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Karen

Kurt plucked my phone from my hand and placed it on his desk.

"Good girl," He said again.

He stepped forward and gripped my arms, twisting me around to face the desk. With a forceful hand, he shoved my body down over the dark wood.

"Kurt, wait!" I cried, not knowing why I was telling him to wait. It didn't matter anyway because Kurt was already ripping the hem of my skirt up over my ass.

"You're mine now, girl," Kurt said, and I whimpered as he pulled my panties down around my ankles.

His strong hands gripped my ass cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing my sex to him. I looked back in time to see him dive forward, his mouth sucking and biting at my swollen lips. I moaned and gripped the edge of the desk as hot spikes of electricity shot through my pussy. Kurt's mouth wasn't enough, and I pushed back against his face, trying to force his tongue deeper into my greedy hole.

"Please, Kurt!" I whined. "Please, I need you!"

Kurt stood up, wiping my juices from his chin. He said nothing, just glared at me with his cold green eyes, and began to unbuckle his belt. I tried to look over the curve of my ass and catch a glimpse of his beautiful cock. With a cruel grin, Kurt forced me back onto the desk. I wriggled underneath his hand, but I was helpless. I couldn't see him push his pants down, nor could I see the gorgeous length of his cock, but I felt him as he slid the fat head up my wet slit.

"Is this what you want, Karen?" Kurt said, bumping my swollen clit with his spongy flesh. "You want this cock?"

"Yes!" I hissed. "I want it!"

Without warning, Kurt skewered me with his cock. I let out a cry of shock. Despite my need, hot licks of pain tore through my pussy as Kurt's meaty girth forced me open and stretched me to my limit.

It felt so good to have him inside of me again! After months of Miles failing to get hard, months of denying the pleasure that Kurt had given me in his hotel room, I finally had what I needed.

I shuddered on the desk as my pussy reshaped itself to conform to my boss's flesh. Kurt held me against his hard body, refusing to move his cock. Finally, I sucked in a huge breath and my pussy muscles relaxed around his shaft.

Kurt slowly withdrew his cock, then stabbed me with a savage thrust. I cried out, but this time it was not in pain. It was an ecstatic, animal howl. Kurt pulled out with agonizing slowness, then stabbed the entire length of his cock into me again. He did this again and again as I twitched on the desk until he was thrusting with a deep, punishing tempo.

The heavy desk shook as Kirk hammered my body. He pounded into me relentlessly, the loud smacks of his stomach against my ass punctuating the deep, forceful penetration. I screamed as the pleasure built inside my pussy and spread out through my body, finally exploding into orgasm.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried. "Oh fuck, Kurt! I'm cumming, baby! I'm cumming!"

Kurt speared me once, twice, then his fingers dug into my hair, and he wrenched my head back until his lips grazed my earlobe.

"Poor Miles," Kurt chuckled into my ear, hard thrusts of his cock sending bursts of pleasure through my body. "Poor fucking Miles, all alone at home."

"Stop it!" I moaned pitifully. Despite my shame, my hips rolled and twerked backward, desperately trying to fuck myself on his cock. "Just stop it!"

"You don't want me to stop!" Kurt growled and shoved me down on the desk, knocking the wind out of me. He didn't give me time to breathe before he began to pound into me again.

My mind was crazed with lust and shame. It had all happened so quickly. Kurt seducing me to stay late, then the phone call with Miles. Even as I felt the pleasure of Kurt's cock pushing me towards orgasm, I couldn't help but wish Miles had told me to come home.

But Miles hadn't told me to come home, and no matter how hard I tried to deny him, I couldn't say no to Kurt. And now, here I was, bent over Kurt's desk being fucked from behind like a horny slut while the man I loved waited for me at home.

"Fuck, yes!" Kurt grabbed my hips and growled as he stabbed even harder into me. "I've wanted you for so long!"

Kurt's spontaneous confession made me moan with desire. He had wanted me all this time, even though I had denied him. I hadn't wanted to be just another notch on his bedpost like Miles's ex-wife Brandy. I wanted to be strong, confident, powerful.

But this, this was real power! To have a man like Kurt lust after me? To have a man like Miles love me? This was more power than I had felt in my entire life.

"Yes! Yes! I wanted you, too!" My confession touched off a small explosion in my stomach, and it built into an all-consuming fire. Urged on by my need, Kurt's cock pistoned inside my throbbing cunt until my juices were dripping down my legs and onto the office floor.

His cock touched me in places Miles could only dream of. I'd forgotten how good it felt, but now I remembered everything. Every throbbing inch was pulsating inside my pussy as Kurt hammered into me again and again.

Just as I was nearing the edge, Kurt pulled out of my dripping pussy. I whimpered in pain as I felt the cold air blow across my swollen lips. I looked back at him, feeling a desperate hunger to have his cock back inside of me.

Kurt took his time. He reached down and placed a firm grip on my neck and pulled me to my feet. With both hands pressed against my windpipe, he kissed me long, hard, and deep. I mewled submissively and kissed him back, sucking his tongue into my mouth. My hand reached down, and I stroked his wet cock, mesmerized by its length and power.

"You want that cock, Karen?" Kurt said in between kisses. "You want that cock inside you?"

"I do, you bastard!" I spat. "You know I do!"

"More than you want Miles?” Kurt asked. I tried to pull back, but he held me in place with his hands on my neck. "Do you want me more than Miles?"

I wanted him more than anything. I had made that clear by calling Miles and telling him I was working late. But that wasn't enough for Kurt. To achieve his victory, he needed me to admit that I wanted him, that I needed him more than I needed Miles.

It was a line I couldn't cross. I shook my head and looked him in the eyes.

"No," I said. "No, I don't."

Kurt's hands gripped just a little tighter. Not enough to choke me, but enough for me to know that he could. His green eyes searched mine, looking for any hint of submission in them. I did my best to stay strong, but Kurt must have found what he was looking for because his mouth curled into a cruel smile.

"Fine," he said and let go of my neck. I fell back against the desk, panting. "Go home to your boyfriend."

My mouth dropped open in shock. That was it? Just like that and he was done?

It could be. I knew that he wanted me just as much as I wanted him, but as he turned away from me, pulling up his pants over his hard ass, I wondered. Could he turn away just because I wouldn't admit that I wanted him more than I wanted my boyfriend?

A twinge of loss tightened the muscles of my pussy. My body didn't want him to walk away.

"Wait!" I said desperately. "Wait!"

Kurt turned back to me, his cock in his pants, but his belt still unbuckled like a half-opened gift. I licked my lips without thinking.

What did it matter if I told him the truth? It couldn't hurt me any more than it already had. And I needed Kurt right now. I needed him badly.

