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Miles

I woke up the next morning feeling an ache in all of my muscles. I groaned as I sat up in bed, holding my head in my hands, my thoughts running to the previous night.

It felt like a dream, what had happened in the kitchen. Even now, in the cold light of morning, I couldn't make sense of it all. It was a jumble of images and pleasure and cries that ended in one thing: The most intense orgasm I'd ever had.

Karen.

I looked over and saw that her spot in bed was empty and cold. I shook my head and tried to clear the fog. I remembered our argument very clearly and felt shame at meeting with Brandy in secret. So, when Karen had dropped to her knees and grabbed my cock, I'd been too surprised and upset to stop her.

It began to come back to me as I slid out of bed. I was still naked. I'd been so tired after the kitchen I hadn't even put on my boxers or cleaned myself. My body was still sticky from our spent juices as I went into the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face.

I had been unable to get hard. I remembered now. Karen stroked my cock, wanting me so badly. I had wanted her too, but the anxiety had kept me from showing it. That is until Karen mentioned Brandy.

My cock twitched as I thought of Karen's harsh words. The humiliation had touched off that familiar fire inside my belly. I'd gotten hard and mad, and I used both of those emotions to punish Karen's willing body.

I was tempted to stroke my cock and jerk off in the bathroom. Just the thought of jerking off while Karen was out in the kitchen made me ashamed. Instead of stroking, I took a cold washcloth and washed my privates, cleaning off the residue from the night before.

Fully dressed, I walked out into the kitchen and saw Karen sitting at the kitchen counter. The same counter I had bent her over the night before with such ferocity I'd forced her into an orgasm. Again, I felt my cock twitch as I thought of the feel of her soft, lush body against mine and the heat of her wet, hot sex wrapped around my throbbing flesh.

"Hey there, Sleepyhead," Karen smiled as I came into the kitchen.

I took a moment to look her over. She seemed happy and content, her hair clean and brushed until it was shining. She was dressed only in a tight robe that barely contained her ample curves.

Karen saw me looking and grinned.

"Don't get any ideas!" she giggled as I kissed her and let my hands linger over the warm swell of her buttocks. "I have to go to work."

Work. With Kurt. The sense of jealousy rose within me, and with it, my arousal.

"You can call in sick," I said.

"I could," Karen said, setting a cup of coffee in front of me. "But where would be the fun in that?"

"Fun?" I asked. "What do you mean fun?"

Karen came around the counter and slid her body up against my back. I could feel the warmth of her skin through our clothes. Her body was soft and warm as she hugged me and whispered in my ear.

"I mean, why would I stay home when I could go to work with Kurt?"

I groaned, but my cock sprang to life. Why was I like this? Why did the idea of that asshole with Karen turn me on so much?

It was something that I had been asking myself a lot lately. Why did the idea of first Brandy and now Karen with my ex-boss get me so excited? The jealousy and pain, instead of making me angry, got me hot. Hotter than I had ever been with straight, vanilla sex.

Did I want Kurt to have my wife and my girlfriend? My brain said no, but as Karen slid her hand down over my cock, my body said yes, yes, yes.

"Come on, Miles," she giggled in my ear. "I know you like the idea."

"No..NO!" I gasped, but Karen's fingers were unbuttoning my trousers. She pulled them down, revealing my traitorous cock rock hard and ready.

"This said you're lying," she said in a teasing sing-song voice. "Why would you lie to me, Miles?"

"It's too much, Karen," I said.

"Nothing's going to happen," she said and licked her hand, then placed her warm, wet fingers on my cock. "Not unless you want it to."

"I don't," I said, and Karen stroked me hard and fast. I fell back against the counter, bracing myself against the countertop.

"Are you sure?" she said, bearing down on my cock. "Are you sure you don't want me to flirt with Kurt? You want me to touch him?"

"Oh, God! Oh, God! I" murmured. The pressure in my balls began to work up towards the head of my cock. Sticky droplets of pre-cum were forced out of my slit by Karen's rough stroking.

"Are you going to cum already?" she laughed. "You're so easy!"

"No! It's not like that! Fuck!"

My body teetered on the edge of orgasm. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back as I let myself go. Just as I was at the edge, Karen let go of my cock.

"What?" I looked up, confused. My cock was twitching as it searched for release.

"Well. since you're not turned on…" Karen grinned. "We should stop."

"No, don't!" I said, but Karen was already turning away from me, wiping my sticky precum off her hands with a dishtowel.

"I guess you'll just have to think about it while I'm at work."

She gave me a wink and laughed as she picked up her bag and headed towards the door.

"Don't worry, Miles," she said before she left. "I promise, I won't flirt with Kurt more than I usually do."

I groaned as she laughed and shut the door shut behind her. I knew she was joking, but part of me couldn't help but wonder. Would she flirt with Kurt? And if she did, was she doing it for her or for me?


Karen

I was still laughing as I drove into work. I knew it was cruel, leaving Miles high and dry like that, but it was his fault. Getting excited by his ex-wife's infidelity was one thing, but being turned on at the thought of me with Kurt was unbelievable.

Plus, I knew that leaving him wanting more would only make sex tonight that much more explosive.

I felt a warmth spread through my chest and belly. I won't lie. It felt good to have two men attracted to me. Maybe not for the reasons I wanted, but right now, I was a fantasy for both of them, and that made me feel sexy and powerful.

I pulled into the parking lot and thought about the last time I had seen Kurt. He had kissed me, a kiss I had momentarily returned in my confusion and anger at Miles for seeing Brandy again. I felt a little bad for not telling Miles about the kiss, but I didn't know if he could handle it. Of course, seeing how excited he got thinking of Brandy with Kurt, maybe it wouldn't bother him. Still, there was a line between fantasy and reality. I wasn't sure either one of us was ready to cross yet.

The last time I had seen Kurt, I'd smack him across the face. I didn't know what would happen when I went into the office. Would Kurt fire me, ignore me, or want to fuck me? I guessed it would be the latter. Kurt wasn't one to let a little slap stop him.

I decided as I entered the front door to the office that I wasn't going to make it easy on him. As far as I was concerned, Kurt Brock needed some more punishment. Not to mention, the thought of messing with Kurt got me excited. Maybe by the end of the day, I'd have another story to tell Miles.

I noticed an immediate problem with my plan. Kurt was already in his office when I got in, which was unusual. Not only was he in his office, but he stayed in his office most of the morning. It didn't take me long to figure out that Kurt was hiding from me.

I wasn't going to allow that. I waited until late in the morning and decided to beard the lion in his den. I admit I felt a thrill of fear. What I was doing was wrong, but it was the sheer wrongness that made me so excited. I was going to beat Kurt at his own game.

I opened my drawer and took out a pocket mirror. I fluffed my red hair, given it a  messy, sexy tousle on top of my head. Then, I unbuttoned an extra button on my blouse. I hesitated, looking at myself for a moment, then unbuttoned a second button, revealing just a hint of the lacy bra underneath.

Finally, I felt ready. I gave my reflection a wicked smile, picked up a stack of mail, and sashayed into Kurt's office.

"What do you need, Karen?" Kurt asked irritably as I came into his office.

He looked disheveled, a day's growth of sandy beard on his jaw. Kurt was usually well-groomed, his clothes neatly pressed. He always liked to look his best. But today, he looked positively ruffled.

"Hey, boss!" I said in a bright, cheery tone.

Kurt looked up at me and blinked through red-rimmed eyes. I recognized that look. He'd been out drinking all night like he had done after his father passed away. It would have made me laugh if it didn't bring up such sad memories for me.

"What's wrong with you?" I asked and placed the stack of mail on his desk.

"I don't want to talk about it," Kurt said, petulantly. Sometimes he could be such a little boy.

"Don't tell me you're mad at me!" I laughed.

"No," he said and made a show of looking through the stack of mail. With a furtive glance, he took in my body. I felt the familiar heat in my belly as his eyes stopped at my breasts, honing in on that extra undone button. "No, not you."

I didn't know whether to feel sorry for him or laugh at him. I decided to suppress my glee and sat down on the edge of his desk. I crossed my legs, letting the skirt ride up to mid-thigh. Kurt heard the soft 'shush' as my legs slid together and looked at me with his full attention.

Kurt's gaze lingered on my legs, and I couldn't help it. I just had to tease him.

"What's the matter, Kurty?" I pouted down at my boss. "Problems at home?"

Kurt glared at me, and I thought I had gone too far. Then, his expression softened, and he even gave me a weak smile.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" He asked.

"Just a little bit," I grinned and hopped off his desk, then straightened my skirt. "Ok, I'm enjoying this.'

Kurt shook his head, but his smile grew wider. He knew I was teasing him, but he liked it.

