed through my body. As the excitement settled, I suddenly felt guilty for what I had done. I rolled over to look at him. He was laying there, blue eyes staring at the ceiling, his face sticky with my juices and his own cum.
 "Sarah... what the fuck just happened?"
 I had to willfully prevent the eye roll I felt like giving him. Of course, he would be shocked. But it wasn't my fault that I needed more than his gentle, careful lovemaking.
 He rolled his head to look at me as he searched for the right words. I don’t know why, but instead of apologizing for my rough use, I gripped Mark’s face in my hands and gave him a warm kiss. I lapped his salty cum mixed with my tangy juices from his lips and felt another obscene sting of pleasure shoot up my spine.
 “I don’t know, baby,” I gushed. “I just wanted to try something different. And my God! You delivered!”
 "Well, that was different all right," he said as rolled to his back and stared at the ceiling again. Then, to my utter shock, he grinned. “I guess I did deliver, huh?”
 I almost laughed when I saw a hint of pride in his smile. What man wouldn’t pat himself on the back for making his woman happy, even if he had to eat his own cum?
 I felt another stab of guilt try to force its way into my heart, but I shoved it down. Mark was happy. I was happy.
 What more could we possibly need?

2
Mark
 Sarah and I entered the tastefully lit dining room to the sound of laughter. I held Sarah’s hand, but it was like holding the hand of a stranger.
 I still couldn't shake the memory of the previous afternoon. What had started out as a loving moment of intimacy had turned into something wildly different. I could still taste Sarah as she rode my face like a wild woman, my bitter cum mixed with her tangy juices. I'd never seen her so intense, so hungry before. And even though I had made her come, I had to lick away my own jizz while doing it. And although I felt good to give my wife pleasure, I still wasn’t sure I thought about it.
 "Hey, you two!" Eric, my best friend and coworker, greeted us with a grin. His wife Tina, her red hair burning even in the dim light, grinning beside him. We exchanged pleasantries, as I looked around the room.
 Every couple of months, Ivywood Apparel Company, a leading manufacturer of sportswear and hunting gear in the country, met for a get together at the Ivywood Heights Country Club. I hadn’t wanted to come this year, not after being passed over for the office of Vice President of Account Management, but Eric and Sarah had convinced me to come. Despite my feelings that I was the best person for the position, I couldn’t very well let my boss, Brett, know of my dissatisfaction. Ivywood Heights, and the company in particular, were a small community. If it got around that I was angry at the owner of the company, my time in Ivywood could be very limited.
 “How you doing, Partner?” Eric asked as we sipped a couple of drinks. “Feeling any better?”
 I looked at Sarah, who gave me a warm smile which seemed to cut through my worry about the job and our sex life. I smiled back and nodded to Eric.
 “Yeah. I mean, what are you going to do, right? I still think I was right for the job, but Brett makes the call.”
 As if summoned by our conversation, a sudden commotion erupted from the far end of the dining room. All eyes turned to see a tall, athletic man striding confidently into the crowd. The soft fabric of his royal blue silk shirt clung to his chiseled frame, accentuating his toned physique. His dark hair was neatly trimmed and styled, adding an air of refinement to his already striking appearance. Heads turned and whispers spread as he made his way through the room, drawing all attention towards him like a magnet.
 "Ooh, look! It’s Jake!" Tina asked, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Have you heard the rumors? I’ve heard he’s been having sex with Ed Henderson’s new wife."
 Eric turned to his wife with a frown, and Sarah elbowed her.
 “Ow, what? I, oh, Mark! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it.”
 “It’s fine,” I said through gritted teeth as I watched the bastard that had taken my job waltz towards us from across the room. “I’m sure that’s why he got the VP job.”
 Tina snorted at my sarcasm, and Sarah hugged my arm. I glanced at my wife’s face and was alarmed to see her eyes brightening as Jake made his way toward us. I couldn't help but remember her uncontrollable lust the day before, and I wondered if she found Jake attractive. Then I cursed myself.
 Of course, she found him attractive! After all, Tina wasn’t wrong. Jake had a reputation with the women in the company, especially the married women. But that didn’t mean my wife would be one of them. Right?
 To my dismay, the idea that Sarah might want to actually fuck Jack made my cock twitch uncomfortably in my pants. I shifted to the side as Jake walked up to us, a cocky grin on his handsome, bastard face.
 "Hey Mark, Eric,” Jake nodded at each of us, then he turned his predatory gaze to the women. His eyes lingered on Sarah, her dark dress clinging to her curves and I suddenly wished she had worn something else. “Ladies.”
 "Hello, Jake," I muttered, my voice barely audible above the party chatter.
 I noticed Eric shift uncomfortably as Tina looked Jake up and down. I wondered what exactly was going on there when Jake took his eyes off our wives and settled his smile on me.
 “Look, Brett wanted to talk to you two before we get started,” he said, then turned to Sarah. “Don’t worry. I’ll keep your ladies company while we wait.”
 My heart fell as I looked at Sarah, who smiled at me encouragingly, seemingly oblivious to Jake’s innuendo.
 “Well, I guess we shouldn’t keep the boss waiting,” I said reluctantly. Eric and I made our way through the crowd, but not before I looked back to see Jake looming over my beautiful wife, like a shark smelling blood in the water.

 “I fucking hate that guy,” Eric muttered, and I laughed.
 “You and me both, buddy,” I said. “You and me both.”
 ***
Thanks for reading this far! If you'd like to read the rest of this story, for free, follow me on Ream!