"Yes, Karen," Kurt said smugly, and I knew I had fallen into his trap.

It didn't matter. I still wanted him, all of him, inside of me. I swallowed my shame and humiliation, lifted my skirt over my hips, and spread my legs so Kurt could see my glistening pink cunt.

"I want you," I whimpered and slid my hand down between my legs. With two fingers, I opened my swollen lips so Kurt could see the ripe flesh underneath. "I want you more than I want Miles."

"That's good, girl," Kurt said and stalked towards me, pushing his pants down. "That's very good."

Miles

It couldn't be happening. Not again.

Even as I tried to push the thoughts away from my mind, I knew it was happening. Even now, my girlfriend, the woman I loved, was being fucked by Kurt.

I couldn't stand it. I stumbled into the living room and sank down onto the couch. I looked at the television where Karen and I watched silly detective shows. I put my hand on her spot and rubbed it absently as my brain refused to stop thinking of Kurt on top of her, fucking her.

My cock hardened, and the familiar feelings of jealousy and lust made my gut clench. I fought to keep my hands from my crotch, my nails scratching into the cushions of the couch. Finally, I couldn't hold back anymore. I unbuttoned my pants and freed my cock.

I pictured Kurt's office in my mind. The large desk he had inherited from his father, its dark, cherry wood gleaming in the sun. I saw my girlfriend, sweet, loving Karen, on top of the desk her red hair spread out on the green ink blotter.

How was he fucking her? Was she bent over the desk on her tiptoes to allow Kurt access into her sweet plump ass? Or was she lying on the desk, her legs in the air, feet resting on Kurt's shoulders as he slammed into her body again and again?

My mind ran through scenarios. Random images of porn movies I'd seen swirled together with my memories of Brandy, my ex-wife, fucking Kurt in our marital bed. Then, my mind replaced Brandy with Karen, and it took on a dirty, gut-wrenching reality.

I could smell Karen's musky scent. I could see her beautiful body bouncing on Kurt's thick cock. I could feel that pussy on my own cock even as I imagined Kurt getting that same pussy right now.

I stroked my cock with a dry, rough hand. I was throbbing and dripping at the thought of Karen with Kurt. I didn't want to enjoy this, but I was so hard I needed relief.

Is Karen enjoying herself? Of course she was, how could she not.? Kurt was beautiful. Even as a man, I could admit that. Beautiful and charming and dangerous. He was what every woman wanted, wasn't he? It's why Brandy had fucked him, and it's why Karen was fucking him now.

She's only doing it for you, a voice in my head said, but I couldn't believe that. She might be doing part of it for me, but a large part of it was because she enjoyed it. She enjoyed fucking him. She enjoyed his thick cock sliding out of the pussy. She enjoyed cheating on me.

My hand stroked faster, and I closed my eyes, imagining Kurt’s long, thick cock spearing deep into my girlfriend's pussy. She was crying out, screaming his name just like my wife had done, and all I could do was stroke my cock and hope she came home to me.

And then, in my mind's eye, I heard Karen scream in orgasm. I heard her cry out Kurt's name and cling to him, her hands clawing at his back. My body shook, and I moaned, the sound of my voice echoing in the empty apartment. My cock twitched in my hands, and a long, thin stream of cum splashed out onto my belly. I continued to whimper and moan, my buttocks lifting off the seat so I could fuck my hand and jerk out every last ounce of bleak pleasure.

I fell back on the couch. I looked down at the gooey mess on my belly and felt a wave of revulsion. I wiped my sticky hands on my shirt and picked up my phone.

Please don't let it be too late! I said to myself as I phoned Karen's number. Please answer!

I had to stop her. This wasn't right. It had gone too far. Despite my intense arousal, I couldn't let Kurt have Karen. He'd taken so much away from me, he couldn't have her, too.

I felt a wave of despair wash over me as I listened to the phone ring and ring and ring. Finally, the robotic tone of her voicemail message spoke to me, and I dropped the phone.

Too late, I thought. Much too late.


Karen

My phone rang and rang on the next next to my head, buzzing as it vibrated on the wood. I couldn't answer it even if I had wanted to.

My arms and legs were both wrapped around Kurt as he pumped inside of me. I barely registered the sound of the ringtone, the song Wild Thing, which I had chosen specifically for Miles. Instead, my ears were filled with the sounds of Kurt's body smacking against mine, his heavy ball sac slapping my ass. His hot breathing filled my ears as he grunted like an animal, fucking me hard and fast.

“Looks like... Looks like Miles is calling,” Kurt panted heavily in my ear. Sure you don't want to answer it?"

“Just fuck me!” I moaned. “Just fuck me, you bastard!”

I was past the point of shame or even humiliation. I had made the decision, and it was too late to go back now. All I wanted was to be fucked how I deserved to be fucked.

My response seemed to make Kurt happy. He lifted himself up, wrapped his hand around my neck, and plunged into me even harder. I wrapped my legs around him, crossed my ankles behind his ass, and I pulled him further inside of me.

"I'm going to fuck you!" Kurt growled. "I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll never be able to forget it. Even when you're with that little asshole Miles."

I whimpered as the poisonous words settled down upon me. I turned my face away and closed my eyes, but Kurt wasn't having any of that. He gripped my chin and forced me to face him, then planted his lips on mine.

He lashed every moan and whimper away with his probing tongue. His thrusts became more forceful and frenzied. I came again with his mouth on mine and his tongue deep inside me. He was penetrating everything, and all I could think about was my pleasure as my pussy burst again.

Kurt jerked on top of me, and I realized just a moment before I felt him expand inside of me that he was going to cum. He was going to cum inside my pussy. I was on the pill; that wasn't a problem. Still, it felt like the ultimate betrayal to have another man cum inside me while Miles was waiting for me at home.

Maybe it was the thought of that betrayal, or just the intense pounding Kurt was giving me, but I came again. My pussy muscles clamped tight around Kurt's penetrating cock, and he could no longer hold back. He howled as if in pain, and his cock exploded inside of me, releasing all of his pent-up lust deep into my yielding flesh.

"Yes!" Kurt growled, then began to laugh. "Yes! Yes!"

I couldn't help but get caught up in his enthusiasm. I giggled when he kissed me. He pulled me up from the desk and planted a kiss on my lips. I slid off the desk, and Kurt urged me to the floor. Then, he slid his dripping cock into my mouth.

“That's it, Karen," Kurt murmured. "Look at me."

I raised my eyes and watched him as I licked and sucked our cum off of his cock.

His cock, clean and soft, slipped from my mouth and hung like a sleeping snake along his thigh. Kurt slid a hand along my cheek and raised me to my feet.

"You should get home to Miles," Kurt grinned. "He's probably wondering where you are.”