Kurt slowly reached out a hand to touch my hip. I felt a surge of excitement hit me between my thighs. I stepped sideways, and Kurt's hand barely grazed my side before falling back to his side.

He grinned, enjoying my skittishness. He stood up to his full height, and I retreated another step.

"I didn't think you'd want to talk to me after last night," he continued towards me.

Instead of backing up again, I stood my ground, forcing him to stop or make another move. I had already decided to give him another slap if he decided to take it too far.

He didn't.

"Did you tell Miles about our kiss?" Kurt said with a smirk.

I tried to ignore the dig at Miles. I knew it was just Kurt's way of trying to bring Miles down, but he was also trying to build himself back up. At least part of this flirtation was because of Kurt's insecurity. In his mind, Miles had the best of both worlds. He had me, ready and willing at home, and he still had Brandy's heart. Kurt was feeling lower than he had ever felt since his father's death. No wonder he looked disheveled.

"What? You want me to tell Miles about the way you forced me to kiss you? Or maybe I should tell him about how I slapped you across the face?"

Kurt laughed and bent over me. He was close, as close as he had been the night before. He smelled sweatier, muskier than before, a day without showering, making his manly scent slip through his cologne. My heartbeat sped up as I imagined him kissing me again.

"I didn't force you to kiss me," Kurt murmured, his breath on my face. "You kissed me back."

I inched closer, taking in his scent. He hesitated, thinking I was going to kiss him again. I dodged his lips at the last second and whispered in his ear.

"Whatever helps you sleep at night."

I turned on my heel and sauntered to the door. I could feel him watching me every step of the way.

I opened the door, then turned back to him, whipping my red hair in a theatrical way.

He was standing in the middle of the office, confused and breathing heavily. His excitement was obvious, and that only increased my arousal. God, he was hot!

"You look better, boss." I laughed. "You finally got some color in those cheeks."

Kurt grinned, no doubt seeing the same color echoed on my face. There was no doubt. We were both turned on.

"Must be the company," he said.

"Well, that's good!" I said. "Because we'll be working closely together all day!"

With that thought hanging in the air, I hustled out the door and left Kurt standing alone in his office.


Karen

I sat back down at my desk, but the heat between my legs wouldn't stop. I rubbed my thighs together, trying to suppress the excitement. The friction only made it worse.

I stayed at my desk as long as I could, just in case Kurt was watching. Finally, after about fifteen minutes of staring at my screen, I grabbed my purse and went to the bathroom.

I thought about grabbing a stall and rubbing one out right then and there. Just the thought of it, masturbating while Kurt sat in his office, thinking about me, was almost enough to get me off. Still, I liked the heat between my legs, and I didn't want to let it go.

I still had to focus on work, though. So I stood in front of the mirror and splashed cold water on my face, down my neck, and across the top of my chest until the heat receded.

I looked at myself in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed, my nostrils flared, and my pupils were dilated. Kurt's need turned me on.

"What are you doing, Karen?" I asked my reflection. The only answer was a sly smile on my face. The woman in the mirror looked like she knew exactly what she was doing. I wish I were that confident.

When I had collected myself, I returned to my desk. I was able to focus on work, but there was an intense frisson of excitement running through my body.

Caught up in the excitement, the day passed by quickly. When Kurt finally emerged from his office like a grumbly bear, I was able to talk to him like nothing had happened.

"You have a call with Lance Corcoran in ten minutes," I said brightly.

Kurt said nothing, just grunted. I watched as his eyes lingered on my breasts. I had not buttoned up my blouse, and he was able to look right down my shirt and see the lacy bra holding my round breasts tightly. I felt his gaze on my skin. It was all I could do to keep the bright, innocuous smile on my face.

"Kurt? Did you hear me?"

"Oh, I heard you," he said and finally looked into my eyes. "I heard you loud and clear."

Every word was loaded with innuendo. Every look he gave me sent shivers down my spine.

After a day of those looks and comments, I was on the edge of my seat. My panties were wet with excitement, and I couldn't wait to get home and share what I had done with Miles.

However, Kurt had other ideas.

"Karen?" Kurt called me on the phone at the end of the day. "Can you come into the office?"

The words were both exciting and ominous. The last person in the office had left a few minutes earlier, leaving Kurt and me alone. Still, I had started this game, and if I was going to win, if I was going to make Miles crazy, I had to see it through.

I entered Kurt's office full of confidence. I knew what he wanted, and I was determined not to give it to him. As I shut the door, I suddenly realized that Kurt wasn't at his desk. Instead, he was standing behind me, locking the door with a loud click.

"Wh...what are you doing?" I said and backed up, my ass hitting the edge of his desk.

"The question is, Karen,' Kurt said and closed in on me quickly, trapping me between the hardwood of the desk and his even harder body. "What are you doing?'

"I...I don't know what you mean?" I said and tried to slip away, but Kurt stopped me.

The sad, pitiful boy was gone, replaced by the smooth, confident predator. Like a shark, Kurt smelled blood in the water, and he was moving fast to take advantage of my weakness.

"You know exactly what I mean," Kurt said with a smirk. He lifted a hand to my cheek. I turned my face away from him. "Miles must not be doing enough at home if you're willing to flaunt it here at work."

"You don't know what you're talking about!"

"Don't I?"

Kurt grabbed my chin. With a firm grip, he turned my face until I was looking directly into his cold, gray eyes. "You forget. I know what makes Miles tick."

I froze as Kurt said the words. What did he mean? Did he really know about Miles's kink?

The hesitation was all Kurt needed. He laughed and pressed forward, his mouth covering mine. Once again, we were kissing, tongues battling inside our mouths. I wanted to fight, but it just felt so good!

This time, Kurt didn't give me time to breathe. Sensing my breaking point, he thrust a rough hand between my legs, forcing my skirt up to my waist. I tried to protest, but Kurt's mouth stole my breath.

Then, his fingers clawed their way inside my pussy.

Too much, I thought, but couldn't break free. I didn't want to break free.

My pussy relaxed around his probing digits, thrusting deep inside my pulsating flesh. He continued to kiss and bite my lips as he lifted me onto the desk.

That's it, Karen," Kurt murmured. "Just relax and enjoy it."

Kurt slid down my body and came to rest on his knees in front of me. I moaned pitifully, trying to summon up the strength to leave. The weight of what I was doing made me helpless, and Kurt, on his knees in front of me, made me wet.

"Oh, God!" I groaned as Kurt's mouth kissed my pussy, his tongue expertly licking from the bottom of my slit all the way up to my clit. "Fuck!"

I felt Kurt chuckle against my lips, and I felt a wave of shame pass over me as I submitted to his wonderful mouth. Two fingers joined his mouth, plunging in and out of my sopping pussy, as his tongue flicked at my clit.

It didn't take long for me to cum. I'd been turned on all day, first by teasing Miles and then teasing Kurt. I never thought it would go this far, but now that I was on the edge, I gave in to my needs. I fell back on Kurt's desk and let all of my cares go as my pussy spasmed once, twice, then burst in a torrent of juices as wave after wave of lust flooded my body. I twisted and bucked on the desk as Kurt continued to work me over until I finally came to a rest.

Kurt stood up and grinned down at me. I was woozy from my orgasm, and I looked up at him, unsure of what he would do. Slowly, he unbuttoned his shirt, teasing me as he slipped the white cotton off his shoulders, revealing his beautiful, muscular body. His relationship with Brandy had not softened him at all. If anything, he was more rigid, his smooth form marred by his muscles's sharp angles. It was as if he'd been whittled down to the essential muscles, bone, and blood.

I sat up slowly, never taking my eyes off Kurt as he unbuckled his pants. I knew I should stop this before it went too far. Maybe it already had, and perhaps I wouldn't be able to stop him, but I needed to try.

I sat forward on the desk and pushed his hands away. My fingers trembled as I slowly unbuttoned his pants and slipped them down over his hips.

My mouth went dry when I saw his long, thick cock spring upwards. He was hard for me, so hard. I couldn't help myself. In a trance, I reached out and wrapped my pale fingers around his throbbing, red shaft.

"That's it, Karen," Kurt coaxed me softly. "That's it, stroke that cock."

I knew I shouldn't do it, but I couldn't help myself. I grabbed his thick shaft in both hands and stroked it up and down, watching the fat head bulge and contract as if his cock was breathing. A thick dollop of pre-cum bubbled up out of the head and dribbled over my fingers, lubricating his shaft.

"Kiss it, Karen." Kurt's voice was a raspy whisper that made my heart hum in my chest. I licked my lips, wanting to taste it. Needing to taste it.