3
Sarah
I watched Mark look back at us, a worried look on his face and I had to admit, he wasn’t wrong to be worried. I had heard all the rumors about Jake, and although I discounted most of them, he was a handsome man. At least a head taller than Mark with broad shoulders and an ass that his tight slacks failed to hide.
As Mark disappeared into another room, I turned to find Jake's intense gaze on me, his dark eyes seeming to strip me out of my dark, blue dress right there in the crowded room.
"Must be tough being married to a man like Mark," Jake said, sipping his drink. "Such a nice guy, but just too nice."
“What are you talking about?” I spat. “You can’t be too nice.”
Jake leaned closer, not disguising his intentions as he looked down my dress. I felt the flush creep through my breasts to my neck as if he had touched me and suddenly I wished I had worn a less revealing outfit.
“Really?” Jake practically purred. “I think Mark is too nice for you. You seem like someone who needs a man who’s a little more… dangerous.”
"And I suppose that’s you?" Tina laughed, clearly amused by Jake’s presumption.
"Aren’t I?" he asked. His cocky grin made my stomach do a little flip. Here was a man that was exactly the opposite of my husband. Entitled, yes, but with the good looks and charm to back it up. I should have been offended by his presumption, but his dark eyes seemed to see right through me to a place that my husband, for all of his love and attention, couldn’t see.
The heat that had been building in my breasts spread to my cheeks and the alcohol was only making it worse. Jake kept eyeing me as he spoke to Tina, his looks telling me he knew exactly what he was doing to me.
"Excuse me," I mumbled, my cheeks burning. I set down my drink and hurried down the hallway to the bathroom.
The cool air inside was a welcome relief from Jake's scorching presence, and I leaned against the sink, trying to regain control of my racing pulse.
"Thought you could run away from me, huh?" Jake's voice startled me, and I turned to find him standing in the doorway, a cool grin on his face.
"What the fuck are you doing in here?" I snapped. “Get out!
"Come on, Sarah,” Jake chuckled, a deep rumble in his chest that was almost a growl. “I know why you cam ein here. Getting a little hot, am I right?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” I hissed and made a move towards the door. “If Mark finds us in here—”
“What’s Mark going to do, huh?” He reached up and gripped my neck, then switched places with me and pinned me against the bathroom wall. His hand tangled in my hair, forcing my head back to expose my throat. "I don’t think your fucking husband has the balls to do anything."

His mouth descended on mine, his tongue invading my mouth and claiming me as his own. As he pressed his hard body against mine, I could feel the hot bulge of his erection against my stomach. A whirlwind of thoughts swirled around my brain. I was married, I couldn’t do this! Mark was just outside, his whole office would know.
All those thoughts disappeared as Jake slid a hand between my legs, his hard fingers finding my slick heat between my thighs.
"No, I can’t," I whined, my voice barely audible. But Jake ignored me; his skilled fingers quickly finding me wet and dripping.
"This says you can!" he taunted, and pulling the thin fabric aside and stabbing a finger deep inside my liquid heat. I moaned, the walls of my cunt gripping his intruding fingers, offering proof for him. “You want me to fuck you, don't you? Like Mark can’t?"
"Fuck!" I moaned, but I didn’t say no. Everything about this was so wrong, but my body shook with anticipation as he ripped at his pants, recognizing my weakness. “Oh, God! Please, Jake, don’t make me do this!”
“I’m not making you do anything,” Jake hissed in my ear. “I'm giving you exactly what you need!”
This wasn’t happening, it couldn’t be happening, but when Jake pulled the hem of my dress up over my ass, I knew it was real. If I didn’t stop him, if I didn't say no, then he was going to fuck me and that would make everything real.
Then, he lifted me up, his hands digging into my thighs as he spread my legs, and slammed me against the door. The wind rushed out of me and all I could do was cling to his the muscles of his neck as I felt something hot, and hard and impossibly big press against the soft, vulnerable folds of my pussy.
“Oh, fuck!”
In one swift motion, he entered me, feeling like he was splitting me open and driving all the way to my stomach in one violent thrust. I cried out in pleasure and pain, my nails digging into Jake's broad shoulders as he pounded into me mercilessly. He was not gentle like Mark. Jake was rough, dominant, and demanding, and exactly what I needed.

Jake’s hips pistoned back and forth, slamming into my cunt again and again with a ferocity that made my head spin. I could feel every throbbing inch of him inside me, filling me up, the angle pounding into my G-spot. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. All I could do was buck helplessly against the bathroom door as Jake took everything he wanted.
"Feel that, Sarah? That's what it feels like to be truly fucked," he growled, thrusting into me with a relentless pace that left me breathless and desperate for more. “I fucking know Mark doesn’t fuck you like this.”
"No, Jake! Please don’t say… don’t say his name!"
But it was too late. I was already thinking of poor Mark, wandering out there somewhere, probably looking for me. And here I was, being fucked senseless by the bastard that had taken his job and now was taking his wife. I bit my lip, trying to hold back the moans that threatened to escape. I couldn't let him win, couldn't let him see how much he was affecting her.
Jake sensed my resistance and was ready for it. He drove his cock deep into me so hard, I felt like he was in my fucking throat. My resolve crumbled. My body was on fire, every nerve ending bursting with a pleasure I had never experienced. All I could think was poor Mark would never, ever, be able to give me this.
Jake sensed my surrender and leaned in close, hissing poison in my ear.
"That's right, you fucking love it, don't you? You love being fucked by a real man, not that pathetic excuse for a husband you've got."
The words were like a match to a powder keg, and I suddenly exploded with a scream as my orgasm tore through me. My muscles clenched hard around Jake's cock and my body convulsed against the door, wracked with pleasure.

And then, to my utter shock, squirted, my juices spurting out around Jake’s cock and dripping over my ass. I have never squirted before and the sensation was overwhelming. I could feel the hot liquid spreading between us, heard the sloppy sounds of our bodies as Jake continued to fuck my overflowing hole.
Jake let out a triumphant groan as he felt my release and for a moment I thought he might come inside me. I had a rush of panic before he pulled out of me. My legs were weak from my orgasm and I couldn’t stand up. All I lean against the door and slowly slide down to my knees and splash into a puddle of my own juices.
"Fuck, Sarah!" Jake chuckled as he loomed above me. For the first time I saw his cock, long and thick as my wrist. I couldn’t believe that thing had fit inside me and yet, all I wanted was to have it back in my cunt. “I know Mark never made you come like that!”
“No,” I gasped, my eyes fixed on that beautiful rod of flesh that had given me so much pleasure. “He could never fuck me like that.”
I felt the shame and guilt hit me like a wave, but it was the truth. No matter how many time Mark ate my cunt, he could never have made squirt. He wasn’t rough enough, dominant enough. Big enough.
My words had the desired effect on Jake. He closed his eyes and I saw the first, milky tears of precum drip from the massive head of his cock.ck with our combined arousal.
"Oh, fuck, I knew you would be a good little whore, the moment I saw you with that loser,” he hissed and I felt a tear roll down my cheek as he spoke about my husband, but I was too weak to move. “Now, I'm going to fill that pretty little mouth of yours with my cum.”
He gripped my hair, guiding my lips toward his dripping cock. "Ever swallowed before?"
I shook my head, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks at the confession. "No, never."
Jake just laughed, a dark, cruel sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Well, you’re going to swallow for me, aren’t you? For giving you the fucking you deserved?”
I barely had time to nod before Jake shoved his pulsating cock into my mouth. My eyes watered as I struggled to adjust to the sensation of having a huge cock fill my mouth and bump the back of my throat. Jake showed no mercy, fucking my face with rough, steady strokes that left me gasping. I felt him growing harder, thicker, and I knew it wouldn't be long before he filled my mouth with his seed.
"Take it, you cheating slut!" he growled, his words penetrating deep into my core. Here I was, on the bathroom floor, waiting for another man’s load to fill my mouth. A man I barely knew and my husband’s greatest rival! Yet, my cunt was still dripping from my orgasm and my mouth tightened involuntarily around his bulging shaft so I could savor every, fucking drop!
Jake’s pulled my hair harshly, sending pain lancing through my scalp as he thrust into me one final time. His engorged shaft bulged against my tongue, suddenly erupting into jets of hot, salty jizz. I tried not to gag as the swampy liquid filled my mouth, staring up at him with wide, teary eyes as he smirked down at me.
"Show me," he demanded, and I opened my mouth obediently, displaying the thick, white fluid pooling on my tongue. With a satisfied nod, he closed my mouth. “Now, swallow it."