I looked away from him, thinking of Miles at home. What would he think when I got home? How much would I tell him?

"Yes," I said and began looking for my clothes, but Kurt grabbed my arms and stopped me. "Kurt! Stop! I have to go!"

"I know," Kurt said. "One last kiss.”

I looked into his green eyes and felt suddenly exhausted. I leaned against him and parted my lips. I'd already given him everything. What could one more kiss hurt?

A moment before, I was weak, but my hunger for him energized me. We stood in his office, relishing the taste of each other on our tongues. Finally, our mouths broke apart, and Kurt placed one last, tender peck on my forehead.

"Give Miles a kiss for me."

Kurt was still laughing as he left me alone to get dressed.


Miles

There were so many things I wanted to do. I wanted to go back to bed and pretend to be asleep when Karen got home so I wouldn't have to look at her. I wanted to pack up all her things, throw them out into the hall and change the locks. I even worked up a little speech in my mind, full of all the hateful things I felt.

I didn't do any of that. Instead, I cleaned myself up and sat back down on the couch, waiting for her to get home. I tried watching something, but none of it registered. My mind kept going over the fantasy of Kurt with Karen.  I sat, stewing in my anger and lust. By the time I heard the key in the lock on our door, I was hard again.

"Miles?" Karen called from the kitchen.

I didn't respond. Instead, I sat on the couch staring at the screen, clenching and unclenching my hands. Karen walked into the living room and stood there for a few moments, watching me as I did my best to ignore her.

"I'm back," she said needlessly. "How...how are you?"

I snorted, and my mouth contorted into an ugly grin. I said nothing.

Karen walked over to me and placed a hand on my shoulder. I shrugged her off.

"Oh my God!!" she moaned and sat close to me on the couch. "You're upset, aren't you?"

"Of course, I'm upset!" I snapped.

I knew I was being unfair. Karen had given me every opportunity to tell her to come home, and I hadn't taken it. Instead, I had put the decision in her hands, and she had chosen. It was that choice that made me so angry.

She sat next to me and stared at the screen. For a moment, we watched the quirky detective and his beautiful female assistant stumble through yet another mystery as if it was just another night together. My hard cock and my pain told me it wasn't.

"You knew I was going to stay," Karen said softly. "You knew what was going to happen."

"I know," I said. "I know I did."

"You could have stopped me," she said. "You could have told me to come home."

"I should have told you to come home!" I said, and I punched the seat. "I should have told you to come home and never go back!"

Karen slid a warm hand over my clenched fist. I didn't move. She continued to rub my knuckles, and I imagined that hand touching Kurt, the delicate fingers running over his thick shaft. My cock filled with blood and shifted in my pants.

"Why didn't you?" Karen said, staring intently at my face. "Why didn't you tell me to come home then?"

I felt the tears prick the corner of my eyes. I wasn't going to cry, I wasn't going to do that, but it was so hard. My anger at Karen, at myself, was so intense I could barely hold back the flood of emotions.

"Because you wanted to stay," I said. "You wanted to stay. You wanted to fuck him."

Karen turned her body towards me, and her hands moved from my fist to my thigh. I shifted away from her, not wanting her to feel the arousal that was even now straining against the fabric of my underwear.

"I was doing it for you," Karen said. "Doing it for us."

"You weren't," I spat. "You weren't doing it for us. You were doing it for you. You wanted him."

"I already told you that," she said. "I already told you I wouldn't be with someone if I didn't want them. That doesn't mean I don't love you. I thought... I thought you enjoyed it."

Her hand slid over my thigh. When I tried to turn away, she stayed with me, running her palm up my leg and cupping my crotch.

"You do enjoy the game," she said.

"Stop it," I said and pushed her hand away. "Just stop it."

"I won't stop it," she said and snuggled closer to me. "I won't let you do this. I won't let you make me take all of the blame. You were involved too."

My heart stopped as her hand slowly rubbed my crotch and brought me to full hardness. I moaned, unable to hold back the tears. I rolled my head to the side and buried my face in her hair so that she couldn't see my shame.

"Do you know what I was thinking about? The only thing I could think about when I was in the car coming home?"

"What?" I murmured into her neck. "What did you think about?"

"You," she said and rubbed me harder and faster. "I thought about coming home to you and telling you about it. Telling you about how good it was, how good Kurt made me feel. The only thing that made it right was to be able to share it with you."

"Fuck!" I cried to the ceiling. "Fuck, what are we doing?"

"It's a game, Miles," she said, nibbling my ear. "Just a game. It doesn't mean anything."

I felt myself giving in as she nuzzled my neck. Her palm pressed firmly on my crotch, rubbing me up and down until I could feel the sticky wetness seeping out of my cock and into my underwear.

I couldn't help myself. I needed to feel Karen's hand on my flesh. I unbuttoned my pants and slipped them down over my ass. My cock bounced free of my boxers, glistening with pre-cum.

"There he is!" Karen giggled and slid her warm hand over my cock and began to stroke me.

"Was he... was Kurt good?' I asked.

"So good!"

"How good?" I asked and felt a sudden pressure in my balls as the orgasm bubbled up to the surface.

"Do you want the truth or a lie?" Karen asked.

"Oh, God!" I shifted my ass on the couch, and Karen's hand sped up. "The truth. Tell me the truth."

"He was better than I ever imagined," Karen said and jerked my cock harder and faster. "Better than the first time I was with him."

"Better than me?"

Karen hesitated, slowing her hand on my cock. She looked at me, pity, and sadness in her eyes. She kissed my cheek and my lips.

"You know it is, baby," she said. "You know how good he is. It doesn't mean I love you any less."

"Fuck, just say it!" I sobbed. "Just tell me. Tell me you like fucking him better than you like fucking me!"

I bucked my ass upward into her hand, forcing my orgasm to the surface. The humiliation of knowing that bastard made Karen feel better than I ever could, made the pain more intense. And with the pain came even more pleasure.

Karen knew my need, and she jammed her hand down hard on my cock mercilessly fucking the shaft with her fingers.

"Yes!" She hissed. "He's better than you, Miles! So much better than you! I can see why Brandy fell for him!"

That last bit was too much, and she knew it, but my orgasm was already bursting through my balls. My hot cum splashed across my chest and belly as Karen continued to stroke me, milking out every drop. I continued to fuck my shaft into her hand, trying to eke out every last bit of pleasure I could get from this torture.

I was crying again, but the release had been worth it. The emotions had been purged with my orgasm, and I felt the last of my pain seep away with my tears. Karen held me and stroked my hair, murmuring comforting words in my ear until I finally stopped crying.

"I'm okay," I said, sitting up and smiling. "I'm okay now."

"Are you sure?" Karen said, searching my face for any lingering doubt. "That was...that looked painful."

