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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.
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