I did, struggling to gulp down his thick load. Once it made it past my gullet, I felt the warm liquid slide down my throat and settle in to my belly. Instead of feeling sick, I felt a pleasant heat spread from my head to my feet, as my traitorous body was rewarding me for a job well done.
"Good girl," Jake said, and that pleasant heat pulsated deep in my core. If I had been a younger woman, or more romantic, I might think this was love. Jake’s dark eyes were soft and wet as he helped me to my feet, the iciness gone, replaced by a happy father. He brushed my hair back from my cheek affectionately and helped me smooth out my dress. He picked my panties out of the puddle of my juices on the floor and shoved them into his pocket.
“Something for me to remember you by,” he grinned and kissed me warmly, then ducked through the bathroom door, leaving me gasping for air and wondering what the hell had just happened.

4
Mark
 The meeting with Brett went as well as could be expected. He wanted to know how Eric and I were dealing with the changes in the organization and, like all good yes men, we said it was fine. 
 The entire time, however, all I could think about was Sarah’s increased libido and the way Jake had looked at her as I left the party. I was relieved when Brett finally let us go.
 The music pulsed around me, and I could feel the bass vibrating through my chest as I scanned the room. I couldn’t see Sarah. Worse yet, I didn’t see Jake either and the sick feeling in my gut returned, along with that traitorous pull of lust in my balls. I shook off both, trying to calm myself as I saw Tina drinking with Jessica Anders, the tall, beautiful wife of my co worker Tom.
 "Hey, hey! Mark!" Tina slurred, her red curls bouncing as she stumbled towards me. She had her arm wrapped around Jessica for support. The two women, both clearly intoxicated, wore matching smirks that made my gut clench even tighter.
 "Have either of you seen Sarah?" I asked, trying to keep the concern out of my voice. 
 “Sarah?” Tina hiccuped, looking around as if expecting to find my wife next to her. “Oh, Sarah! Yesh, she went to the bathroom like, ages ago!”
 "That’s right, Mark" Jessica purred, her sky-blueeyes, less drunk than Tina’s, glimmered with amusement. “Nothing to worry about! She just had to tinkle.”
 "Right," I muttered, as the two women tittered with uncontrollable mirth. 
 I tried to shake off the unsettling feeling as I walked away from Tina and Jessica, their laughter echoing behind me. But no matter how hard I tried to push the thoughts out of my head, an image of Sarah with Jake took shape in my brain, growing more vivid and graphic with each passing moment. And as much as I hated it, my body responded to the illicit thoughts, my cock growing harder with every imagined moan and groan.
 “Fuck!” I muttered, fighting down the impulse to hit something as I made my way towards the bathroom. The party's raucous laughter and clinking glasses faded to a distant hum, drowned out by my racing thoughts. What was I going to find? Could Sarah really have done something so unthinkable?
 Just as I got to the hallway leading to the bathrooms, I saw Jake emerge, his designer suit impeccable and a smug grin plastered on his face. My blood boiled at the sight of him, but my cock twitched involuntarily, betraying my deepest fears.
 He nodded, a knowing grin on his lips, then swaggered past me, heading for the bar with a newfound spring in his step.
 "No," I hissed under my breath, my heart thundering in my chest. Why was he so damn pleased with himself? The idea of his hands on Sarah only made my stomach twist sickeningly and my cock throb painfully. This was a nightmare.
 Just as I was about to turn around and confront Jake, Sarah stumbled out into the crowd, her hair disheveled and her dark dress wrinkled as if it had been hastily pulled back into place. She looked flushed, her green eyes glassy and her cheeks tinged with a feverish hue.