"It was," I said. "It really was. But it felt good too."

I kissed her, and she kissed me back, her lips soft and comforting.

"You…" I paused, wondering if I should say the next part. "You would never leave me, would you?"

"What?" Karen said. "No! Of course not. I would never leave you, Miles. I love you."

"What about Kurt?"

"What about him?" Karen said. "He's just a cock. He's good, I'll grant him that, but you are special."

I nodded and kissed her again. Then, I kissed her neck and planted a kiss between her breasts. I worked my way to her belly. I wanted to taste her suddenly, to give her the pleasure she had given me. I knew that the remnants of Kurt's lust were still in her pussy, and my tongue tingled at the thought of tasting him on her.

"Miles, no," Karen said and tapped my shoulder. "No."

"It's okay," I said. "I want to."

"It's not that," she said, and I looked up at her. "It's just...too much. It...my pussy hurts."

"Really?" I felt my stomach tighten. Kurt had fucked her so hard she was in pain. "Is it bad?"

"No," she smiled. "Just hurts. He... Kurt was very vigorous."

I was unable to think of anything to say. Not only had Kurt fucked my girlfriend, he'd fucked her so hard that she couldn't even tolerate my lips on her pussy. It was humiliating and sad, but my emotions had been purged with my orgasm. Now, all I wanted to do was take care of Karen.

"What can I do?" I asked.

Karen thought for a moment, then smiled.

"Run me a bath?"

I nodded, got up off the couch, and helped her to her feet. We kissed again, silently and gently, then I walked her to the bedroom, and she sat on the bed while I ran her a bath.

While she was in the bathroom, I made her chamomile tea with lots of honey just how she liked it and took it into the bathroom along with two ibuprofen tablets.

"Mmm," Karen murmured as she took the pain reliever with a sip of warm chamomile. "This is heavenly. Thank you."

"My pleasure," I said. "Want me to do your back?"

She smiled with her eyes closed.

"No, thank you. baby, she said. "I just want to soak, if that's all right."

"That's great," I said. "I'll leave you alone."

"Thank you, Miles," she said and looked at me. "Thank you."

"You're welcome," I said, slipped out the door, and quietly shut it behind me.

I sat in the bed and waited for her. I was no longer angry. Karen's loving attention had released any pain I had felt. Sitting there, I knew that I would allow Karen to be with Kurt again. It was what she wanted; I was sure of it. But, this time, I wanted to be a part of it. I needed to know exactly what was happening when Karen gave herself to Kurt. Did she look like Brandy when she was in the throes of passion? What did it look like when my girlfriend really let go?

That's when I knew. Not only would I let Karen fuck Kurt again, this time I wanted to see it.


Karen

"Are you sure about this?"

Miles was sitting on the bed again, watching me get ready for work. He was literally on the edge of his seat.

"Yes," Miles said confidently. "Yes, I am."

Before I had gone to bed, Miles had suggested something, something so insane; I couldn't quite believe it. I wanted to be extra sure before I went through with any more of my boyfriend's crazy schemes.

I walked to him, stood between his legs, and placed my hands on his shoulders.

"What about last night?" I asked. "Last night was... scary."

"I'm sorry about that," Miles said. "I just had a lot of emotion to work through."

I nodded. I wanted to understand what was going on in his mind. What could make someone who was usually so confident, so happy, want to be hurt so badly? I guess I really didn't need to understand, as long as I was sure I wasn't doing any permanent damage.

"So, you really want me to do this?"

"Yes," Miles said again. "I really want you to do this. Do you think you can?"

I thought about it for a moment, then grinned.

The plan was a simple one. Seduce Kurt, or allow Kurt to seduce me, then set up my phone to view all the action. Miles had already downloaded an app that allowed him to access my phone like a security camera. I thought it was a little creepy, but it would allow him to see anything that happened in front of my phone.

"Yes," I smiled. "It'll be easy to seduce Kurt, I think."

He rubbed my hips and ass, getting excited already.

"I admire your confidence," Miles said. "But that's not what I meant. I meant, can you do this?"

I understood. Could I fuck Kurt, knowing Miles was watching? That was the question. As I thought about it, the excitement in my belly only grew, and I had to stop myself before I began to wet through my panties.

"Yes, I think I can do it," I said sarcastically.

Miles pinched my bottom, and I squealed as he pulled me down on top of them. We kissed passionately, but we couldn't go any further because I had to get to work.

I had a job to do.

My pussy was tingling all the way to work. The thought of what I was about to do made everything exciting, like the first day I had decided to flirt with Kurt. Now, however, Miles was going to be with me every step of the way.

I wondered if it was really going to be that easy to seduce Kurt. Maybe he and Brandy had made up, and Kurt was getting all he needed at home. Or maybe, just maybe, Kurt realized what was going on and no longer wanted to be used.

I was worried for nothing, of course. The moment I sat down, Kurt called me into his office.

He was leaning against his desk when I entered. I looked over my shoulder at the busy office milling about, moving through their days, without any idea what was going on behind closed doors. Or maybe they did and didn't care.

I shut the door and smiled at Kurt. His mouth spread into a wolfish grin, and before I knew it we were both stepping towards each other until he had his strong arms wrapped around me. He kissed me, grabbed my ass, and ground his crotch against my belly. I could feel his large cock already straining against his pants.

"I've been thinking about you all night," he growled, and shivers danced through my body.

"I…I've been thinking of you too," I said. It wasn't a complete lie. Kurt was on my mind as I told Miles about fucking him. Then, after Miles had proposed his plan, I had fallen asleep thinking of all the things I could do with my boss's rock-hard body.

"I want you," Kurt said. "I want you right now."

I pushed against his firm chest. I knew, of course, if he really pushed me, I would fuck him right here, right now in his office. The excitement had been building all night and had only intensified that morning. I was wet and ready to go.

But I needed time. Time to call Miles and tell him to be ready. Time to set up the camera where Kurt wouldn't notice what was going on.

"I can't," I said. "Not right now. There's too many people around."

Kurt frowned but loosened his grip.

"Fine," he said. "Lunch then. At the hotel."

Lunch at the Plaza. I knew what that meant. I had arranged it enough times for Kurt's other women. I had even fallen prey to his charms there.

I didn't like to think of myself as just another one of Kurt's conquests, but when I looked up into his eyes, I saw the intense feelings swimming just under the surface. We had already lasted longer than most of Kurt's relationships, outside of Brandy, and we weren't even dating. Maybe I was more than just another notch on his bedpost.

Besides, lunch at the hotel sounded lovely, not to mention it would give me enough time to set up the camera so that Miles would have a ringside view of all the action.

"Okay," I said. "I assume you want me to make the call?"

