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      Trace hesitated in the doorway, his fingers tightening around the door handle. His breath hitched as his gaze locked onto Cara, sprawled across the bed like a goddess waiting to be worshipped. She lay on her side, one leg bent slightly, the sheer black negligee she wore clinging to her curves, doing little more than teasing at what lay beneath. The fabric was so thin, so delicate, that the sunlight turned it nearly transparent, revealing the dark outline of her nipples, already hard, already begging for attention. The swell of her hips, the dip of her waist, the way her blonde hair fanned out across the pillow—it was all too much. His cock twitched in his slacks, a pathetic little stir of arousal that only made him feel smaller.

      Cara didn’t turn to look at him, but the corners of her lips curled into a knowing smirk. She could feel his eyes on her, could practically taste the desperation rolling off him in waves. She shifted slightly, letting the negligee ride up just enough to expose the smooth skin of her inner thigh, the faintest hint of her bare pussy peeking through the sheer fabric. She wasn’t wearing panties. Of course she wasn’t. She never did when she knew Trace would be watching.

      Trace swallowed hard, his throat dry. He stepped fully into the room, the door clicking shut behind him. The sound was too loud, too final, like the snap of a lock sealing his fate. His pulse hammered in his ears, but he forced himself to speak, his voice steady despite the tremor in his hands. “Cara.”

      She finally turned her head, her blue eyes locking onto his. There was a challenge in them, a dare. She knew what he was about to ask. She’d known for days, ever since he’d first brought it up over wine, his voice shaking, his cock already shrinking at the thought. She’d laughed then, a low, throaty sound that had made his stomach clench. You’re serious? she’d asked, and the way she’d said it—like it was the most ridiculous, most delicious thing she’d ever heard—had only made him harder. Pathetically harder.

      “I’ve been thinking about something,” he said now, his voice carefully controlled. He took another step forward, his shoes sinking slightly into the plush carpet. The room smelled like her—vanilla and something darker, muskier, the scent of her arousal already thick in the air. His cock ached, but not in the way he wanted. It was a dull, needy throb, the kind that came from knowing he’d never be enough. “I have a friend. Jerrod. And I… I really want you to meet him.”

      Cara arched an eyebrow, her fingers tracing idle circles over the swell of her breast, her nail grazing her nipple through the fabric. The negligee was so flimsy, the movement made the material cling to her, outlining the stiff peak. “Oh?” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. “And why’s that, baby?”

      Trace’s mouth went dry. He could see the outline of her pussy lips now, the way the sheer fabric clung to the dampness there. She was already wet. Already ready. The thought made his stomach twist. “He’s… different,” he managed, his voice cracking slightly. “Bigger. And I want to watch him fuck you.”

      The words hung in the air between them, heavy and obscene. Cara’s smirk deepened, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip. She didn’t say anything for a long moment, letting the silence stretch, letting him squirm. Then, slowly, she sat up, the negligee slipping off one shoulder, exposing the creamy slope of her breast. The nipple was dark pink, already tight, already aching. She knew how much he loved her tits. Knew how much it killed him to see them on display for someone else.

      “You want that?” she asked, her voice a purr, her fingers trailing down her stomach, dipping beneath the hem of the negligee. She didn’t touch herself—not yet—but the threat was there, the promise. “You want to sit there like a good little cuck and watch another man breed me?”

      Trace’s cock jerked, a useless little spasm. He could feel the pre-cum leaking into his boxers, sticky and shameful. “Yes,” he breathed.

      Cara laughed, the sound rich and dark, like honey laced with poison. “God, you’re pathetic,” she murmured, but there was no real cruelty in it. Just amusement. Just Hunger. She leaned back on her hands, spreading her legs just a little wider, letting the negligee ride up to expose the glistening pink folds of her pussy. She was dripping. The sight made Trace’s knees weak. “And what if I don’t want to, huh? What if I say no?”

      Trace’s hands clenched at his sides. He knew the game. Knew she was playing with him. But the fear was real, the desperation. “Then I’ll beg,” he said, his voice raw. “I’ll get on my knees right now and beg you, Cara. Please. I need this.”

      She tilted her head, studying him like a predator sizing up prey. Then, just as she was about to speak, the door to the bedroom swung open.

      Trace jumped, his heart lurching into his throat. Cara didn’t even flinch. She just smirked, her eyes flicking to the doorway as a shadow filled the frame.

      Jerrod.

      Fuck.

      He was huge. Not just tall—though he had to be at least six-four—but broad, his shoulders nearly spanning the width of the doorway. His dark skin gleamed under the sunlight, the muscles of his arms and chest straining against the tight black t-shirt he wore. His biceps were thick, corded, the veins standing out like ropes beneath his skin. The tattoo of a lion on his left arm seemed to snarl as he moved, alive with the shift of his muscles. His jeans were slung low on his hips, the denim molded to his thighs, the bulge at his crotch obscene even through the fabric.

      Trace’s cock wilted.