 "Mark!" she slurred, waving at me before almost collapsing into my arms. A musky scent wafted up from her, unfamiliar and intoxicating, sending shivers down my spine. She kissed me sloppily, and I could taste a swampy flavor in her mouth–one that wasn't there before.
 "Sarah, what the hell?" I demanded. I could feel a feverish heat from her body rising through the thin fabric of her dress, her skin glistening. Despite the anger that coursed through me, my cock continued to throb, aching for release. 
 "Nothing, babe," she said, her words slurring together as she tried to reassure me. "I just needed to freshen up."
 "Really?" I wanted to believe her, but the painful truth was that I couldn't shake the image of my wife surrendering herself to Jake–and how much it turned me on.
 “Yes, really,” she laughed and patted me on the cheek. “What else would I be doing?”
 I looked around at the crowd. No one seemed to be paying attention to my wife. Most of the party was in different states of drunkenness. The only one looking at us, in fact, was Jake.
 "Maybe I should take you home, Sarah," I muttered, my voice strained as I tried to keep my emotions under control.
 "Sure, babe!" She giggled drunkenly, sliding her arm around my waist as we stumbled together towards the exit. The cold night air hit us like a slap in the face, and for a moment, I forgot my turmoil, focusing on guiding Sarah to our car.
 "Did your talk with Brett go all right?" she slurred, nestling her head against my shoulder as I unlocked the car door.
 "Uh, yeah, it was alright," I lied, my thoughts still swirling with images of Jake's smug grin and Sarah's disheveled appearance. As we drove home, Sarah kept up a constant chatter about the party, completely oblivious to my inner turmoil. I tried to push away thoughts of her with Jake, but the nagging suspicion wouldn't leave me alone. The memory of how she acted during our last sexual encounter mixed with my suspicions of Jake and left me stewing in my own poisonous thoughts. 
 By the time we got home, I couldn't take it anymore. As soon as the front door closed behind us, I confronted her. "Sarah, did you talk to Jake tonight?"
 "Um, yeah, we talked for a bit. Why? What's the problem?" Her eyes narrowed, sensing my agitation.
 "I don't want you talking to him. I don't trust him." My voice shook, betraying my insecurity. “He has a reputation.”
 "What?" She laughed. “What are you talking about?”
 Was it my imagination, or was she less drunk than she was in the car? Also, her cheeks were flushed, which could have been from the alcohol, or it could have been embarrassment.
 “I’m just saying,” I said. “I don’t trust that guy around any woman in the office, let alone my wife!”
 I knew the words were the wrong thing to say the moment they left my lips. Sarah’s eyes narrowed, and she turned on me. Her cheeks were red, but not with drink or guilt. She was angry.
 “Really? What do you think, Mark? Do you think I’m just going to fuck the first hot guy that smiles at me?”
 “Of course not!” I said, then my mind focused on her words. “Wait, you think Jake’s hot!”
 “Oh. my God!” she threw hands up in the air and turned away from me. “When you say you don’t trust Jake, what you’re really sating is you don’t trust me!”
 "No, that’s not what I was saying," I said, knowing that’s exactly what I was saying even if I didn’t want to believe it. "I just... I saw how you looked when you came out of that hallway, and Jake was there before you. Sarah, tell me the truth. Please."
 "Oh my God! Mark, nothing happened! I don’t fucking believe you!” She walked away from me, pulling her dress down over her shoulders. I saw the straps of her bra, but realized when the dark fabric crossed the curve of her hips that she wasn’t wearing any panties.
 “Sarah?” I gulped as she bent over, her ass bare and exposed. “Where are your panties?”
 She stopped for a moment, and I felt a lurch in my pants. She had fucked him. In the bathroom at my fucking office party. She had fucked him and everyone in the office would know. She had—
 “If you must know, I didn’t wear any!” she said and turned. With a practiced movement, she slid off her bra off and stood gloriously naked in front of me, her breasts glistening with a fine sheen of sweat, her skin flushed with excitement. My cock, already hard, strained against my pants, yearning to be free. “I was going to surprise you… at the party, but you rushed us out so fast I didn’t have time.” She moved closer to me and looked up at me, her green eyes flashing with defiance."And now? Well, now I don’t even feel like talking to you!”
 "Sarah, I'm sorry," I muttered, my voice thick with guilt and a heavy dose of lust. In the dim light of our bedroom, her green eyes flashed with hurt and anger. "I shouldn't have jumped to conclusions. It's just that... I don't know. Maybe I'm insecure."
 "Is that what you really think?" she snapped. "That I fucked Jake? Is that why you're so worked up?"
 "No, no, it's not like that." My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but my arousal betrayed me. My cock strained against my pants, hard as steel. Sarah's gaze flicked downward, and her mouth quirked up in a cruel smirk.
 "Mark, are you turned on by the thought of me fucking Jake?" She raised an eyebrow.
 "Of course not!" I lied, attempting to cover my throbbing erection with my hands. But I knew she had seen it, and there was no going back.
 Sarah stepped forward, and I froze as her fingers deftly undid my belt and ripped open my pants. Her heavy breasts brushed against my chest, her nipples swollen. There were small marks on her right breast. Were those finger marks?
 Then, her hot fingers wrapped around my throbbing length. I moaned, my heart racing as she pulled my cock from pants. 
 "Really? She leaned forward and the hot, musky scent of her body filled my senses. “Because it seems like you're pretty excited about the idea!”
 "Sarah, I..." But my words failed me as she stroked my length slowly, her touch both soothing and electric.
 "Jake has a big cock, you know," she whispered, and pushed me to the bed. "All the girls were talking about it. And I’m sure knows how to use it. He would've fucked me so good!"
 Her words cut deep, each one a cruel reminder of my own inadequacies, and yet they only fueled my arousal further. Sarah lais down beside me, her hot, sweaty body nsetled against me, her musky scent assaulting my nostrils. It was the smell of sex, pure and simple,
 “You’re right to worry, baby,” she hissed. “In fact, Jake did fuck me. He bent me over in the stall and pounded me with that huge, fucking cock!"
 "No!" I moaned, but already I could see Jake's powerful body fucking Sarah from behind. I could hear the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing off the walls of my mind, the wetness of their sweat-slicked skin, the low moans and gasps of pleasure as they fucked each other senseless. My breath quickened as Sarah's grip tightened around my shaft, and I couldn't help but imagine the feel of her cunt the way Jake would have felt it as he took her from behind.

 "He made me cum so hard, baby," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "His cock is so much bigger than yours, and he knows exactly how to use it. He made me fucking scream! I wouldn’t be surprised if the whole office knows!”
 Her words cut through me like a jagged knife, twisting and digging into my gut. But the pain fueled the fire inside of me, sending an electric surge straight to my balls. I felt myself throbbing harder and harder, my arousal reaching a fever pitch as she relentlessly stroked me, igniting every nerve ending in my body.
 Sarah's hand moved faster now, her fingers sliding up and down my shaft with practiced ease. I could feel the tension building in my balls, the pressure mounting as she brought me closer and closer to the edge. I whimpered like a baby and Sarah shoved a fat nipple into my mouth to quiet me. I tasted the salt of her sweat, but didn't let go as I sucked like a helpless child as she milked my cock.
 “Imagine it, baby! Tomorrow, everyone in the office will know that Jake took your job… and your wife!”
 I cried against her tit, biting into the soft, salty flesh. She let out a gasp that turned into a chuckle as she sensed my surrender.
 “It’s OK, baby. Come for knowing you could never fuck me as good as Jake!”
 Those final, cruel words drove me over the edge. The image of Jake’s cock buried deep inside my wife, my wife's body writhing in pleasure as she screamed in lust, seared into my brain. My hips bucked involuntarily as I fucked Sarah’s hand, my cock pulsing in her hand as hot ropes of cum spurted onto my stomach. I onto her nipple, my only solace as the sickening pleasure burned away my dignity.

