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Mark's expensive laptop that his wife bought him for job hunting begins to ring with an incoming video call. It's his wife Sarah calling from her business trip in a fancy hotel room. "Hey babe," She says with a tired smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes. Something seems off, but Mark can't place it.

"Did you have a good day at work? I miss you so much when you're away." He asks, hoping to sound attentive and supportive even though he's been doing nothing at all day, sitting on the couch with nothing better to do than wait for her call. At 34 years old, Mark has been unemployed for nearly 6 months now. But Sarah's job pays well enough for both of them. Her boss is always working her overtime on weekends and she comes home stressed out every night.

"Ugh, he's working me so hard," Sarah groans. "The boss has had me in all kinds of positions all day, I barely got any real work done. And he's such a stickler for perfection, everything has to be just so or else..." She shakes her head, not wanting to get into it. "But enough about that. How was your day? Get up to anything exciting?"

Mark feels his cheeks flush with embarrassment and guilt, knowing there is no way to make his day sound good in comparison. He spent the morning watching TV shows, had lunch at a diner that he paid for on Sarah's card, and napped most of the afternoon.

"I didn't really do much," He mumbles. "Just watched some shows and relaxed."

"Well you need to stay busy! I hate thinking about you just sitting around all day." Sarah sighs, looking off camera for a moment before focusing back on him. "Maybe you could start volunteering or something? There's no shame in that. It would look good on your resume too."

Mark nods along but inside he feels like she's comparing him to her boss again, the man who provides for their lifestyle while Mark does nothing useful all day long. He knows it's his fault for not being a better husband and provider, but it stings hearing Sarah point it out.

"I'm trying babe, really," He says softly. "I just haven't found anything that suits me yet."

"Mmm I know." Sarah leans back against the plush hotel pillows with a yawn. "I'm totally exhausted though. This headache is not letting up and the boss wanted to go out for drinks after dinner but I had to beg to get off early. I just want to sleep now."

Mark's heart sinks at that, hoping she won't end the call too soon since it's their special time together before bed. "Well, maybe we could do a little role play first? You know, get frisky?" He suggests with a suggestive eyebrow waggle. They usually have sexy fun over video chat when Sarah is away.

Sarah frowns and shakes her head slowly. "I don't think so babe, not tonight. I'm just too tired." Her tone is firm but gentle like she's talking to a petulant child who doesn't understand why he can't always get what he wants. "I need to be well rested for the meetings tomorrow."

Mark pouts and slumps back in defeat, watching Sarah stretch her arms above her head. Her tight tank top rides up, revealing a strip of toned tummy as she yawns again.

"I guess I can't blame you," He sighs. "Okay well get some sleep then. Text me when you wake up."

"Will do babe. Love you." Sarah blows him a kiss before disconnecting the call without waiting for his reply.

He's about to turn off the laptop when he realizes that the call is still going. Mark watches in stunned silence as Sarah's figure appears in frame once more. She doesn't seem to realize her camera is still on.

Mark freezes up at first, not sure what to do or make of this situation. But then a familiar hunger stirs deep inside him as he sees his wife begin stripping off her clothes. The sight of her toned body and heavy breasts makes blood rush between his legs. He knows watching without permission is wrong but the temptation is too great.

Mark slowly unzips his pants, freeing his hardening cock as he watches Sarah in secret. The guilt gnaws at him but it's overridden by the delicious thrill of voyeuristic excitement. But for now, Mark indulges in this forbidden pleasure and strokes himself as he watches his beautiful wife strip...

Mark leans in close to the screen, eyes glued to Sarah's figure as she slowly removes each item of clothing. The camera angles up her body from below, showing off her curvy hips and toned thighs.

He breathes heavily, his free hand gripping his hard cock through his pants as he watches hungrily. "Fuck..." he whispers under his breath, imagining Sarah's slick wet heat engulfing him. He aches to feel that tight, silky warmth around his throbbing shaft, to bury himself deep inside her most intimate place.

The camera view shows of her shapely legs to her narrow waist. Mark can see she's wearing one of her sexiest black lace bra and panty sets, one that she says is very uncomfortable but makes her feel incredibly sexy. The set is barely holding back her heaving breasts and plump ass cheeks peeking out at him.

Mark's eyes widen as Sarah unclasps her bra, letting the lacy cups fall away. Her breasts wobble and strain under there own weight as the support of the bra is removed, swaying from side to side as she moves.

He bites his lip hard, his cock throbbing almost painfully now. "God damn..." Mark groans, imagining his hands squeezing and kneading those soft mounds, feeling them spill over his palms. He wants so badly to bury his face between her breasts and motorboat them until she's giggling with delight.

His other hand is furiously pumping his rock hard erection as Sarah hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. "Please...please..." he finds himself begging under his breath, not even sure what he's asking for. More? Less? Faster? Slower?

The black lace drops away and Mark gasps at the sight of Sarah's glistening wet folds. Her pussy is visibly slick and swollen with arousal. "Fuck, you're so fucking wet...so sexy..." he pants, his hand flying up and down his thick shaft now.

He's rock hard and achingly full, balls heavy with pent up need. Mark strokes himself fast as he watches Sarah get ready to sleep, completely unaware of her husband's illicit viewing. It makes it all the more thrilling for him, watching this private moment without her consent.

Mark's eyes go wide as Sarah drops gracefully to her knees on the hotel room carpet. He can see her lips moving as she mouths words, but she says nothing aloud and he can't make out what she's saying.