I slid off the desk, stroking his cock harder and faster. It wasn't enough, Kurt wanted more, and he pushed my shoulders gently, then with more force. I resisted him. I couldn't allow myself to fall to my knees in front of him. I stroked faster, thinking of Miles, thinking of him waiting at home for me and wondering, always wondering, what I was doing at work.

"Come on, Karen," Kurt urged. "Go ahead. You know you want to. Be a good girl and kiss my cock. Show me how much you want it."

His patronizing tone struck something deep inside me. My legs turned to rubber, and my knees gave way as I felt myself give into Kurt's need.

That's when my cell phone rang.

I had set the ringtone when Miles and I had first started dating. It was a silly song, a song that always reminded me of Miles.

Wild thing!

You make my heart sing!

The song woke me up out of my stupor. I stopped stroking.

Miles was calling. Miles, the man I loved.

Kurt pushed on my shoulders, but I shrugged him off. He tried to hold me still, but I ducked out of his grasp and slid past him.

Kurt looked at me, huffing hot air into his nose and out of his mouth. He had that hungry, lustful look in his eyes. It was a look that said he might be capable of anything, including forcing me down over his desk. The thought made me shiver with pleasure as I slipped my skirt back down over my hips. On the floor by my feet were my wet, crumpled panties. I bent down and picked them up.

"Sorry, Mr. Brock," I said. I was so very professional except for the smug smile on my face and the ball of panties in my hand. "I really need to go home now. My boyfriend is waiting."

I stepped forward and shoved my wet panties into Kurt's hand. He looked at them in confusion. How many times had he been at this point, and a woman had refused him? Not many, I expect. Maybe Brandy could do it, but I doubt someone like Kurt Brock took no for an answer very often.

"I…I…"

As he searched for words, I beat a hasty retreat from his office. My juices were still flowing down my legs, my pussy singing from the orgasm my boss had just given me. I needed to get out of there before I changed my mind.

I quickly scooped up my bag and phone from my desk, not looking back to see if Kurt was following. I didn't stop walking until I was safely in my car.

"Holy shit!" I said and checked my makeup in the mirror. I looked fine as if nothing had happened. I laughed with relief.

Did that really just happen? I asked myself. Did I really just have my hands on his cock?

I looked down at my hands, the pre-cum spreading out in sticky webs between my fingers. I lifted my fingers and stared, mesmerized by the residue of Kurt's lust.

You most certainly did! And you just left your boss high and dry.

I started the car ignoring the sticky cum on my hands.

"You deserve it, you bastard!" I snorted. "You fucking deserve it!"


Miles

"Brandy? Are you okay?"

"I'm fine, Miles," she said panting. 

"Why are you out of breath?" I asked, trying to keep the suspicion out of my voice.

"I'm not!" Karen said. "I just walked to the car!"

I tried not to get angry, but after the teasing she had given me that morning, being late seemed cruel.

When five o'clock rolled around, and Karen still wasn't home, I began to worry, and with that worry, I began to think. I imagined Karen with Kurt at work. Was she flirting with him? Was she...touching him?

I couldn't believe she would actually do that. She was just playing with me, messing with my mind and, not for nothing, turning me on in the process.

"Why are you late?" I asked.

Karen took a deep breath.

"Oh, you know," she said, and I could hear the giggle just underneath her words. "Kurt needed me to stay late."

"Really?" I said. "You haven't stayed late since… since…"

I didn't need to finish the sentence. Since Karen and I had gotten together, she had never once stayed late at work. She had never needed to. She was efficient during the day, and whatever she needed to do, she could do at home.

"Well," Karen said. "What can I say? The time just got away from us."

"From us," I was finding it hard to breathe. My stomach churned as all the nasty, dirty thoughts I'd had suddenly crystallized into reality. She was fucking him. She had to be.

"Oh, Miles," Karen laughed. "Listen, I'm in the car on my way home to you. We can talk when I get there."

"Oh...Ok…" I said, searching for something else to say. Hanging up felt like losing. I just didn't know why.

"See you in a few minutes," Karen said.

The phone went dead in my hands. I stared down at it for a full minute before setting it down. I realized my cock, which had been semi-hard all day, was now rigid in my pants. I longed to touch it, but I would wait for Karen.

By the time Karen came into the apartment, I was a mess. I attacked her at the door, pushing her up against the wall and kissing her roughly.

Her taste was different. Unfortunately, I had tasted Kurt's cum before, from the pussy of my ex-wife. I didn't know if it was Kurt or whatever Karen had for lunch, but it didn't matter. I was too turned on to care.

Karen pushed back against me.

"Miss me?" she asked with a teasing smile, and I didn't know whether to slap her or kiss her again.

"Yes, was all I said and pushed forward again, but Karen stopped me.

"Woah there, tiger!" she laughed. "Give me a second!"

"No," I said and pulled her into the apartment, dragging her through the living room and into the bedroom.

"Oh my!" Karen said innocently. "What's gotten into you?"

"You know what's gotten into me!" I pushed her down on the bed. "You've gotten into me!"

Karen laughed as I fell on top of her, ripping off her clothes.

"Calm down," she said, but I was already pulling off her skirt, dragging it down over her hips. That's when I noticed her panties were gone.

"What the fuck!" I gasped. "Where the fuck are your panties?"

"Oops!” Karen said, and this time I did slap her. Not hard, just enough to sting her on the cheek. "Miles!"

"You fucked him, didn't you?" I growled at her and wrapped a hand around her throat. "Didn't you?"

Karen looked up at me with wide, wet green eyes.

"Isn't that what you wanted?" She spat. "Did you want me to fuck him?"

I groaned in pain. Did I want her to fuck him? Why did it turn me on so much? I didn't want the answer. All I wanted was Karen.

I pushed down my pants, my thin, hard cock springing up desperately between my legs. Still holding her down by the throat, I shoved my cock deep inside of her.

I expected her to be loose, stretched wide by Kurt's thick cock. Instead, Karen was as tight as ever, and my thrust made her yelp in pain.

I stopped for a moment, loosening my grip on her throat, but she held my hand there.

"Don't stop now, you fucking bastard!" Karen hissed. "Fuck me!"

And I did. It was hard, rough, and loveless. This wasn't about love or tenderness. This was about meeting a need.

I'd never felt this angry and turned on. I'd always wanted the woman I was with to be happy and satisfied, but I no longer cared. Karen had pushed me too far.

I didn't last long. I thrust hard into Karen's willing flesh. She moaned in pain, but she lifted her thighs and wrapped her legs around me. That made me thrust harder and deeper. My buttocks hammered between her legs. I wanted nothing more than to use her like a toy til I couldn't stand it anymore.

My orgasm, when it came, was not the overpowering orgasm from the night before. It was hot, dirty, and quick. I spurted my load deep inside Karen's pussy, then fell on top of her, gasping for air.

Karen hugged my body with her arms and legs. She held me as I breathed heavily into her ear, the last of my lust seeping out of me.

"I'm sorry," I said. "Sorry."

"Shut up," Karen said. "Just shut up."

I looked at her, but she was laughing, and I couldn't help but grin. It was ridiculous. She had driven me crazy, yet I was apologizing.

Karen trailed her fingertips from my elbow to my shoulder.

"Are you okay?"

I thought about it. I was sated. My lust had been leached away with the tumultuous fucking. But, there was still that needling doubt and jealousy that pushed down on my chest. I took a deep breath, trying to dislodge it, but it only made it heavier.

"I don't know," I said honestly. "Did you...did you really fuck Kurt?"

I had been in this position before. I didn't want to know the answer, but I needed to know. Karen searched my face trying to read the emotions underneath before she answered.

"No," she said. The weight on my chest loosened its grip. "No, I didn't."

"Then, why were you late?"

Karen hesitated, and my chest tightened again. What had happened?

Despite my orgasm, I felt myself becoming hard again. I asked myself the same question repeatedly since I found out about Brandy and Kurt.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

"I…I…" Karen said hesitantly, searching for the right words. "I kissed him."

"Really?" I could barely breathe, and the word came out as a whisper.

"Yes," Karen said again with more confidence. She slid forward and nuzzled my cheek with her nose. "I kissed him, and then he...he stuck his fingers inside me."

"No!" I groaned, but I could already feel the lust rising inside of me again.

"Yes," Karen said and kissed me on the lips, her tongue licking mine. I imagined her kissing Kurt, his tongue in her mouth as he worked his fingers inside the pussy that I had just fucked. "Yes."

I moaned, but Karen wasn't finished.

"And then he ate my pussy," she murmured. "He ate my pussy, and I stroked his cock. I was just about ready to suck him off when you called."

"Oh, fuck!" I moaned again, and my cock sprang back to life. I had never been able to get a hard-on this quickly after an orgasm, but I was as hard and ready as I've ever been. "Tell me that's not true!"