 Sarah's grip tightened around me, milking every last drop as I shook and trembled in her hand. For a moment, I was lost in the intensity of the orgasm, my mind completely blank as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.
 When it was over, I collapsed back onto the bed, spent and breathless. Sarah followed me down, her hand still wrapped around my cock, her fingers tracing lazy circles in my cum as she leaned in to whisper in my ear.
 "Look at that," she murmured. "Seems like you really enjoyed that, didn't you?"
 "Sarah," I whispered shakily. My anger had faded with my climax, leaving only fear. "Did you really…?"
 "Fuck Jake?" She finished for me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "No, of course not, Mark. But now that I know how much you want me to…" she trailed off, leaving the implication hanging in the air between us like a noose.
 "Wait, no, I don't want that," I stammered, my heart hammering in my chest. "Please, Sarah, don't…"
 "Relax," she said, planting a soft kiss on my lips. "I was just kidding, baby." With that, she disappeared into the bathroom to clean up, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
 As I lay there on the bed, physically and emotionally spent, I couldn't help but wonder why I had been so turned on by the idea of Sarah and Jake together. Was it some twisted manifestation of my own insecurities and fears? Or had I always harbored these dark desires, just waiting for the right catalyst to bring them to life?
 And then there was the nagging question that refused to leave my brain: was Sarah's story truly just a story? Or was there an element of truth hidden within her cruel taunts, a secret she was keeping from me even now? 

 The doubt gnawed at my insides, as I lay back on the pillows and threw an arm over my eyes, but it did nothing to stop the lewd visions swirling inside my mind.

5
Sarah
 As I lay on my marital bed, my legs spread wide, I looked over at the photo of Mark and me on the nightstand. I moaned, a mixture of excitement and guilt as I stared into his soft brown eyes and trusting smile.
 The contrast between the man in the photograph and the one currently hammering between my lewdly spread thighs was staggering. Jake's thick cock filled me in ways that Mark could never dream of doing. God, he was huge! I had teased Mark about Jake's size that night, but even now, I couldn't believe how true my words were.
 "Fuck, Sarah, you are so fucking tight," Jake growled. He stopped fucking me long enough to grip my chin, pulling my gaze from the photo. “Is that why you’re tight? Thinking about Mark while I fuck you?”

 "Oh fuck, no… no, that’s not it!" I moaned. My mind wandered to Mark, and the guilt gnawed at my insides. His submission that night whetted my appetite and gave me permission to keep fucking Jake. After all, instead of getting angry, he had gotten off! What kind of man did that?
 Certainly not a man like Jake.
 "Admit it! You love fucking me while your husband's at work, completely oblivious," Jake said grunted.
 "Please, don't talk about him," I whispered, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. The truth was, I did love it. I craved the thrill of our secret encounters, the excitement of betraying Mark with a real man who knew how to take control and satisfy me completely. “Just fuck me.”
 "Then admit it, Sarah. You need me. You need this," Jake demanded, leaning down to lick the side of my neck. I bucked upward, trying to drive his cock deeper inside of me, but Jake held back a cruel smile on his face.
 I felt the tears sting the corners of my eyes. Tears of shame and guilt, but also frustrated need. If only Mark had been a little more angry, a little less weak, I might be able to fight this uncontrollable need. But I knew, even before I opened my mouth, that it was hopeless.
 "Y-yes, I need this!" I cried. “I need you!”

 Jake increased his pace, spurred on by my traitorous admission. My cunt contracted around his throbbing cock and I suddenly screamed as the first wave of pleasure crashed over her over me.
 "You need me, don't you?" Jake growled in my ear, his voice hot and ragged. "You need me more than you ever needed Mark!"
 Jake's cock felt like it was on fire as he continued to pound into my tight, wet pussy. My muscles clenched around him, my body betraying me with each thrust.
 I let out a mewling whimper as another wave of pleasure crashed over me. I had never felt so alive, so wanted, as I did in this moment with Jake. Where I should have felt guilt for betraying Mark, all I felt was an overwhelming bliss.
 As the pleasure subsided, my mind reeled as I thought about I got here, to this moment, betraying my husband, body and soul, on our marital bed.
 After the party, I could not stop thinking about Jake, or Mark’s reaction to the idea of his rival fucking me. So, when Jake had shown up unannounced one day, while Mark was at work, it didn’t take long for him to worm his way into my bed and into my cunt.
 The truth was, Jake was exactly the man I had been looking for. He didn’t care about me or my husband, all he wanted was to conquer my body. And conquer my body, he did. In the kitchen, in the living room, in our bed. Not a room in the house didn’t remind me of Jake’s powerful smell and his hard body forcing me to orgasm after orgasm, reliving the past month of secret encounters with Jake.
 Mark suspected nothing. After the party, my husband had drawn into himself, no doubt ashamed that he had come thinking of his wife with his rival. That pulling away only made me want Jake more. And that I was doing it behind my husband’s back only increased the thrill despite the guilt I felt afterward.
 A lurid memory flashed through my wasted mind. I was lying on my stomach, speaking to Mark on the phone. I don’t know what we were discussing, something about dinner, but I couldn’t concentrate on his words because Jake behind me, hammering his hard body into my ass, his thick cock pinning me to the mattress.

 "Uh-huh, yeah, that sounds great," I managed to say, as Jake's thick, hard cock slid deep inside my wet pussy. I gasped, biting my lip harder to stifle the moans that threatened to escape my lips.
 Jake's hands gripped my hips, pulled me up on my elbows and knees, and yanked me back onto his throbbing length.
 My breath hitched as Jake thrust hard, his hips pounding into me with a merciless intensity. I had to bite the pillow to keep from screaming. It was as if Jake wanted me to come, wanted Mark to know who was really in control of his wife.
 "Are you okay, babe? You sound a little...distracted," Mark asked, genuine concern in his voice.
 "I'm fine, just...tired after a long day at work," I lied. “I’m just… tired I guess.”
 “Oh, well, you should get some rest.”
 “Yes!” I yelped as my body neared my peak. “I should!”
 Then, Mark had shoved my face into my pillow as I screamed out my orgasm. He continued to thrust inside me as my body shook and quivered on the bed, Mark talking to himself on the other end of the phone. Finally, I stopped shaking and Jake pulled out of me. He pulled my face from the pillow and I had just a moment to breathe before the thick ropes of his cum splashed across my lips and forehead. Thick, milky globs dripped from my chin and plopped on my phone. The cummy picture of Mark smiling up at me was both sad and ridiculous.