"No," Kurt said with mock horror. "That would be sordid! I'll make the call."

"How very gallant," I said and laughed as Kurt kissed me again.

I left his office and sat back down at my desk, trembling with excitement. I looked around to see if anybody noticed I was blushing. No one was paying any attention to me. Finally, I opened my computer and looked at the screen, knowing there was no way I would get any work done for the rest of the day.


Miles

I was surprised when my phone rang before noon. It's not like I was getting any work done anyway, thinking about what Karen would that night, but I still wasn't expecting her to call me that early.

"Hello?" I asked tentatively.

"Hi, baby!" Karen giggled. "What are you doing?"

"What do you think I'm doing?" I said. "I'm thinking about you."

"Oh!" she gasped. "Oh, that's so sweet!"

"Well, how can I think of anything else?"

It was true. Before Karen had been with Kurt, our relationship had begun to settle into a routine of TV and failed sex. Now, however, I was unable to think of anything but Karen. If anything, this game made me want her even more.

"So, are you ready?"

"What?" I said, sitting up straight. "What do you mean?"

"Kurt invited me to lunch, silly," she laughed. "At the Plaza."

The Plaza. I knew it well. It was where Kurt wined and dined his women before he took them back to his private suite.

That's where he fucked my ex-wife. And it was where he was going to fuck my girlfriend.

"Shit!" I said. It was actually going to happen. Suddenly, it was real.

"Yeah, shit!" Karen laughed. "I hope you're ready because there's no backing out now."

"Not even if I begged you to leave?" I asked.

"Do you want me to leave, Miles?" she said. "Because I don't want to leave, but I will if you want me to."

That was exactly what I was afraid of. Karen wanted this as much as I did, maybe even more. My cock sprang to life immediately, the blood throbbing through the shaft until it hurt.

"No," I said. "No. Stay. I... I want you to."

"Of course you do!" Karen said. "That's good because it's going to happen now."

I couldn't suppress the moan of pain. Karen heard it and giggled again, her laugh sending painful signals of shame deep inside into my belly. That shame only made my cock harder.

"We have to hurry," she said finally. "Kurt's in the bathroom, and I need to set up the camera."

"Oh...okay," I said. grabbing my phone. "Okay, set it up."

There was some shuffling on the other end as I opened the app. If it all worked right, I should be able to just click on the link, and I would be able to see the room through her camera.

Trembling, I tapped the blue camera icon. There was a moment of fuzzy darkness, and then suddenly, the room came into focus. I recognized the bed and the wall behind it. This was the same room that was in the video of Brandy fucking Kurt, a video I had jerked off too many, many times. My belly tightened, and my cock strained in my pants. I longed to pull it out but kept it in my shorts for the moment.

Karen came into view and lay on the bed, smiling. She was already undressed, wearing lacy red lingerie she had picked out just for Kurt. My heart stopped at the amount of skin showing. Small, inconsequential pieces of the fabric barely covered her large breasts and the fleshy, round curve of her ass. She lay on the bed like a Madonna, waiting for her man to come and take her.

"Can you see me?" she asked.

"Yes," I croaked. "Yes, I can see you."

"Good," she said. "Make sure your mic is off. I don't want Kurt to hear you getting excited."

"Right," I said, and my thumb hovered over the image of the microphone. "But before I go, I need to know something."

Karen leaned forward on the bed, her arms pushing her breasts together until they nearly fell out of her bra.

"What's that baby?" she said.

"Do you love me?"

"Oh, Miles!" She grinned. "You know I love you."

Just hearing the words made me feel better. I sat back in the chair, my cock throbbing between my legs, but the tension in my belly loosened.

"Good," I said. "I just want to make sure you love me and not him. It's just sex, right?"

"Right," she said.

She was looking at the camera, but she couldn't see me. One of the reasons to use a security app was to ensure that Kurt would not know I was watching even if he looked at the phone. Still, she was staring straight into the camera and straight at me.

"It's just sex, baby," she said. "And remember, you want this too."

"I do," I said, and I couldn't stand it anymore. "I do. I'll talk to you after."

"After," Karen said and giggled again. I hit the icon to mute my mic, then picked up the phone and moved into the bedroom.

I was shaking by the time I got to our bed. It was going to happen, and, for the first time since Karen had begun this thing with Kurt, I had given my full approval.

Whatever happened from here on out was my fault.


Karen

I laid back on the bed; my body humming with excitement. I tried to ignore the phone on the bedside table and the thought of Miles's eyes behind the lens. I ran my hands over my breasts and my thighs, slipping my fingers between my legs and rubbing the small, wet triangle of fabric covering my pussy.

I knew that this was making Miles crazy, and that was making me crazy. By the time Kurt came out of the bathroom, I was wet and ready.

"You started without me." Kurt grinned.

God, he was beautiful! He was wearing nothing but a hotel towel wrapped around his waist. His hard, muscular body glowed with health and power as he stalked rather than walked across the room to the edge of the bed.

I set up in bed and grinned at him, casting a surreptitious glance at the camera. At Miles.

"I couldn't wait," I said breathlessly.

"Good," Kurt said with a low growl.

He came up next to the bed, and I reached out, gripped the towel, and pulled him forward so that the camera could capture him. Kurt chuckled at my apparent eagerness, untied the towel from his waist, and let it drop to the floor.

Kurt's huge cock bounced inches from my lips. I mewed like a kitten and got on my elbows and knees. Using both hands, I lifted Kurt's heavy shaft and slowly ran my nose and mouth along the belly of his beautiful cock all the way to the tip.

"You like that cock don't you?" Kurt said.

"Yes," I moaned. "I love it."

"Is it bigger than Miles's?"

I couldn't have scripted a better part for Kurt. I cast a quick glance to the side, hoping that I was looking into my boyfriend's eyes for a second before I smiled and gazed up at Kurt.

"You know it is," I said. "You know you're bigger."

"Yeah, but I like to hear you say it."

To please Kurt and to drive Miles crazy, I licked the full length of Kurt's cock then kissed the tip reverently.

"Baby," I said, stroking his throbbing shaft. "You're so much bigger than Miles!"

"Fuck! I love that!" Kurt reached down and gripped two handfuls of my hair, pulled my head forward, and pushed his cock deep into my mouth. "I fucking love it!"

Kurt fucked my mouth with long, penetrating thrusts. I gagged on his shaft, the spit pouring down my chin and onto my breasts. I forgot about Miles as my senses were overwhelmed by Kurt's musky, wet flesh filling my hungry mouth with blood, skin, and muscle.

Kurt pulled back before he could cum, popping his cock from my mouth like a cork. I sucked in a deep breath, still holding onto Kurt's beautiful, pulsing shaft.