"I'm sorry, baby," Karen whimpered, which only turned me on more. "I just couldn't help myself. He made me feel sooo good!"

She slid her hand down to grab my cock, but I pushed her away. I gripped her wrist firmly and held her.

"I can't take this!" I said. "I can't!"

"It's okay, Miles," she said. "I didn't fuck him. I won't fuck him, not unless you want me to."

I let go of her wrist, and she placed her warm palm against my cheek.

"I love you," she said. "You know that, right?"

"Brandy said the same thing," I said.

"I'm not fucking Brandy!" she hissed. "Brandy didn't know what she wanted or what she had."

She grabbed the hair on the back of my head tightly and pulled.

"I know what I've got."

A sudden flush of love burst through my chest, and suddenly the weight was gone. I smashed my lips against Karen's and kissed her passionately. She giggled in the back of her throat, then  swallowed the laughter and kissed me back.

I left her lips and worked my way down her neck to her heavy round breasts. I sucked on the hard, pink nipples, biting them, something I knew she liked. She moaned, and her hands dug into my hair, but I was already kissing her rib cage, her belly button, then her mons pubis, nuzzling my nose in the sweaty, musky red thatch of hair.

"Miles, no!" she moaned. "You just...you just…"

"Came inside of you," I said. She obviously had never had someone pleasure her with their mouth after they'd come. I, however, had some experience with the taste of my own must.

Her pussy was a mess of oozing cum and sticky red pubic hair. I hesitated a moment as I was greeted by the rank smell of her sex, then I dove forward into her dirty pussy. Karen moaned and thrashed on the bed as I worked my mouth through my bitter and deep into the clean, tangy taste of her flesh.

"Oh my god!" Karen cried, and I knew I was having an effect on her. She couldn't believe that I would eat her out, clean her, worship her after the things she had said. But, there was a drive-in me to lay claim to the woman I loved. If I couldn't do that with my cock, I would do it with my mouth. I would be better than Kurt.

"Oh, God!"

I was pretty sure Karen was an atheist, but hearing her use the Lord's name in vain only made me hungrier. I worked my tongue and my fingers inside of her, lapping away all of my dirty cum until it was just her clean juices flowing over my face. Suddenly her hips fucked wildly upwards driving her pubic bone into my nose. I stayed with her and lashed her with my tongue until all motion stopped. Her body tensed, then exploded upwards in one powerful orgasm.

Her body jerked and twitched and jumped on the bed. It was all I could do to stay with her as the orgasm crashed through her body.

Finally, she came back to rest on the bed, panting heavily. I slid up her body, sliding my cock along her hot, wet slit. She shivered as she felt me, then opened her legs, inviting me in.

"You're hard again?" she said groggily, still reeling from her orgasm.

"Yes," I said. "Can't you feel it?"

She moaned as I slid my cock into her. She was wet now, slick as oil. As I slid inside of her, eager pussy muscles grasped my cock and pulled me in.

"I feel it," she murmured. "It feels good."

"Yes," I said. "It does."


Karen

"So, are you really okay with this?" I asked as we lay in the dark.

My body was still wet from sex. Every muscle was tired and wasted, including my brain. Still, I needed to know the answer to the question.

It was a hard question for Miles. I could tell by the anguish on his face. Even now, he was probably thinking about me kissing Kurt, of my pale fingers wrapped around Kurt’s thick shaft. I nudged his cock with my thigh and felt it stir back into life. Miles had never been able to go three times in one night before, but if I kept stroking his fantasy, I knew I could get him off again.

But that wasn't what he needed right now. If I pushed him, he would succumb to his lust again, I had that power over him, but that would just be distracting him from reality.

I had kissed Kurt. I’d let him eat me. I'd stroked his cock. I had touched the man who had destroyed Miles's marriage. I had touched him in the most intimate ways.

Despite Miles's arousal, that had to hurt.

"I don't know," he said finally.

I hugged him tighter, slipping my leg over his thigh, brushing the muscle under the head of his cock.

"You like it, though, right?" I said. "The teasing?"

"Yes," he said. "You know, I do."

"Did I go too far?"

"No," he said quickly. "No, you didn't."

"Really?" I said, lifting myself on one elbow so I could look down at my boyfriend. "I didn't?"

"No," Miles said. "I can't explain it. Playing... teasing is fun. But knowing you want Kurt is… beyond. I know it shouldn't be, but it is."

I had known it in my heart. Fantasy and role-playing was one thing; the reality was something entirely different. It took things to a whole new level, a level that excited us both. But, God! It was so dangerous.

Miles looked up at me, his eyes wide and wet.

"It's scary," he said. "Terrifying. I'm afraid you're going to leave me. Just like...just like Brandy. I don't know if I could live through that."

I kissed Miles fiercely. I held the kiss for a long time.

"I will never leave you," I said. "Never. Do you understand that?"

Miles nodded.

"If you want me to stop, you just have to tell me to stop, and I will. I will do this for you, or I will stop for you. You have the power, Miles."

Miles smiled, and I wondered if I even believed what I had just said. A good girlfriend, a true girlfriend, would have figured out a way to excite her man, play with his kinks, without threatening their relationship. But, the fact was, I enjoyed teasing Kurt. I enjoyed teasing Miles. I enjoyed the power.

"Thank you," Miles said as a tear dripped down his cheek. "I love you."

"I love you, too." I kissed and tasted the salt of his tears. "I love you, too."

It wasn't until after Miles had fallen into a calm, peaceful sleep, that I realized something.

Miles had not told me to stop.


Karen

So, over the next few days, I made Kurt's life a living hell. Miles, too, if I'm honest.

I started dressing sexier. It wasn't hard. My full figure always made my blouses and skirts fit just a little too tightly. However, instead of trying to cover up my body, I made every attempt to show more. I wore shorter skirts and tighter blouses unbuttoned to show off more and more cleavage.

It drove Miles crazy! He had taken to watching me dress in the mornings, his eyes never leaving me as I showered, spread lotion all over my naked body, then slid skimpy lingerie up to cover my most private parts. He got hard watching me dress, knowing that I would be showing off for Kurt while he was at home, alone.

"What do you think?" I asked on day three of my flirty, teasing battle plan.

Miles sat on the edge of the bed, watching me like a puppy waiting for a bone. He involuntarily licked his lips as he looked at me dressed up in my office clothes.

"Are those...are those new?" He asked. "I've never seen them before."

"Not new," I said, smiling. "Old. A size too small, but I never got rid of them. I think they're perfect now, don't you?"

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. The way I was dressed was shameless. I was nearly bursting the seams of my outfit, my heavy breasts, and the generous curve of my ass pressing tightly against the confines of my dark blue suit.

I had been worried about gaining weight, but seeing Miles's hungry look in the mirror, I realized I was more desirable to him than ever.

"I think," Miles hesitated, then took a deep swallow. "I think you're perfect."

"That's sweet," I said. "It sounds like you're looking for a treat."

"No," Miles said, but the look on his face told me the truth. "No. You are perfect. It's no wonder...it's no wonder Kurt wants you."

"And what do you want, Miles?" I asked.

"I just want you to be happy," he said.

"You know just what to say, you charmer," I said and walked slowly over to him.

"I say it because it's true," Miles said and tried to kiss me.

"Careful," I said. "You'll mess up my makeup. I want to be perfect for Kurt, you know?"

Miles moaned pitifully. He was being so sweet, so innocent, but I knew what he wanted. I slid down his body and settled on my knees in front of him.

I began to unbuckle his pants, and Miles said, "I thought you were worried about your makeup?"

"Oh, I can do this without making a mess," I said with a smile.

Miles looked puzzled as he lifted his butt so I could pull his pants down over his hips. His cock, thin and hard, bounced against his stomach.

"So," I said. "What do you think I should do to Kurt today?"

Miles tried to say something, but his words disappeared into a wet gurgle as I kissed the tip of his cock.

"Fuck!" he said. "Fuck! I don't know! What...what do you want to do?"

"Mmm," I murmured. "What don't I want to do?"

I laid it on a little thick, but it worked on Miles. He fell back on the bed, moaning. I stuck my tongue out and licked his shaft from balls to head, unable to stop thinking about the difference between his smaller, thinner cock and Kurt's beautiful, throbbing monster. It wasn't just the size, however, it was the power. Nature had made their cocks for the same thing, to fuck and breed. But Kurt's cock was made for hard, penetrating sex. His cock, hell his whole body, was made to give pleasure.

With those traitorous thoughts in my brain, I slid Miles's cock into my mouth. He was easy to take, and I could suck him without even messing up my makeup. The trick was not to drool or gag but to give Miles pleasure without losing control.