 “Well, I better get back to work,” Mark had said.. “I’ll see you when I get home, baby. I love you.”
 “I love you, too, Mark,” I said, then licked the last of Jake’s jizz from the tip of his cock, shame and excitement warring in my heart. “See you soon.”
 Another memory surfaced even as the first one drifted away. I had gone to Mark’s office, ostensibly so I could surprise him for lunch. Instead, Jake had pulled me into his office, ripped down my skirt, and fucked me on top of his desk.
 The danger of being caught only heightened my desire, and I came almost immediately as Jake clapped a hand over my mouth and fucked me hard. The thought of Mark just down, working diligently while I was being fucked by his rival, sent spikes of hot lust to my cunt.

 "Such a naughty girl, fucking your husband's boss in the office," Jake whispered into my ear, his breath hot against my skin. "Does it turn you on, knowing he could walk in on us at any moment?"
 "Y-yes," I admitted.
 “I want to hear you scream when you come,” I remember him hissing in my ear. “I want the whole office to know you’re my slut.”
 The very idea of the office knowing my husband’s shame touched off one of the most powerful orgasm I’s ever had. I screamed, of course I screamed, but Mark covered my mouth at the last moment so it was muffled. Still, I know someone had to hear it as I came on his cock, thrashing against his desk.
 I finished Jake off on my knees, looking up at him as he filled my mouth with his come. He made me show him his load before I swallowed it. I swirled it around my mouth, like a good little whore, then swallowed the whole thing.
 Jake pushed me out the door, as a while later, my dress wrinkled and my mouth sticky with his come. I stumbled down the hall, my heart pounding in my chest, and found Mark at his desk. He seemed surprised to see me and didn’t even notice the taste of Jake’s come in my mouth when I kissed him. The thrill of kissing my husband with Jake's jizz still on my lips was indescribable–it made me feel dirty, powerful, slutty, all at the same time.

 "Mark's such a pathetic loser, isn't he?" Jake’s voice brought me out of my reverie. I was on my bed again, Jake’s cock buried deep inside me.
 "Jake, don't—" I began, but my protest was cut off by a moan as he filled me completely, his thick cock stretching me open.
 "Face it, slut, you love getting fucked by a real man, not that spineless excuse for a husband!" Jake’s fingers dug into my flesh, leaving marks as he pulled my hips upward to meet the savage thrust of his cock.
 As much as I wanted to deny it, I reveled in the humiliation and degradation. Over the last few weeks, Jake had awakened an animal inside of me, one that needed a strong alpha male to satisfy her, something Mark could never do.
 "Ha! You can't even defend him, can you?"
 Jake's voice taunted me, low and rough with desire, as he fucked me harder and faster. The pleasure intensified, a heady rush of sensation that left me breathless and unable to focus on anything else. Every stab of his cock felt like a wound, a savage mark of his dominance over me. I was completely at his mercy, my senses overwhelmed by the intensity of being torn open, then reformed into a perfect receptacle for his pleasure. Is this really what I had become? Not just a cheating whore, but a weak, submissive woman to boot?
 My trembling body told me all I needed to know. Every thrust reinforced my connection with Jake, forcing me further and further from Mark. At that moment, there was nothing but Jake’s body and his raw power fucking my soul.
 "Please, Jake... just fuck me," I begged, giving in to the lust. My guilt was burned away by the lust pulsing through my veins, urging me to submit to the man who held such power over my body.
 "Such a greedy little slut," Jake growled, pounding into me relentlessly. My nails dug into his shoulders as I tried to hold on, feeling the familiar tightening in my core as my climax approached.
 "Harder!" I cried out, desperate for release. "Fuck me harder, Jake!"
 "Is this what you want, Sarah? You want me to fuck you like the whore you are?" His voice was rough and dirty, and it only fueled my desire. “What about Mark?”
 "I don’t care!" I sobbed. “Just fuck me!”
 "Tell me who your pussy belongs to," Jake demanded, his thrusts becoming more urgent.
 "Y-you! It belongs to you, Jake!" I admitted, a mixture of shame and arousal coursing through me.
 My confession sent me careening over the edge, and my body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed through me, leaving me gasping for air and completely drained. The intensity of the experience was overwhelming, a fiery inferno that consumed every inch of my soul.

 The primal explosion of ecstasy left me exhilarated and exhausted at the same time. As I lay there, basking in the tingling sensations still coursing through my veins, I couldn't help but wonder if anything could ever compare to this intense, all-consuming climax.
 Jake smiled triumphantly, capturing my lips in a searing, passionate kiss. As our tongues danced together, I realized that I no longer cared about hiding our affair. All that mattered was the pleasure and intensity that Jake offered me–something I knew Mark could never provide. I had crossed the line, and there was no going back.
 "Good girl," Jake murmured against my lips as he finally slowed his thrusts, our bodies still pressed tightly together. "Now you know where you belong."
 At that moment, I was completely consumed by the ecstasy Jake had brought me. My mind and body were entirely under his control, leaving me longing for more. The knowledge that I had betrayed Mark weighed heavily on my conscience, but the desire for the forbidden pleasure Jake offered was simply too powerful to resist.
 I looked over at our picture again, but in the intensity of our fucking, it had been knocked over and I could no longer see Mark’s smiling face. It didn’t matter. The couple in that picture was gone. All that remained was a sweating, cheating wife riding out the last of her orgasm, her juices soaking into the marital bed.
 Mark didn’t need to see that.

6
Mark
 I could see everything. Jake’s hard, slick body plowing between Sarah's wet and wasted thighs. My wife’s pink pussy lips clinging to his massive cock, so much bigger than I had imagined, as he pulled out of her. Jake burying his cock deep into Sarah’s gaping pussy until his fat balls smacked against her ass.