His heart races with a mix of arousal and unease. "What...?" He mutters, his stroking slowing down as Sarah gazes intently off camera. "What...is she looking at?"

A shadow passes across her face, something is in the room with her. Mark leans in closer to the screen, squinting.

Sarah's posture shifts subtly, she is relaxed and engaged. She is not scared or worried.

Mark feels his stomach knot up in dread.

Mark's blood runs cold as Sarah gazes up at a figure who slowly comes into view. Mark's heart pounds in his ears as he watches her kneel there so provocatively, utterly bare and exposed.

He can't make out any identifying features of the man, only see that it is a male silhouette. The person steps forward, standing over Sarah who remains motionless on her knees.

She looks up at him with an expression of adoring admiration. "Yes sir," she says softly.

The man responds but his voice is too low to pick up on the speaker. Mark feels like he's going to be sick as Sarah continues staring at the unknown person in what appears to be complete subjugation.

Tears of betrayal sting Mark's eyes and he wants to scream, to rage out. But he just sits there stunned and speechless. The worst part is how clearly she seems to be enjoying it.

Mark's cock throbs almost painfully hard at the sight of Sarah kneeling in such a submissive posture for another man.

As the camera exposure adjusts, Mark's stomach drops when he realizes who it is standing over her. "No...no fucking way..." he whispers in shock, eyes glued to the screen as Sarah gazes up at her boss with utter adoration written across her face.

Sarah remains kneeling there obediently, completely naked and exposed before him like a submissive pet. And from the look in her eyes, it seems clear she's likes it.

"You fucking slut..." Mark groans, his hand still furiously pumping his rock hard shaft as he watches with sick fascination. 

He wants to rage out, to scream and pound his fists against the wall. But instead he just sits there stunned and speechless, stroking himself while his wife debases herself for another man right in front of him without a care. The betrayal cuts deep but it only seems to make his arousal burn hotter.

Sarah looks up at him with a coy smile. "I will never have a headache with you boss."

"Good girl..." her boss replies approvingly, one hand reaching out to stroke her hair.

"Now do your job," he commands firmly and Mark watches in horror mixed with twisted arousal as she reaches up to unzip her boss' pants with expert fingers.

He can see her hands shaking slightly with excitement or nerves as she carefully unfastens him. Then she slips her hand into his pants and shuffles around as if she is fighting to free a heavy weight, she slowly pulls out his cock and Mark gasps at the size. 

It's huge, thicker than he's ever seen before. The thick shaft juts out obscenely, veins pulsing along the turgid length.

Sarah looks up at her boss with adoring eyes as she wraps a hand around the base, stroking him slowly and steadily.

Her other hand comes down to cup his heavy balls through the fabric. She massages them gently before slipping inside to fondle directly.

The boss groans in approval as Sarah works her hands over his manhood with confident strokes.

Mark feels a surge of jealous rage mixed with shameful arousal as he watches Sarah pull out her boss' large heavy balls from his pants, exposing the man to her hands and mouth.

Her fingers wrap around them, kneading and fondling as if she has done this many times before. The realization hits Mark like a punch to the gut, all those business trips with him... Sarah's comments about her boss always stretching her to the limit, putting her in tough positions and working her long and hard...

"You fucking whore..." Mark growls, his hand still furiously pumping his cock as he watches in sick fascination. "All this time...you've been sucking off another man behind my back..."

He wants to scream and rage but he just sits there stunned, stroking himself while watching Sarah debase herself for her boss. The betrayal cuts deep but it only seems to make his arousal burn hotter.

Sarah leans forward, parting her lush lips before him and dragging them along the side of his heavy sack in a long slow lick.

Her tongue swirls over his balls, lapping at them lovingly as if she is worshipping the source of her own pleasure. She alternates between suckling gently on one ball then another and rolling it around with her tongue.

The boss groans in pleasure, one hand coming down to cup the back of Sarah's head possessively.

Sarah opens wide, wrapping her lips around a heavy testicle. Mark gasps as he sees his wife's cheeks bulge obscenely from the sizeable weight she takes into her mouth.

Her boss groans in appreciation at Sarah's oral ministrations, his thick cock throbbing visibly above. "That's it...good girl," he praises, one hand reaching down to gently stroke her hair as she suckles his heavy sack with gusto.

The sight of Sarah worshipping another man's balls so passionately sends a surge of jealousy through Mark even as his own erection twitches in his grip. He can't remember a time when Sarah has ever sucked him like this, with such intensity and obvious enjoyment.

Mark's jaw drops open as he watches his wife's boss take his massive shaft in hand and smack it against Sarah's forehead with a meaty SLAP.

She just takes it, not flinching or pulling away even though Mark knows the impact must have been strong.

Sarah moans submissively around his sack, suckling harder as if in praise. Her boss grunts in approval and continues slapping his cock against Sarah's face almost like he's showing ownership over her.

Mark feels a surge of rage seeing another man treat his wife so degradingly. But beneath that is an undeniable arousal at Sarah's submissive obedience and enthusiasm for being used like this.

The boss suddenly grips her hair tightly and yanks her head back, forcing her to release his balls from her mouth with a wet pop. "Enough of that," he growls.

Mark gasps as he watches Sarah's boss forcefully notch his huge cockhead between his wife's soft parted lips.

The thick tip pushes past her
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