"Roll over," he ordered, and I looked up at him curiously, unsure of what he wanted. "Do it. Roll over on your back."

He guided me onto my back until I looked up at his long cock and his heavy, swinging ball sac. He lifted his shaft and balls, then straddled my head until his ass was above my face.

I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to worship him like I had done that night in his office. That included every inch of his cock, the spongy weight of his balls. And his ass.

He wanted me to worship his ass, too.

I had a flash of Miles, sitting alone in our apartment as Kurt lowered his gleaming butt cheeks to my face.

"Wait," I murmured, and Kurt stopped. "I've never done this before."

Kurt grinned.

"You had your nose in my ass two days ago," he said. "You didn't mind it then."

"I know, it's just…"  I didn't know what to say. Degrading? Humiliating? Was it more degrading for me or Miles? And did it really matter? "I've just never wanted to."

"Not even for Miles?" Kurt sneered.

"No," I moaned. "Never."

"Well, you're going to do it for me," Kurt said, and I heard a hint of steel in his voice. "Aren't you, Karen?"

"I--" Kurt pushed his ass into my face, cutting off any protests.

I was smothered in Kurt's hard, smelly flesh. He rolled his hips, giving me a chance to breathe and allowing me access to the puckered ring of his asshole. I hesitated at first, and Kurt rubbed his ass against my face, his heavy balls rolling over my chin. Finally, I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, and his anus slid across my tongue.

The smell was rank, but he didn't taste bad, just more salt and sweat. His buttocks clenched as I licked, and I realized my submission was turning him on. I felt a hunger deep inside my belly, and I shoved my face between his cheeks and began to lick and suck his ass like it was a ripe piece of fruit.

"Fuck! You are so nasty!" he moaned, and his balls twitched on my chin. "So fucking nasty! I'll bet Miles has no idea how fucking nasty you are!"

"None." I snuffled from between his cheeks, thinking of poor Miles watching at home. "No idea at all."

He moved his ass from my face and gripped my chin, angling my mouth to take his cock. He thrust deep into my throat, choking me as his balls smacked wetly over my nose and eyes. He held himself in my throat, then pulled back, allowing me to breathe before he slammed forward again.

I took the punishment, knowing how it must look to Miles. His bully, his ex-boss, the man who had stolen his wife, was using my mouth like I was a common slut. Miles would never treat me like this, and the truth was, I wouldn't have let him. He didn't have it in him. Not the cruelty and certainly not the power that Kurt had. I would never let Miles treat me like this, not because I didn't love him. It was because I just didn't want him like I wanted Kurt.

And somehow, Kurt knew it. He knew he could push me, force me to do things to me no man had ever done because that was his power. More than his hard body, more than his thick, delicious cock, it was his confidence that made me want to please him every way.

It was wrong, so wrong, but that didn't matter. What mattered was that Kurt was forcing the bitch in heat to come out and accept his alpha male power. It was dangerous, this deep hunger I had for him, which is why I had fought so hard to suppress it. But, lying on my back while Kurt fucked my face, I could let all of my worries go. Being used was the only thing I wanted.

And Miles would just have to watch.


Miles

I couldn't believe it. I stopped stroking as I watched Kurt push his ass into Karen's face. It was so degrading. I would never do anything like that, and yet from the way Karen was licking and sucking between his ass cheeks like it was a ripe fruit, I realized she liked it.

"You are so fucking nasty!" I heard Kurt say. "I'll bet Miles has no idea of nasty you are!"

I could barely hear Karen speak over the wet slurping sound of her mouth deep inside Kurt's asshole.

"None," she burbled. "No idea at all."

I moaned, grabbed my cock again, and began to beat it quickly.

Kurt shoved his cock deep into Karen's mouth, and I watched, mesmerized as he fucked her face. His heavy balls slapped against her nose and cheeks. She moaned hungrily and gripped his ass, trying to pull him even further into her mouth. I'd never seen her so needy. Brandy had been the same way.

What was it about Kurt that made the women in my life so desperate?

I almost came as I watched Kurt punish my girlfriend's mouth, but I held myself back. Finally, he pulled out. Ropes of spit and pre-cum stretched from his wet shaft to Karen's mouth. Kurt collected the sticky strands and rolled his throbbing shaft over Karen's face. She laughed with glee as if he were giving her the most precious gift ever.

Kurt pulled back and turned Karen around until she was lying on her back. He gripped her ankles, pulled her legs open, and rubbed his cock over the thin fabric of her panties.

"Do you want me, Karen?" Kurt grunted.

"Yes!" Karen cried. "Yes, I do!"

Kurt gripped her panties and peeled them off. Then, he bent forward, dropped his head between her legs, and began to lick her pussy.

"No!" Karen moaned and dug her hands into Kurt's blond hair. "No! I don't need that! I just need you to fuck me!"

Karen didn't need foreplay. She didn't need ibuprofen or fucking chamomile tea. All she needed was to get turned on by a real man.

Kurt pushed her legs apart and guided his thick cock into her pussy. I watched, helplessly stroking my cock as he bent my girlfriend in half and began to punish her with hard, long strokes. Karen cried out in pain and pleasure. Kurt let go of her legs, and she wrapped her calves around him, clinging to his hard body as he pounded her into the bed.

I was so close to coming, pre-cum bubbling up out of my cock and onto my hands. Still, I forced myself to watch. I had wanted this, I had needed this, but it was all so much to take in. And then, Kurt bent down and kissed her.

Karen's screams were muffled as Kurt's tongue worked inside of her mouth. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back as he gave her more pleasure than I had ever been able to give her. I should have been watching his thick cock going in and out of her, but all I could do was look at their mouths, connected with deep, passionate kisses. I was still watching them kiss when I came, squirting my load all over my hands and thighs.

My lust receded, even as I continued to watch. I was done, but Kurt wasn't. He continued to fuck Karen hard and fast. Suddenly her mouth broke the kiss, and she screamed.

"Yes, baby! Yes, it's so fucking good! I'm going to cum!"

"It's my pussy now, bitch!" Kurt snarled. "Whose pussy is it?"

"Your pussy!" Karen cried, and my heart fell. "Fuck your pussy, baby! Fuck it!"

I laid back,  my cock twitching out the final streams of cum as Karen. She came down from her orgasm. Kurt pulled out of her and turned her over. She moved groggily, in a daze of lust, as Kurt inadvertently pointed her face at the camera. Then, he came down hard on top of her, and she screamed as he fucked her flat into the bed, her face crying into the camera.

"Oh, God!" she sobbed. "It's so fucking good!"

Kurt bent over her using his body to drive her into the mattress. I saw his lips curl in a sneer as he hissed poison into Karen's brain.