It was too easy. Miles shifted and rolled on the bed, but I held him firmly with my lips and my hands on his hips. I worked his cock into my mouth, feeling the shaft pulsing on my tongue. Then, Miles tensed, and his buttocks hopped off the bed. I held him down with my arms at the same time, clamping my lips hard on the middle of a shaft.

Suddenly, the briny tang of his cum filled my mouth. I swallowed quickly as he came and sucked his load cleanly and efficiently down my throat.

When he had stopped twitching, I took my lips off his cock. He lay there completely clean, his cock falling to one side. I smiled and ran my finger across my lips. Not one drop spilled.

"That was amazing!" Miles said, barely able to lift his head to look at me.

I laughed and got to my feet, checking my face in the mirror just to be sure. Not a hair out of place. Even my lips still looked perfect.

"I'm glad you liked it," I said. "Now, if you're satisfied, I really do need to get to work."

Miles sat up in bed and grabbed my arm. I pulled back lightly, but Miles held me in his firm grip.

"Miles!" I said. "I really do have to go."

Miles took both my hands and squeezed them tight. He looked up at me with a serious expression on his face.

"Please be careful, Karen," Miles said. "Just be careful around Kurt."

I laughed and patted Miles on the cheek. His concern was tender and yet so silly. If anything, Kurt should fear me.

"Don't worry, baby!" I said confidently. "I can handle Kurt."


Karen

Kurt, in many ways, was easier to turn on than Miles. There was no threading the needle where Kurt was concerned. He simply wanted me, as a man wants a woman. Whether that was because of his attraction to me or the fact that he was still fighting with Brandy didn't matter. Kurt wanted to possess me in a way that was exhilarating and familiar. Compared to Miles's conflicting desires, Kurt was a piece of cake.

The trick was in how much to flirt with him without taking it too far. I wanted to turn him on but didn't want to take the chance of being cornered in his office. I always left the door open to ensure others would see if Kurt made a move. Our flirtation, therefore, had to be done in the open, with Kurt finding reasons to visit my desk. He took every opportunity to look at my breasts or thighs.

I spent more than one break in the bathroom, giving myself a quick, dirty orgasm to release the pressure. It wasn't enough to completely cool the lust I felt, but that was all right. I knew that it would all come to a head sooner or later, and I wanted that head to happen with Miles.

Kurt, as usual, had other ideas.

I was setting up the conference room for a presentation, laying out the glossy marketing materials that one of the creative guys had put together. It wasn't as good as Miles's work, but it would do.

The conference table was a long plateau of dark wood. It seated at least twenty, although I only set out ten spaces around the table. The windows were open to the office, and people passed by the hall going to and from the copier or the break room. Long vertical blinds hung from the ceiling and could be drawn to add privacy.

The office had two doors; one to the hallway and one that connected, via a smaller hallway, to Kurt's office.

I didn't realize Kurt was there until I heard the hum of the motor, and the blinds began to move, slowly enclosing the conference room off from the rest of the world.

I looked up and saw Kurt leaning against the door to his office, the remote control to the shades in his hand.

"What are you doing?" I asked, setting down the last packet on the table.

"I've noticed you've been avoiding me," Kurt said.

"What are you talking about?" I said. "I work right outside your office. We talk all day."

"Sure, sure," Kurt said and set the remote on the table. "You know what I mean."

He walked towards me, and I suppressed a shiver. Before I had begun my little game, I had gotten used to being alone in a room with Kurt. But now, with my heartbeat speeding up and my chest tightening, it all seemed more dangerous. More exciting.

"No," I said and stood my ground as Kurt loomed above me. "I don't know what you mean."

Kurt slowly raised a hand and gently touched my cheek. His touch was tentative to see if I would pull away. I didn't.

"I know what you're doing," Kurt said.

"And what am I doing?"

"You know," Kurt said and leaned forward to kiss me.

I pushed back against him, stopping his lips just inches from my own.

"You know I can't do this," I murmured. "You know I can't."

"I know you shouldn't," Kurt grinned. His hot breath caressed my lips. "But I also know you want to."

"No!" I said, and this time I pulled away from him. Kurt's hand gripped my neck tightly, and he pulled my head forward until our foreheads touched.

"No more games, Karen," Kurt said. "You need to finish what you started the other night."

This was exactly what I had been worried about, being trapped in a room with Kurt. I could run, flee, but he was right. I didn't want to.

And, I had Miles's tacit approval. Yes, he hadn't said he wanted me to do anything with Kurt, but he hadn't told me not to, and in my fevered mind, that was all the approval I needed

When Kirk kissed me, I kissed him back hungry, gratefully, like a lover who's been starved for attention. Kurt growled in my mouth, his large hands clawing at my clothes. He wanted to skin me, to lay me bare before him and let me know who was the king of this jungle.

I could hear people talking in the hall. Then, the voices faded as the blood throbbed in my ears, and I continued to kiss Kurt, sucking his tongue into my mouth, unwilling to let go. I knew that the next kiss could lead to so much more, more than I was willing to give. And yet, I would give it anyway.

Kurt pulled back and looked at me, hungrily. His mouth was wet, a drop of my spit dripping down his chin. I pushed forward to lick it off, but he held me back.

"What do you want?" I moaned desperately.

"You know what I want," he growled.

I did, but I couldn't give it to him. No matter what Miles had said or not said, I knew if I let Kurt fuck me, that would be too far over the line. Miles wasn't ready for it.

I wasn't ready for that.

"No," I said and turned away from him. "I can't do that."

He caught me by the arm and turned me around. Then, he suddenly lifted me in the air and sat me down on the table. He shoved my legs roughly apart, forcing his large body between my thighs. His strong hands gripped my ass and pulled me forward until our bodies were clenched together. He kissed me again, deep and hard and angry. His desire fed my own, and I raised my hands and clawed at the thick muscles of his back.

"Fine," he grunted. "If I can't have your pussy, I'll take your mouth."

I moaned but didn't fight as he rubbed a thumb across my bottom lip and shoved it into my mouth. I sucked on the rough, bony digit as his other hand worked the buckle on his belt.

I tried sliding off the table, but he held me still. He tore at the buttons of my blouse, but I stopped him before he could rip them all the way off. My hands shaking, I unbuttoned my shirt and slid it over my shoulders. Kurt growled appreciatively and grabbed my breasts in his strong hands. I moaned and fell back on the table as he pulled my bra down over my breasts, exposing my hard, pink nipples.

"You are too much!" Kurt gasped. "You're too much for Miles."

No! I murmured, but then his mouth was on my breasts, and he was licking, sucking, and biting my sensitive nipples. My protests turned into a cry of pleasure, and I covered my mouth, looking anxiously at the door.

No one stopped at the door to see if everything was all right. Instead, I could hear people just beyond the shaded windows, walking and talking, unaware of what was about to happen.

Kurt finished with my breasts. I was bare from the waist up, and he stood back and took in my heavy, wet breasts. I thought this would be the moment when he pulled me to my knees and shoved his thick cock between my lips.

Instead, he reached up with both hands and gripped my neck. Using my neck, he pulled my head to the side and down to the table. Then, he spun me around until I was on my back with my head over the edge, looking upside-down at the fat head of his cock bouncing just inches away from my lips.

In this position, Kurt had complete control. He rubbed my breasts in his hands and bumped the drooling head of his cock against my lips. I tried to reach back and grab his cock, but he blocked my hands. The only thing I could do was squirm helplessly as Kurt teased my mouth open with his cock finally shoving the glorious length of flesh between my lips.

His thick throbbing meat filled me. My throat bulged, and I was unable to breathe as he blocked my airway with his pulsing flesh. His heavy, sweaty balls rested against my nostrils. I was filled with his scent, his taste, and his power.

"I'm going to fuck that mouth!" Kurt hissed, and his cock pistoned between my lips. "I'm going to fuck that mouth so you can taste me when you kiss your little boyfriend tonight."

I moaned with anguish, but there was nothing I could do but take this cock into my throat. Kurt heard my distress and pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air.

"How about that, Karen? You want that? You want little Miles to taste me when he kisses you?"

"Oh, God!" I groaned, but Kurt wasn't interested in my answer.

He rubbed his long glistening shaft against my face smearing my carefully done makeup with spit and drool. Then, he lifted his cock and lowered his balls into my mouth.

My mind was gone. I sucked at his heavy, thick balls as if I could get at the thick cum boiling inside of them. Kurt rubbed his fat sac across my nose and mouth. His rank, manly scent assailed my nostrils as he pushed the spongy flesh between his anus and his balls against my lips. My nose was in his ass, and I didn't care. I didn't care about the people walking up and down the hall. I didn't care how humiliating this was. All I cared about was licking and sucking Kurt's body until he put that beautiful cock back in my mouth.

