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I awoke to the sounds of muffled moans and ragged breaths. At first, I thought I was dreaming. I reached over and felt for Sam, but her space was empty. That’s when I heard a suppressed whimper that wasn’t pain or fear.

It was excitement.

I slowly turned towards sounds. The dawning realization of what was happening filled me with a dreaded mix of anger, hurt, and confusion. I cracked open my eyes and peered through the darkness to witness the lewd scene unfolding before me.

There in the dimly lit hallway, Sam, my beautiful redhead wife, was being fucked by Cal. She was bent over at the waist, her pale fingers clawing at the doorjamb as Cal hammered into her from behind. One powerful hand was clamped over Sam’s mouth, holding back her screams, but not enough to let me sleep.

"Look at your pathetic husband," Cal hissed just loud enough for me to hear. "He'll never be able to satisfy you like this."

Unable to look away, I watched as my wife opened her eyes, tears streaking her cheeks. She moaned against his hand and the muscles in Sam’s stomach contracted and released, her hips bucking ‌against Cal's body. Her breasts bounced against her rib cage with each savage thrust. I felt a hot knife of envy slip into my guts as my boss's son gave my wife intense pleasure while all I could do was watch.

Still, despite the pain of Sam's betrayal, my body responded to the lurid sight of my wife being hammered by Cal's hard, glistening body. Every powerful snap of his hips drove Sam forward, her body taking every inch of Cal's thick cock. Every violent thrust was accompanied by the sloppy, wet smacks of flesh hitting flesh as my enemy drove my wife closer and closer to the edge.

And then, with one final, keening cry into Cal’s hand, Sam came. Her whole body convulsed, her back arching backward as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. I could see her muscles clenching and releasing, her cunt squeezing Cal's cock as she rode out her orgasm.

Cal grinned triumphantly and pulled his cock from Sam's quivering cunt. A torrent of my wife’s juices splashing on the floor. Sam fell forward and gripped the wall, but she was too weak to hold herself up. Instead, she fell slowly to her knees, kneeling before Cal and his huge, glistening monster.

A deep, guttural grunt of pleasure rippled through Cal's chest as he forcefully pushed his dripping shaft into my wife's eagerly waiting mouth. His fingers gripped her red hair, pulling at the strands as he ruthlessly fucked her face with vicious stabs of his thick cock. The sound of Sam’s gurgles filled the air. It was a scene so obscene, so lewd, I couldn’t look away.

As Cal's body tensed, I knew he was about to come. His face twisted into a look of pure bliss, and my stomach churned as he held Sam's head firmly, growling as he filled her mouth with his jizz. To my shock, Sam clasped him firmly between her lips, her eyes watering as she struggled to hold his entire load in her mouth.

My heart raced as I lay there, powerless and humiliated, my cock leaking as I watched my wife take another man’s cum, something she had never done for me.

Cal leaned in close to Sam, his voice low and commanding. "Show me," he hissed, his eyes locked onto hers. Obediently, Sam opened her mouth, revealing the sticky pool of cum that filled it. My stomach lurched at the sight.

"Swallow it," Cal ordered, a cruel smile playing on his lips. I watched as Sam struggled to comply, her throat working to choke down his seed. The disgust I felt was undeniable, yet the pain in my cock increased to the point of bursting.

Cal whispered something else to Sam, too quiet for me to hear, before he cuffed her under the chin. She nodded weakly, then rose unsteadily to her feet, still trembling from her orgasm. With faltering steps, she made her way back to the bed, her body slick with sweat.

I squeezed my eyes shut, feigning sleep as she approached, praying she wouldn't see the tears that threatened to spill from my eyes. But the moment her lips pressed against my cheek, I barely suppressed a flinch as the sticky residue of Cal's cum on my wife's lips left a burning mark on my face.

"I’m sorry," she murmured. My heart stopped. Did she know I was awake and watching?

Then, as if nothing had happened, she slid into bed beside me, nestling her body against mine. The moist warmth of her clammy and the smells of cum and sex made bile sting the back of my throat. My mind reeled, torn between anger, betrayal... and a sick, twisted arousal that made my cock strain against my boxers. The pressure in my balls made the shame worse, and the knife in my guts twisted just a little bit more.
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