 Sarah looked spent, her eyes closed to slits, moaning weakly with each thrust of Jake's cock. Despite my shock and pain, I couldn't help but be drawn to the lewd scene before me. The sight of their sweat-slick bodies mashing together, the sounds of their moans and grunts, and the hot, musky smell of sweat and sex in the air–it all stirred a sickening lust within me. I swayed on my feet, my mind reeled away from what was in front of me, pushing me deep into the events that had led me to this point.
 I had suspected the affair from the start. It’s not like they kept it hidden. Jake would disappear from the office for hours on end, and his smirking assistant, Ellsworth, offered no explanation. As if that wasn’t bad enough, word had seemed to spread around the office and I was often met by sympathetic looks or covered smiles.
 I still might have brushed it off, not believing Sarah, the love of my life, could be that cruel when she showed up at the office out of the blue. I only heard about her arrival from Tom, who told me Jake had pulled her into his office.
 My chest tight, I hurried to Jake’s office, only to be met by Ellsworth. Ellsworth grinned and said Mr. Connors was in a meeting and could not be disturbed.
 That’s when I heard them. Sarah’s unmistakable moans filtered through the office door, then abruptly went quiet. I stood there, as I felt the eyes of my co-workers burning into me. I was just about to force my way past Ellsworth when the door opened and Sarah appeared. She smiled brightly at me as if her wrinkled dress and flushed cheeks were completely natural. Then she kissed me! She fucking kissed me in front of everyone! I could still remember the swampy, salty taste on her tongue, which I realized with a sickening lurch in my guts was Jake’s cum. She was kissing me with my rival’s cum in her mouth in front of the whole office! The rage and humiliation was almost too much to bear, but what could I do? Everyone was watching.

 To add salt to my open wounds, Jake emerged a moment later, his wide, shit-eating grin burning into me.
 “You two have a good lunch!” he said so the whole office could hear him. “I’m sure Sarah is hungry!”
 I heard the snickers from my co-workers, and I felt Sarah tense. Lunch would have been a perfect time to confront her, but the pain was too raw, my raging hard-on too insistent. So, I kept my mouth shut and barely ate anything while Sarah chatted away like she hadn’t just fucked Jake in his office and gurgled his cum while I waited outside.
 Instead, I tortured myself with fantasies of their illicit encounters. I imagined Sarah and Jake together, locked in lewd positions, while the rest of the office snickered behind my back. It made me sick to my stomach, but at the same time, it aroused me in ways I couldn't understand. The only relief I could find was by jerking off in my car after work or in the office bathroom, my shame and pain only relieved by the fleeting pleasure of my orgasm.
 "Oh my God, Mark?" Sarah's shocked squeal ripped me back to the present. “Oh, my—”
 Whatever she was going to say was choked off as Jake hammered deep inside her, forcing her face into the pillows. He placed a hand on her head and held her there while his slick, hard body smacked mercilessly between her legs.
 "Mark!" Jake laughed, still fucking my wife. "Shouldn’t you be at work?"
 I wanted to lunge at him, to wipe that smug grin off his face, but my body refused to cooperate. My disgust and lust held me in place, paralyzed and powerless.
 "Look at your husband, slut!" Jake ripped his cock out of Sarah's body and pulled her up onto all fours. She obeyed weakly, her wasted body like a puppet for Jake to control. I had never seen her so cock drunk in my life.
 "Please, Mark," she whimpered, meeting my gaze. "I didn't want you to find out like this."
 Sarah's apology transformed into a guttural moan as Jake slammed his hips into her, driving his cock deep inside. Her breasts swung wildly with each powerful thrust, leaving no doubt in my mind about the intensity of their coupling.
 "Mark... I'm sorry," she panted between moans, her eyes locking onto mine. "But I need... someone like him."

 "Someone like me?" Jake sneered, not missing a beat as he continued to fuck Sarah senseless. "You mean someone who can actually satisfy a woman?"
 His words cut through me like a knife, igniting a mixture of humiliation and arousal that left me reeling.
 "Jake... please..." Sarah whimpered, her voice barely audible over the wet slaps of flesh colliding against flesh.
 "See, Mark? This is what your wife needs–a real man who can take control and dominate her," Jake taunted. "Not a pathetic little bitch like you who can barely keep it up long enough to get inside her."
 I could feel my face burning with shame, but I couldn't look away as Jake's hands dug into Sarah's hips, his fingers leaving deep dimples in her flesh as he pulled her back onto his cock with every violent thrust. Sarah’s eyes narrowed to slits, her mouth wide open, drool dripping from her lips as he slammed into her. I could tell by the lewd look on her face that my once loving wife was gone, replaced by a submissive whore for my rival’s cock.
 "Isn't that right, Sarah? Tell your husband how much better it feels to be fucked by a real man," Jake hissed in her ear. “Tell him!”
 "Y-yes!" she cried, her body trembling on the edge of her orgasm. "It's... it's so much better!"
 "Shit, Sarah... you're squeezing me so fucking tight," Jake grunted, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he neared his own climax. "I bet Mark never made you feel like this, did he?"
 "Never," she gasped, tears streaming down her cheeks as she continued to meet my gaze. "Mark... I'm so sorry... but I can't help it... I need this."
 "Pathetic," Jake spat, looking directly at me. "I've got your wife begging for more, and all you can do is stand there with your dick hard in your pants, watching like the fucking loser you are."
 "Fuck you," I hissed through gritted teeth, my hands shaking with anger and humiliation.
 "Believe me, Mark," Jake smirked, never breaking eye contact as he relentlessly pounded into Sarah. "I'm already doing a damn good job of that."
 "Oh, God yes! He’s doing such a good job of fucking meee!" Sarah screamed, her voice trembling with ecstasy as Jake continued to fuck her in front of me. My heart wrenched in agony, yet my eyes remained transfixed by the lewd spectacle unfolding before me. Sarah's body writhed and convulsed beneath Jake's powerful thrusts. Her breasts bounced with every impact, her nipples hard and erect. She was slick with sweat, her skin glistening in the dim light of the bedroom.
 Jake's cock was buried deep inside her, pumping in and out with a rhythm that was both hypnotic and maddening. With each thrust, Sarah's body shuddered and spasmed, her muscles clenching and unclenching around Jake's shaft as she drew closer and closer to orgasm.
 I saw the tension building in her face, her eyes rolling back into her head as she lost herself in the sensation. She threw her head back, arching her back and desperately shoving her ass backward to meet Jake's thrusts. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her moans and cries growing louder and more desperate.
 And then it happened. Sarah's body went rigid, her muscles tensing as a wave of pleasure washed over her. She screamed, a long, low keening sound that seemed to come from the very depths of her soul. Her eyes squeezed shut, her lips parted, and her fingers dug into the sheets as she came. Her entire body shook like she was receiving electric shocks, her orgasm making every nerve ending quiver with release.