And he did. He shoved his dick cock deep into my mouth, and he fucked my face like it was a cunt. His balls slapped against my nose and eyes, and I held on, gripping the hard muscles of his ass, and I pulled him even further into me. I'd never taken a man so deep in my throat before, but I was doing it for him. Because this is what he wanted, this would make him happy.

I felt an overwhelming sense of pride when I felt him tense inside my mouth. He pulled out of me and pointed the monstrous head of his cock at my face. I knew what he would do just seconds before it happened, and I opened my mouth to accept it.

He came, and buckets of streaming, steaming cum splashed across my breasts, over my neck, and into my mouth. It was so much thicker than Miles's cum, so thick it hit the back of my throat and bubbled up, pouring over my lips and into my nose, then finally down into my eyes. Another stream my forehead, and I felt it splash into my hair. My makeup was ruined; my hair was ruined.

I was ruined.

Kurt continued to stroke his cock until the last blast of his come had been fired. Then, gently he placed the end of my cock against my lips, and I sucked the last drop of his seed into my mouth.

"Fuck!" he murmured, and I couldn't help but smile through his cum. "Fuck! I can't believe you let me do that."

I sat up, scooping thick puddles of cum out of my eyes and into my mouth. His shock and pleasure made me giddy.

"Believe it," I said with more arrogance than I felt. "Because that's all you get."

Kurt nodded, remarkably agreeable to what I was saying. I didn't believe it, of course. He was sated, but he knew that I wanted him just as much as he wanted me, and Kurt was not the kind of man to ignore that for long.

"We need to clean you up," he said.

I touched my face, and my fingers came away sticky. One eye was gummed shut with thick jizz. I could feel it hardening on my cheeks, chin, and breasts.

"I think I need to go home."

As I said the words, the full weight of what I had done settled upon me. I had just let Kurt use me. It was so dirty and nasty, and yet I had wanted it. I'd craved it.

And Miles was at home. I had to tell him, of course. Even if I tried to keep the truth from him, he would see the evidence in my ruined face and sticky hair.

Kurt smiled kindly as if he was reading my thoughts.

"Come on," he said and led me through the door. Through it was a short hallway, and at the other end was another entrance, this one to Kurt's office.

The hallway suddenly seemed very convenient.

"Why do you have a door to your office?" I said as Kurt ushered me into the room.

"My father liked to make an entrance, remember?"

I did. Howard Brock, when he was alive and well, would wait until everyone was assembled in the conference room, then sweep in ready to do business. Kurt's affable locker room atmosphere was just one of the many changes he had made since his father's death.

"Why?" he said with a smirk. "Did you think the old man snuck his ladies through there?"

The idea was laughable. Howard Brock had been devoted to Kurt's mother. Even after her death, he had never remarried.

"No," I said and walked into Kurt's private bathroom. "Just his son."

"Nope," he said as he shut the door. "You're the first, Karen. Just you."

The door shut, and I was alone in the bathroom, Kurt's statement hanging in the air.

I did my best to shrug it off. Being the first woman he'd cum on in the conference room was not a mark of distinction.

I turned to the mirror and gasped. My face was a splattered, gooey mess! I remembered the blowjob I had given Miles that morning. It had been so cold and professional. And, when I was finished, not a hair had been out of place.

But, when I looked in the mirror, it was a whole different story. My lipstick was smeared across my lips, mixed with a thick, white froth of cum on my chin. My hair was a mess, globs of Kurt's seed, making strands stick up from my forehead.

And the cum! It was everywhere, the sticky streams of jizz drying on my face in zig-zag patterns.

Look at the mess he made of your face! I said to myself. Miles would NEVER do that!

It was true. Miles would never have treated me like that. It wasn't in him, and instead of admiring him for it, I felt a little sad.

I sighed, finally grabbing some paper towels and, thinking of what I would say to my boyfriend, I began to clean up the mess.


Miles

Karen surprised me by coming home early. I was still trying in vain to concentrate on the Bad Wolf Breweries account when I heard the front door open.

I got up from my desk and walked into the kitchen. Karen was just sitting down. When she saw me, she gave me a wide smile that made my heart warm with joy. She never came home early from work. She must have come home early just for me.

But, as she came closer, my mind began to register inconsistencies with her appearance. When she had left, she'd had perfect makeup, and her hair had been brushed to a gleaming shine that fell perfectly over her shoulders. After all, she had left intending to tease Kurt mercilessly.

Now, however, I saw that she had almost no makeup on as if her face had been scrubbed clean. Her hair, too, was a mess. She had done her best to brush it back into shape, but I could see the tangles and the odd patches of hair sticking up from her forehead like she had used hair gel, and it had gone horribly wrong.

Karen stepped forward and tried to pull me into a hug.

"What happened to you?" I asked, examining her hairline. Her dark auburn strands were stuck together and poking out in ridiculous ways.

"Nothing," Karen tried to laugh it off, but I gripped her arms tightly.

"Did you…" My throat was dry when I tried to swallow. "Did you fuck him?"

As the words left my mouth, I felt my cock thicken in my pants. My stomach tightened as I imagined Karen and Kurt together in his office. The image mixed with the memories of Brandy fucking Kurt in our bed. The warring pictures made me lightheaded.

"No!" She said. "No, I didn't."

I relaxed just a fraction, and Karen moved in closer. I noticed a different smell coming off her skin. Sweat, musk, and something else. Something familiar.

She skimmed my lips and slid her cheek up against mine. Her mouth was inches from my ear when she whispered to me,

"I sucked him off."

The words struck me like a blow to the guts. I teetered backward on my heels, and Karen was right there, pushing me up against the counter.

"No!" I said, hoping she was joking and also hoping she wasn't.

Karen forced her mouth over mine and gave me a deep, soul-stealing kiss. Her breath was sour, and she had a swampy taste I recognized. Cum. Kurt's cum on her lips, in her mouth, and now on my tongue. I wanted to bite her, but I couldn't fight the growing lust. I pushed away from her violently, but she didn't back down. She could feel my need.

She pushed me into the corner, kissed me, and grabbed my cock. Goddamn it! I was already hard!

I wanted to fight, but there was no stopping my need. I moaned submissively as Karen stroked my cock, and I didn't fight her when she led me into the bedroom, forcing sticky kisses into my mouth the whole way there.

Together we fell onto the bed. She continued to kiss, bite, and lick my mouth. I couldn't fight my lust anymore, and I kissed her back.

"Can you taste him?" Karen murmured in my ear. "He came so much!"

I groaned as Karen giggled, pushing her hand into my pants and stroking my throbbing cock.

"He made such a mess!" She continued, stroking me harder faster. "I couldn't clean it all off."

I tried to push her over so I could get between her legs. She forced me back down with a tight squeeze of my cock and hot words in my ear

"So much! He plastered my face. You should have seen him fuck my mouth."

"Oh fuck, it hurts!" I groaned in pain. "It hurts!"

"I know," Karen said. "But it's good too, right!?"

"Yes!" I couldn't deny it. My cock was dripping in my pants. "Yes, it's good!"

"That's good, baby," Karen said. "Just let it go."

"No, please!" I begged and again tried to push her out to her back, but she resisted. "I want to fuck you."

"Not tonight," she said. "Kurt tired me out."

"Oh, FUCK!"

It was a new level of pain, and it rose from my belly to the back of my throat. She was denying me her body, denying me what was rightfully mine, because of another man.

A better man, the words echoed in my brain, and with it, the orgasm boiled up in my balls.

I cried out as my hot cum squirted into my boxers, my seed trapped in the cotton. Karen continued to stroke me,  prolonging my pain, and I felt my load settle upon my cock, cold, sticky, and wasted.

"That's a good boy," Karen said and slid her hand out of my pants. She raised her hand to her lips, and I could see the sticky residue on her fingertips. She drizzled it into her mouth and rubbed it on her lips. Then, to complete my humiliation, she kissed me with my own cum dripping off her lips and into my mouth.

I laid back on the pillows in defeat. Karen nuzzled my ear and chin, cooing to me like I was a child.

I felt like a child. Like I had been broken down to the base component and built back up into something different. The pain and anguish were gone, extinguished by my orgasm and Karen's attention.

She still loved me. I could feel it in the way she had gone from being the cruel cuckoldress back to my loving girlfriend.

"You okay?" she asked.

"Yeah," I said, and I did feel okay. I wondered if the feeling would go away as I came down from my orgasm. Still, at that moment, I felt great. "I'm fine."

"Good," Karen said. "I don't know whether to apologize or keep going."