"Better than that little bastard Miles! Better than that little fuck head!"

"Yes!" Karen said, and just for a moment, she came back to herself. She looked at the screen, directly at me. "Yes! You're better than Miles!"

"That's right!" Kurt snarled. "Say it! Tell me he's a little bastard!"

"Oh, God, I can't!" Karen moaned, but Kurt pounded harder into her ass, and she cried out as her body was driven to the point of another orgasm. "Yuh...yes! He's a little bastard!"

"Fuck!" Kurt yelled, and suddenly they were both crying out as Kurt's body hammered into her. I watched in silent horror as the pleasure and triumph glowed on his face. "Fuck, yes!"

"Oh, God!" Karen whined. "I can feel you cumming, baby! Fill up your pussy with your cum!"

"Yes! Mine!" Kurt collapsed on top of Karen, biting and kissing her ear lobe. "Mine!"

Karen sobbed into the mattress, then looked up at the camera one last time.

"That's right, baby," she murmured with a smile on her lips. "All yours."

Then she reached out, there was a loud thunk, and the picture went dark.


Karen

Kurt and I held each other for long minutes after he'd cum inside my pussy. I knew that Miles could no longer see Kurt kissing me and murmuring sweet nothings in my ear. I was aware, however, that he could still hear us.

"So," I said to Kurt as he laid back on the bed, enjoying the wonderful exhaustion that only good sex can give you. "I take it you enjoyed that?"

Kurt chuckled and put his arm underneath my head so I could snuggle into the crook of his shoulder, just like a lover.

"You know I did," he said. "Didn't you?"

"Yes!" I said a little too loudly so that Miles could hear. "Yes, I loved it. It was probably the best sex I've ever had."

Kurt looked down at me, surprised.

"Really? I thought all those things you said were just part of the game.

"Oh, it was," I said. "But that doesn't mean it wasn't great."

"So, was it really better than with Miles?"

It was all I could do not to look at the phone. Instead, I looked directly into Kurt's eyes.

"Yes. Much better," I knew this would drive Miles crazy. Even if he had already cum, those words would make him hard again. A part of me hoped he would be hard enough to punish me when I got home.

"I still love Miles, you know," I said.

"I know," Kurt said, and there was no trace of sarcasm or teasing in his voice. "I know."

I felt pity for him. Here we were, in bed after powerful, passionate lovemaking, and we were both thinking about other people. Kurt was thinking about Brandy and his love for her, and I was lying next to him, professing my love for Miles.

For a man like him, that must be confusing and painful. Despite the confidence he had in bed, Kurt never felt he was good enough. And in this case, he wasn't. He wasn't the same man that Miles was; he never would be that man. Brandy and I were using him in the cruelest way possible.

"You going to be okay?" I trailed my fingers down his hard chest and along the ridges of his stomach.

"Who? Me?" Kurt said and managed a weak smile. "Of course. It's just fun, right?"

"Yeah," I said and sat up in bed. "Just fun."

Kurt rubbed a firm hand down my back, placing his warm palm along the curve just above my buttocks.

"What are you doing?"

"I need to go to the bathroom," I said and swung my legs over the side of the bed. "Don't worry. I'll be back."

I gave him a smile, picked up my phone, and retreated to the bathroom. Kurt never took his eyes off me.

I finally looked at the phone when I got into the bathroom. A small light indicated that the camera was still on. I toyed with the thought of actually calling Miles, but I knew Kurt would probably be able to hear it in the bathroom. Instead, I decided to just talk to the camera.

"So, I hope you enjoyed that," I said softly. "I know I did."

I looked towards the door and then back at the camera.

"Kurt's in the other room, resting," I said and ran my hands through my hair. "I think I tired him out. Did I tire you out, too?"

I waited for Miles to respond, but the phone remained silent. I imagined Miles watching me and gave him a big smile, winked, and blew him a kiss.

"I'll see you soon, baby," I said. "We have a lot to talk about."

I pushed the button on the phone, holding it down until the phone shut down completely. I was leaving Miles in complete darkness now. He had no idea what I was going to do next. I hoped that was as exciting for Miles as seeing me with Kurt.

I walked out into the bedroom and looked at Kurt. His long beautiful body was stretched out on the bed. Such a perfect specimen, truly god-like, and I felt myself get excited all over again. I looked down at the phone in my hand, thinking of Miles, then I set it on the bedside table, still turned off.

Kurt had one arm flung over his eyes, and I realized as I climbed onto the bed that he was asleep. I felt a wicked smile curl my lips, and I crawled between his legs, looking at the slumbering snake of his cock lying against his thigh. So big, even when he was sleeping. Why would God bless such a bastard with such a beautiful body? Or, was he a bastard because he was so beautiful?

At this point, did I even think of Kurt as a bastard? He had his issues, but he was also a human being with real feelings. I knew he loved Brandy and might even have feelings for me; he just didn't know what to do with them. I wasn't foolish enough to believe that I could help him with those feelings. If anything, I had made the whole thing worse by sleeping with him, but it gave me a warm, wet feeling to know that Kurt might actually care about more than sex.

You should leave, I thought to myself as I ran my hand up Kurt's thick thigh. You should get dressed and go back to work. Or better yet, take the rest of the day off and go home to Miles.

I ignored the voice and continued to slide my fingers up Kurt's thigh until they were slipping under his heavy, sleeping shaft.

Kurt groaned and shifted in his sleep. I giggled, gently lifted his heavy cock, and pressed my nose into his balls. I inhaled his sweaty, manly scent, rooting into his flesh like a hungry animal. He hardened in my hand as he woke up.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

I licked from the base to the tip of his cock. Kurt let out a pleased sigh.

"I thought that was obvious," I laughed, then kissed the fat head of his cock. I swiped the slit with my tongue, tasting the drop of cum that had dried there.

"Shouldn't we be getting back to work?" Kurt said, sitting up.

I rose, one hand on his cock, the other pushing down on his chest. He fell back on the pillows, unable to resist.

"You're the boss," I said and flung my leg over his body. I lifted the head of his cock and nudged the head along my puffy lips. "Don't you make the rules?"

"People will talk," Kurt said, but he didn't move. Instead, he gripped my hips, trying to force me to take his cock. "Miles might find out."

"I don't care," I said and was surprised to find that I meant it.

I had done everything Miles had asked of me. I had let him watch as Kurt took me harder than anyone had ever taken me before. I had allowed him to see me laid completely bare, physically, and sexually.

Didn't I deserve some time with the man who gave me that pleasure? I wanted a moment alone with Kurt and his beautiful body. It wasn't like I wasn't going to tell Miles all about it when I got home.

So, why did it feel like a betrayal?