 Finally, exhausted, she fell forward onto our marital bed, moaning incoherently as she drooled onto the sheets.
 "Look at that, Mark," Jake sneered, his hands gripping Sarah's hips as he pulled her back onto his thick cock. "That’s what a real orgasm looks like. She’s never going to want your little dick again!"
 "Shut up," I muttered, my cheeks burning with shame as I watched my wife's body arching towards him, desperate for more of his brutal thrusts.
 "Tell him, Sarah," Jake commanded, his voice rough with lust. "Tell him how much you love my cock."
 "Y-yes," she moaned, rolling her head to look at me. "It's... it's so good, Mark. I've never felt anything like this before."
 Each word felt like a dagger in my chest, but I couldn't deny the arousal coursing through my veins as I witnessed Sarah's complete surrender to Jake. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of my pants, my balls twin boils of anger and lust burning between my legs.
 "Look at him," Jake taunted, staring directly at me while he fucked my wife. "He knows he can't compare to me. He knows he'll never be able to satisfy you like I can."
 "Stop it," I said, but this time my voice was more of a plea than a command.
 "Make me," Jake grinned wickedly as he pulled out of Sarah. My wife groaned and flopped to her side, as if Jake’s cock was the only thing holding her up. Jake flipped her onto her back and I watched in horror as he stroked his monster cock, slick with my wife’s cum, above Sarahs’s face.
 That was bad enough, but worse was the look on Sarah’s face as she looked up at Jake, a look of loving submission. Never, in all our years of marriage, had she ever looked at me with such lust, such devotion, as she did with Jake.
 “You want my cum all over your face, slut? Is that what you want?”
 “Yes, baby!” Sarah cried lovingly, running a finger over her bottom lip. “Please, give your slut your cum, baby! Cum all over my slutty slut face.”

 God, the words coming from my wife’s mouth, words for another man, made my cock throb. I almost came in my pants as Jake grunted and the fat head of his cock bulged, then burped out a thick dollop of cum onto Sarah’s lips. I thought that was it until, a moment later, he groaned and a massive rope of jizz spurted from his cock and slashed across Sarah’s face from chin to hairline. More ropes followed, and my wife moaned, bathing in Jake’s thick cum as it spattered across her cheeks and chin, dripping over the bridge of her nose and even into her nostrils. She was breathing his cum!
 "Look at her, Mark," Jake lifted Sarah’s face so I could see the gooey mess he had made of my wife. One eye was gummed shut with jizz, her lips bubbling with milky white sperm. She smiled at me, like she was posing for a picture as Jake laughed. "She's never been more beautiful than she is right now, has she?"
 My heart shattered into a million pieces as I stared at Sarah–my wife–dripping in the lewd essence of a man I hated. And despite my overwhelming sense of betrayal and humiliation, my cock and balls throbbed in my pants, begging for release.

 "Aww, it looks like Mark is turned on by his wife being fucked by a real man," Jake laughed. "I want you to use those pretty hands of yours to make him feel what he's been missing."
 Sarah looked at me with a mixture of shame and lust in her eyes, jizz dripping from her lashes, hesitating for just a moment before slowly sliding off the bed, then crawling across the floor towards me, drops of Jake’s jizz leaving a trail on the floor.
 "Are you enjoying this, Mark?" she bubbled through her cummy lips, tugging at my pants. "Is this what you wanted all along? To watch your wife get fucked by a real man?"
 “Sarah, no, please…” I moaned, but didn’t stop her as she opened my pants and pulled out my turgid cock. She laughed as she saw how hard I was, a drop of Jake’s cum oozing from her chin and dripping onto my pants.
 “Oh, ho! You are hard!” Sarah smirked. “I can’t believe you liked seeing me fuck the guy you hate. It’s so… “
 “Pathetic,” Jake laughed, finishing her words. Sarah blushed through Jake’s cum.
 “I was going to say cute. You still want me, don’t you, Mark?” she asked, and I gasped as she gripped my cock in her hot, hard fingers. “Even though I like Jake sooo much better!”
 “Oh, God, Sarah, please!” I whimpered, but her words only made my balls tighter. The anger, pain, and shame all combining to fuel the lust boiling in my tortured testicles.
 Sarah’s touch was electric, each stroke designed to bring me to orgasm as quickly as possible.
 "Look at you," she chuckled. "You can't even satisfy your own wife."
 "Please, Sarah," I moaned, unable to resist the pleasure she was giving me despite the degradation that gnawed at my soul. "Don't stop..."
 "Stop?" she laughed cruelly. "I'm not stopping until you come, just like Jake did."
 With that, Sarah increased her pace, her hand working me mercilessly as she continued to humiliate me. She puckered her lips and drops of Jake's cum dribbled down onto my throbbing shaft. I groaned in surrender as her hand rubbed his jizz into my flesh, working even faster.
 "Come on, Mark," Sarah taunted. Her kindness had disappeared, replaced by cruel amusement. "Show us how much you love being a cuckold."
 My entire body spasmed, overwhelmed by the mixture of intense pain and pleasure pulsing through my balls. My thoughts shattered into countless fragments under the weight of lust, humiliation, and complete surrender. As hot streams of jizz burst from my cock and landed harmlessly onto my belly, I felt like a mere shell of my former self - gasping for breath, completely shattered and utterly used up.

 "Sorry, baby," Sarah whispered, her voice softening as she leaned in to kiss me. "I guess the better man got your job and your wife."
 I heard Jake’s laugh as Sarah’s lips met mine. She slid her tongue into my mouth, and my tongue responded instinctively to the tender moment.

 Suddenly, Jake's acrid cum flooded my mouth, coating my tongue with his thick, slimy mess. As I moaned in defeat, Sarah chuckled into my mouth, the bitter taste of my new reality finally becoming all too clear.
***
I hope you enjoyed this book! If you did, sign up for my Ream and read the next chapter in the series about the Sarah's fiery friend Tina and her husband, Eric! The first chapter is already published with new chapters coming twice a week. 
﻿Not only that, you get access to all of my Exclusive Ream content! 
https://reamstories.com/page/ljav6i52qw/story/m16s88fde2/chapter/8b1df78a-f627-4c07-a6fd-06098e1aae46
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