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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.
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