      Jerrod’s gaze swept over the room, lingering on Cara for a long, hungry moment before flicking to Trace. His lips curled into a smirk, slow and knowing. “Well, well,” he rumbled, his voice deep, gravelly, the kind of voice that vibrated in your chest. “Looks like someone’s eager to be put in their place.”

      Trace’s face burned. He took a stumbling step back, his thighs hitting the edge of the cuck chair. He sank into it without thinking, the vibrant green fabric cool against his ass. The chair was low, forcing him to look up at Jerrod, at Cara. At the two of them, already circling each other like wolves.

      Jerrod kicked the door shut behind him, the sound echoing like a gunshot. His eyes never left Cara as he reached down, gripping the hem of his shirt. In one smooth motion, he pulled it over his head, tossing it aside. His chest was a wall of muscle, his abs carved like stone, a thin trail of dark hair leading down into the waistband of his jeans. Cara’s breath hitched, her fingers twitching against the bedspread.

      “So,” Jerrod said, his voice a low growl as he unbuckled his belt, the metal clink loud in the quiet room. “This little man wants me to fuck his wife, huh?”

      Trace’s stomach twisted. His cock, traitor that it was, gave another weak throb. He couldn’t look away. Couldn’t breathe.

      Jerrod’s jeans hit the floor. His boxers followed. And then his cock was out, springing free, thick and massive, the dark shaft already glistening with pre-cum. The head was broad, flushed dark with blood, the veins standing out like cords along the length. It had to be at least nine inches, maybe more, the girth so thick Trace’s hole clenched just looking at it.

      Cara made a soft, needy sound, her thighs pressing together. “Fuck,” she whispered.

      Jerrod chuckled, stepping closer, his cock bobbing with each movement. He gripped the base, giving it a slow stroke, his thumb smearing the pre-cum over the swollen head. “That’s the idea, baby,” he murmured, his eyes locked on Cara. “Now get the fuck over here and show me what that pretty little cunt can do.”

      Trace’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. His cock was hard now, aching, leaking, but it didn’t matter. He was nothing. Nothing. Jerrod’s cock was a monster, the kind of dick that ruined women, that stretched them beyond reason, that made them forget men like Trace even existed.

      Cara didn’t hesitate. She crawled to the edge of the bed, her negligee riding up to expose her ass, the round globes of her cheeks flexing with each movement. She stopped just inches from Jerrod, her eyes level with his cock, her lips parted. She didn’t touch him. Not yet. She just looked, her breath coming faster, her chest rising and falling with each shallow pant.

      Jerrod tangled his fingers in her hair, gripping tight. “Open,” he commanded.

      Cara obeyed.

      Jerrod fed his cock into her mouth, not gently, not slowly—rough, shoving past her lips, stretching them wide. Cara gagged immediately, her eyes watering, but she didn’t pull back. She took him, her throat fluttering as she tried to relax, her hands clutching at the bedspread.

      “Fuck yeah,” Jerrod groaned, his hips rolling forward, forcing another inch into her mouth. “That’s it, take it. Show me how good you can suck cock, Cara.”

      Trace’s fingers dug into the arms of the cuck chair, his knuckles white. His cock was throbbing, his balls aching, but he didn’t dare touch himself. He wasn’t allowed. He was just supposed to watch. To learn.

      Jerrod pulled back slightly, letting Cara catch her breath, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. She gasped, her chest heaving, her mascara already smudged from the tears. “Good girl,” Jerrod murmured, stroking her cheek with his thumb. Then he gripped her hair again and shoved her back down, his cock disappearing between her lips.

      Cara gagged, her throat bulging as Jerrod hit the back of it. He didn’t stop. He just fucked her mouth, his hips snapping forward, his balls slapping against her chin. The sounds were obscene—wet, sloppy, the gagging, the coughing, the slurping as Cara struggled to breathe.

      “Look at her,” Jerrod grunted, his voice rough with arousal. He glanced at Trace, his eyes dark with amusement. “Look at your wife, Trace. Look how fucking eager she is to choke on my cock.”

      Trace’s face burned. His cock was dripping, his boxers sticky with pre-cum, but he didn’t move. He just watched, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

      Jerrod pulled Cara off his cock with a wet pop, her lips swollen, her chin glistening with spit. She coughed, her chest heaving, but her eyes were bright, her pupils blown with lust. “You like that, don’t you, slut?” Jerrod growled, gripping her jaw, forcing her to look at him. “You like being used. Like being fucked by a real man.”

      “Yes,” Cara gasped, her voice hoarse. “Please, Jerrod. Fuck me.”

      Jerrod smirked. Then, without warning, he grabbed her, hauling her up against him. His hands were everywhere—gripping her ass, squeezing her tits, his mouth crashing down on hers in a bruising kiss. Cara moaned into it, her body arching against him, her negligee riding up to expose her bare cunt.

      Trace’s cock ached. He could see everything—the way Jerrod’s fingers dug into Cara’s flesh, the way her nipples pressed against his chest, the way her thighs trembled as Jerrod’s cock ground against her stomach.

      Then Jerrod was moving, pushing Cara back onto the bed. She went willingly, sprawling across
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