I looked at her face and saw the mixture of emotions in her eyes. I hadn't realized just how hard this was for her. She was obviously attracted to Kurt. That attraction helped fuel my lust. But, she also loved me and didn't want to hurt me. She was doing this for me, but I would be stupid to think that was the only reason she was doing it. She was trapped between her attraction for Kurt and her love for me. That was a challenging position.

"I should be the one to apologize," I said. "I'm the one who's a freak."

"You're not a freak," she said, and no matter how many times she said it, I had a hard time believing it. "Or if you are, then I am too."

"You really liked it?" I said. "Being with Kurt?"

"Miles," she said seriously. "You know me well enough to know that I would never be with anyone I didn't want to be with."

That hit home. Of course, she wasn't going to sleep with somebody just because I wanted her to. She was better than that. Which meant, as I suspected, she had feelings for Kurt. Sexual feelings, sure, but maybe something else? That fear made my chest tightened, and my balls twitch.

"I understand," I said. "And you don't need to apologize for it. It's...something that turns us on. Really turns us on."

"Right," she said. "It's been good, right?"

"It's been great."

"Well," Karen smiled and sat up on the bed. "If I don't need to apologize…"

She hiked her skirt up over her curvy hips. She still had her panties on, thank God, but she slipped them off over her round buttocks and threw them on the end of the bed.

"What are you doing?" I asked, looking down at my wet crotch. "I thought you said you were tired."

"I am!" she said. "But, I've been teasing men all day, and not one of them has gotten me off."

"Oh!" I said. "Oh, that's awful!"

"Yes, it is," she said. "But, I expect my boyfriend will take care of me."

"Yeah?" I asked. "And how am I going to do that?"

"By lying there like a good little boy with your dick all sticky in your pants, and you're going to eat me out until I cum all over your face."

"Holy shit!" I said as Karen lifted her knee and straddled my face. I looked up into the shock of glistening red pubic hair and licked my lips. "Holy sh…"

Karen pushed her warm, wet pussy into my face, cutting off any further speech. I floundered for a moment, then found the right angle to slip my tongue up her swollen lips to her hard, throbbing clit.

Karen sighed and settled her body onto my chin, slowly rubbing her wet slit over my nose and mouth. My senses were filled with her musky, salty flesh.

"That's good!" she murmured. "That's so good!"

And I had to agree.

It was so good.


Karen

Miles had gone through so much anguish and exhaustion the night before that I decided to let him sleep in. I looked down at him just before I left. He looked peaceful, and that made me feel better about what I had done.

I knew what I was doing was hurting the man I loved. I knew that. Yet, it was also reigniting our love and attraction for each other. Introducing Kurt into our relationship was a catalyst, and the resulting chemical reaction was volatile. I was certainly feeling more excited than I had since Miles and I had been together, and by preying upon his kink, I had become more attractive to him.

I didn't understand it entirely. I still blamed Brandy for having woken something inside Miles, something that had fundamentally changed him. But, instead of trying to figure it out and repair the damage, I might be only making it worse. That was what worried me as I entered the office and sat down at my desk.

Kurt wasn't there yet. I checked my phone and email to see if he'd left any messages. He hadn't, but that wasn't a surprise. Still, I wondered if his tardiness had anything to do with what he had done to me the night before.

I knew Kurt wanted me. That was obvious. But, did he really want me, or did he just want revenge on Brandy and Miles? I didn't know. What I did know was Kurt and I had made a powerful connection. It was a connection that both scared me and thrilled me.

I had told Miles the truth when I said I wouldn't be with anybody unless I wanted to be with them, and it was safe to say that I wanted to be with Kurt. Of course, I would throw it all away if Miles told me no. But he hadn't told me no, which meant I could keep going.

A good girlfriend would stop, I told myself.

I shook off that particular voice and tried to focus on work. It didn't serve me to analyze what was happening too much. That might take away some of the fun I was having.

That fun was diminished somewhat when Kurt finally stormed into the office.

"Hello, Kurt," I said in a neutral voice.

"Yeah, hi," he said and picked up the mail on my desk. "Look, don't give me shit about being late, all right?"

I blinked innocently. I couldn't help myself. Sometimes Kurt could be such a toddler.

"Who? Me?" I said. "That doesn't sound like me."

"Haha, whatever, Karen," Kurt said, stepped into his office and slammed the door behind him.

I didn't need to wonder what was wrong with Kurt for very long. Less than half an hour later, the phone rang, and I immediately recognized the number.

"Hello, Brandy!" I said happily. "How can I help you today?"

"Has Kurt been in yet?" Brandy spat in the phone.

I glanced at the office door and pondered what to say. Obviously, Brandy and Kurt had fought, and a good assistant would protect her boss from his crazy girlfriend.

Unfortunately, I wasn't feeling like a good girlfriend or a good assistant.

"Why yes, yes he is!" I said brightly just to annoy the woman on the other end of the phone. "Would you like me to put you through?"

"Yes, of course, I'd like you to put me through!" Brandy yelled.

I put Brandy on hold and waited for a moment, enjoying this moment. Part of it was just because Brandy was a bitch and part of it was because last night I had been with her boyfriend. I shouldn't have felt good about that, but I couldn't help myself. Once again, I was having fun.

"Kurt?" I said over the speakerphone. "Brandy is on line two."

"Tell her I can't talk right now," Kurt said. I imagined him sitting in his chair, his arms crossed, and his lower lip stuck out.

"Ok," I said. Then hung up the phone and picked up Brandy.

"I'll put you through right away," I said. And I hit the button. It was as easy as that.

The phone rang through to Kurt's office, and I listened as he picked it up.

"Karen, I told you--!" Kurt shouted and then stopped as he realized he was talking to Brandy.

There wasn't much talking after that. Kurt spoke a few angry words into the phone and then stopped as Brandy read him the riot act. I sat at my desk, humming happily to myself as I typed an email into the computer. Finally, I saw Kurt's light wink out on the phone.

"Karen!" his voice barked like a dog from the speakerphone. "Get in here!"

I looked up and saw a few heads poking out of the cubicles looking worriedly in my direction. I waved to them and gave them a confident smile, then walked into Kurt's office.

"You wanted to see me, sir?" I said.

"Goddammit, Karen!" Kurt yelled.

He was mad, but he had his head in his hands, rubbing his temples as if he was fighting off a headache. "I told you I didn't want to talk to her."

"No, you told me to tell her you couldn't talk right now, and that was a lie, and I didn't feel like lying."

"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Kurt gave an exasperated sigh. "You know what I meant."

"Well, I'm sorry if I'm not comfortable lying to your girlfriend for you," I said.

"You've lied to her before!"

"Only because it was fun," I said.

Kurt stared at me, his eyes red from lack of sleep.

"You really hate her, don't you?"

"Hate is such a strong word," I said. "Maybe not strong enough? I don't know."

"Why?" He said, sitting up. "Why do you hate her?"

"What's not to hate?" I said, and I walked to the corner of the desk. "She cheated on her husband, threw away her marriage, and just when she's got everything she wanted, she's not happy. I really can't stand people like that."

"You're one to talk," Kurt said, and I was surprised he was defending her. I shouldn't have been, of course. Even if he was mad at her, he still loved her. I could see that. "You've been cheating on Miles."

"Have I?" I said. I didn't know how much to tell Kurt. I didn't want to hurt Miles or, more importantly, I didn't want Kurt to hurt Miles by knowing the truth. Still, I felt it was important that Kurt knew I wasn't actually cheating.

I decided to do what I'd been doing all along. I decided to tease him.

"How do you know I've been lying to Miles? How do you know I haven't told him what's been going on?"

Kurt sat up straight in his chair and looked at me skeptically.

"He knows about us?"

"Us? You make me cum one time, and all of a sudden, there's an us?"

Kurt stood up and tried to use this height to intimidate me. All it did was make me excited.

"You know what I mean. Stop twisting my words!"

"Let's just say I would never hurt Miles the same way that Brandy hurt him. And honestly, Kurt, I would never hurt you that way either. If there is an us, you know exactly what you're getting."

Kurt thought about that for a moment. I didn't expect Kurt to fall in love with me, and I sure as hell wasn't going to fall for him. That could never happen.

"That's right," he said. "I get it. You're just using me."

"Of course," I said. "And you're using me to get back at Miles and Brandy. Right?"

"Maybe," Kurt said, and I could tell that he didn't really want to think about it. "Or maybe I just want you."

"But you can't have me," I said. "You can't have me the same way that you have Brandy."

"Brandy," Kurt said. "She wants too much. And what I do give her just isn't enough."

"Poor Kurt," I said with a pout. "Poor, poor Kurt."

"Shut up," he hissed. "Just shut up, Karen!"

"You could always make me," I said.

Kurt turned towards me, and I saw the look of confusion and sadness on his face. Then, his eyes grew cold, and I felt fear creep into my belly.

"Maybe I should," he said. "Maybe I should give you more of what I gave you last night."

I felt the heat in my crotch build. When he looked at me, it reminded me of him fucking my face. It made me wet.

He saw my hesitation and moved forward, pulling me into his arms and kissing me. I didn't fight him. I let him kiss me, and I'll let the heat build inside my body. I wanted him. I knew that now. I wanted him to fuck me right here on his desk.

But, there were people outside the door. And Miles, poor fucking Miles, was waiting for me at home. I wanted Kurt so badly, but I knew I couldn't have him. Not the way I needed him.

With that thought in my head, I pushed away from him, breaking the kiss. Lust clouded and Kurt's eyes, and I thought he might keep going. His anger for Brandy had fueled his desire, and I had stoked it, building it into a flame that might consume us both right here in the office.

"We can't!" I said. "We can't do it."

"I want you," Kurt said, and my heart leaped at the words. "I need you."

"What about Brandy?" I asked, trying to stop him. "What about her, Kurt?"

"I don't care," Kurt said. "I don't care right now."

I felt a vengeful, victorious feeling claw its way to my heart. I didn't like it, but it made me feel good to be chosen over Brandy. I was now truly needed by both men in her life.

The feelings were ugly and beneath me, but they only made me want Kurt more.

"We can't," I said again, feeling my will bend to Kurt's need. "Not with everybody in the office."

Kurt's mouth broke into a smug, cruel smile.

"I see," he said. "So, after work then."

It was only then that I realized what I had said. I had made an illicit promise even though I hadn't actually said the words. I wanted to back away from them. I needed to talk to Miles, but Kurt was right there bearing down on me, and I just couldn't resist.

I felt a hot thrill burst inside my pussy as I smiled up at him.

"Fine," I said. "After work then."

"Good," Kurt grinned and went back to his chair. "Good."

I stumbled from the office; my cockiness wiped away by my lust. I sat down at my desk, shaking. I'd gone into the Lion's den to face the beast, and I had fallen into his claws.

Or maybe, I had wanted to be caught from the very beginning. I didn't know. All I knew was, at some point, I was going to have to call Miles and tell him that I was working late.


Miles

I slept well all morning. When I woke up, I still had residual feelings from the night before, but they were only a dull ache after being in pain for so long.

I was able to get a lot of work done. For one of the few times in my life, my mind was totally clear. I finished work on the Bad Wolf account and even got a little bit of my novel written. I didn't even realize Karen was late until I looked at the clock and saw that it was half-past six.

What the hell? I thought to myself.

Fear shuddered through my body but underneath the fear was a feeling of excitement, the same kind of excitement you get riding a roller coaster.

My hand trembled as I picked up my phone. I called Karen and waited, but there was no answer.

What was she doing? Was she actually fucking him? I couldn't believe it. It was happening again, and this time, I was complicit. Even as I hated the growing lust in my body, my cock grew hard in my pants.

I set the phone down without leaving a message. What should I do? Should I go to the office, or should I stay here pathetic and useless?

I couldn't stop thinking about Kurt. His muscular body hammering against Karen's, her lush curves being pounded by his hard merciless thrusts.

"Fuck!" I said, and my hand was already rubbing my crotch. "Fuck!"

Suddenly, the phone rang. I jumped in my chair and quickly scooped it up.

"Karen?"

"Hi, baby!" she said breathlessly into the phone. "I was just...I was just working."

"Working?" I said suspiciously. "You're just working?"

"Of course, Miles!" she laughed. "What else would I be doing?

"Is... is Kurt there?"

"Of course he's here! Why else would I be staying late?"

The question was loaded with meaning. Of course, she would be staying. Of course, her boss would be staying late if she was staying late. She was his assistant, after all. But it meant so much more. She was staying at work. She was staying for Kurt.

"Well, when are you coming home?"

There was a rustle of clothing and something that sounded suspiciously like a slap. Karen moaned into the phone but turned it into a whine.

"I'm sorry, baby," she said. "It looks like I'm going to have to stay late. There's...lots of work to be done."

"Are you sure?" I asked. "Maybe you should just come home."

"I don't know," Karen said. "Do you really need me to come home?"

This was it. This was the moment I had dreamed about and feared. This was the moment when I decided if Karen was going to be with Kurt. I could stop this all now and make Karen come home. We could continue role-playing, she could even continue flirting with Kurt, but she would be mine. All mine.

"Do you...do you want to come home?" I said, hoping against hope that Karen would say yes.

There was a muffled conversation in the background, but I couldn't understand the words. Finally, Karen came back onto the line.

"Sorry, baby," she giggled. "It's going to be a long night. Don't wait up."

The phone went dead in my hands, and I dropped it onto the desk. I realized, by not making a decision, I had given Karen the permission she needed.

Karen was going to fuck Kurt, and there was nothing I could do about it except sit and wait for her to get home.

The End
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Manus Dare writes cuckold stories. It's what he's good at and he does not apologize for his kink. However, one thing his colleagues don't know about Dare: He's never been cuckolded.
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A Cheating Wife Story
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Greg and Ashley are newlyweds, just beginning their life together. Everything should be perfect. But with her job and Greg's long hours at the firm, stress takes its toll on the young couple. And, It doesn’t help that Malachi Morton, Ashley's lecherous boss, has more than work on his mind.

One day, when Morton takes his infatuation too far, Ashley begins to see her boss's desire in a whole new light. Can Ashley resist the confusing feelings burning inside of her? Can she stay faithful to her loving yet absent husband or will she end up...Working Late.
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Will Jenny be able to save Howard's position and her marriage, or will they lose everything? Find out in this timely tale of lust, love, and The Evangelist's Wife!

Warning: The Evangelist's Wife is a story of cheating, betrayal, and cuckolding that may not have a happy ending for everyone.
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What this loving wife and mother craves on Mother’s Day is something her family just can’t give her.

Heather’s husband and son love her. On Mother’s Day, they bring her breakfast in bed, clean the house, and make dinner. They even spring for an expensive day spa so the special woman in their life can enjoy a day of relaxation and fun.

It’s the kind of Mother’s Day any mother would love.

Except, Heather has different ideas on how to spend her special day, ideas that don’t include a massage, a manicure, or a facial mask. She’s got other plans. Plans that include her son’s bully, a hot, young alpha stud that Heather knows she should stay away from, especially on a day that should be devoted to her family.

Can Heather resist the forbidden temptation of her son’s bully? Or, will this hot, alpha male give her a Mother’s Day gift she will never forget?

This is a Manus Dare story that includes cheating, betrayal and a Happy Mother’s Day you won’t want to miss!
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Brandy and Miles McCabe have a problem. Miles’s boss, Kurt Brock, is a bully. Since he took over the advertising firm from his late father, he has made Miles’s life miserable. His confidence shattered, Miles’s deepening depression carries over into the bedroom.

Brandy McCabe wants it all. A nice house, a loving husband, and a family, all of which is being threatened by her husband’s boss. Frustrated, Brandy decides to meet with Kurt, to discuss the matter and win her husband’s pride and position back.

Kurt shocks Brandy by making her an indecent proposal, one which will threaten everything Brandy holds dear. Because Kurt Brock doesn’t just want to sleep with her. He wants to take her. He wants to own her.
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All 4 books in one complete volume!

Wendy and Gary are a happily married couple living in the suburbs. They have a nice house, good jobs, and are discussing having children to fill their happy home. Life just couldn’t get any better.

That is until Logan, Gary’s older brother, walks back into their lives.

Logan is the bully that made Gary’s life a living hell growing up. Wendy should despise the cocky alpha male. However, she can't ignore Logan's hard, muscular body or the hungry looks he is throwing her way.

Can Wendy protect her vows? Will the couple’s love survive the raw power of the The Wrong Brother?

Find out in the complete Wrong Brother Series. This includes all 4 books for over 57,000 words of cheating, betrayal and cuckolding humiliation.
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The Wrong Brother: Part 1
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“...If you enjoy an edge to your cuckold genre, you should add this to your books to read…” -Goodreads

The Wrong Brother: Part 3
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Pete and I have been married for seven years and the fire that used to burn hot between us has dwindled to smoldering embers.

So, when my stepsister, Sally, asks us to come stay at her beach house in the San Juan Islands, I jump at the chance. I hope the time away from normal life will give Pete and I the opportunity to reconnect.

Everything changes when I unexpectedly catch Sally in bed with her hot, alpha male husband, Mitch. As shocked as I am by my own arousal, I am even more surprised when I uncover Pete’s hidden cuckold desires. My husband loves to be teased.

And I love to tease him.
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An Interracial Cuckold Series
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