I shook off the thoughts and guided Kurt's cock into my pussy. I sighed as I felt his now-familiar girth stretch me open. With my hands planted firmly on his chest, I rocked my hips back and forth.

"Since when did you care about what people think?" I bit my bottom lip as his cock swelled inside of me. "Don't you want to take that pussy? It's yours, right?"

That got to him. Kurt growled, and he grabbed me by the shoulders. With a shocked laugh, I let him roll me over and stab his cock deep into my core.

"Yes!" he grunted. "Yes! I want it!"

"Then take it, you bastard!" I hissed in his face. "Fucking take me!"

And he did, over and over until I forgot the reason I was there. I wasn't doing it for MIles. I wasn't doing it for Kurt.

I was doing it for me, and I enjoyed every minute of it.


Miles

I groaned as I heard Karen's last, teasing message. The words struck a agonizing blow, piling more torture on my already exhausted heart. I was hard again, but I didn't want to stroke. My mind and body had had enough. I closed my eyes, unable to make sense of my roiling thoughts, and fell asleep, cum drying on my cock and belly.

I awoke to a loud pounding on the door. I shot up in bed, confused by how dark it was in my bedroom. I grabbed my phone and looked at the time. Seven o'clock? Where the hell had the time gone? And where was Karen?

I quickly checked my voicemail and text messages. There was nothing from Karen.

Instead, there were multiple messages from my ex-wife.

Are you home?

Do you know where your fucking girlfriend is?

She's fucking Kurt!!!

Answer your goddamn phone!!

I'm coming over!!

"Shit!" I said and stumbled out of bed, trying to find some clothes that looked and smelled halfway clean. The pounding continued.

I finally made it to the front door and opened it up. Brandy didn't wait to be invited in but stormed past me into the apartment.

"Where is she? Where is that bitch?" she spat, going from the kitchen into the living room.

"Brandy!" I said, catching up with her. "Brandy, you can't just come in here like this…"

Brandy turned on me in the living and pointed a finger at my chest. Her face was glowing with passion. She was mad, angrier than I had ever seen her.

"Don't you tell me what I can do!" Brandy said, tears rolling down her cheeks. "Don't you fucking tell me what I can do!"

"Brandy," I said, holding my hands palms up and trying to speak as calmly as I could. "Karen's not here, and even if she was, it wouldn't make it alright for you to come storming in here. This is my home."

"Do you know what she's doing, Miles? Do you know what she's doing right now?"

I hesitated. Of course, I knew what she was doing right now, or I had a good idea what she was doing. She was probably with Kurt, his large body pounding between her legs, filling her up with a big cock. I shook my head slowly. Now was not the time for those thoughts.

"No," I lied. "I assume she's working late."

"She's not working late!" Brandy yelled and stepped forward. She misjudged her balance and tripped. I reached out and caught her, surprised at how heavy she was. After all, she was carrying a whole other person around inside her belly.

I lowered her to the couch, and she batted away my hands.

"Get off me!" she yelled. She looked up at me, her eyes wet with tears, then suddenly buried her face in her hands and began sobbing.

I sat down beside her and slowly, tentatively, placed my hand on her back. When she didn't get mad, I slowly rubbed her back as she succumbed to tears. We sat there for a few moments; the only sounds in the apartment were Brandy's angry sobs and my soft words.

"It's all right," I said. "It's going to be all right."

I didn't know if it would be all right, of course, but it did seem like the right thing to say. Despite all that happened between us, I still loved her. Not only that, but part of me, the part that Karen was helping unlock, had actually liked seeing Brandy and Kurt together. Maybe if I had come to that realization sooner, I could have saved my marriage.

And now, Brandy knew how it felt to be betrayed. I would be lying if I didn't feel just a hint of satisfaction in the knowledge that Brandy was tasting some of her own medicine.

Brandy's sobs turned into whimpers, and eventually, she lifted her face from her hands and looked at me.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I'm so sorry, Miles. I had no idea how much I hurt you."

"I know," I said.

"I can't believe it!" Brandy said. "I just can't believe they're cheating on both of us!"

"Do you know that, Brandy?" I asked. "Do you know that for sure?"

"Of course I do!" she spat. "Karen has wanted you from the very beginning, but she also wanted Kurt. She wants everything!"

I sat back on the couch and sighed. If Brandy only knew the truth. I knew if I told her that, it would only make the hurt go deeper, and Brandy wasn't like me. She didn't like the pain or the humiliation.

"I never should have let you go," Brandy said. And her hand slipped into mine and grasped them tightly. I let her hold it, knowing that she needed that connection.

"You couldn't have stopped me," I said.

"I know," Brandy said. "If it's true...if they are having an affair, will you leave Karen like you left me?"

She edged closer to me, her mouth inches from my lips. I could feel her hot breath on my chin.

"I... I'm not…" I didn't know what to say, but Brandy didn't need an answer. Her lips parted, and she pushed them closer to me, waiting for me to kiss her. And I wanted to. I wanted to kiss her so badly. I drifted forward until our lips brushed against each other.

"Just what the fuck is going on here?"


Karen

Mild stood up immediately when he heard my voice and gave me a wide-eyed, guilty look.

"Karen, it's not what you think," he said, but I was already moving past him to address the bitch that was sitting on my couch.

"He's mine," I spat down at her. "Miles is mine. Go home to your man!"

Brandy tried to get up from the couch, but she couldn't do it. She was too heavy with her child. I almost wanted to laugh, but I felt pity for her. I turned to Miles.

"For God's sake, Miles! Help her up!" I said. Miles hurried to Brandy's side and helped her to her feet. However, once she was standing, she was no longer weak. She lunged at me, shoving me in the chest. I wanted to push back, but I wasn't going to hit a pregnant woman, no matter how badly I wanted to.

"Kurt's not mine!" Brandy cried. "You've been fucking him!"

"Fuck you!" I shouted. "Kurt, your man, came on to me!"

My mouth clamped shut as I realized what I had just said. Like Kurt wanting to fuck me made anything better. Plus, I had just confessed to having sex with Kurt.

Stupid, I thought. Stupid, stupid, stupid!

"And that's okay with you?" Brandy looked at Miles.

Miles opened his mouth to say something, and then he stopped, unable to find the words.

"What happens between us is our business!" I yelled and stepped between them. "Not yours. You go home and deal with your own shit!"

I don't know where she found the speed, but suddenly Brandy was lunging at me, her hands hooked into claws. I was so shocked I didn't move and surely would have been scratched if Miles had not pulled me back. He reached up and grabbed Brandy's hands. She snarled and spat like a cat struggling to get to me. Suddenly, her wrist slipped out of Miles's grasp, and her sharp nails raked down the side of his face.

"Miles!' I screamed as he pulled away from Brandy, his hand clamped to his cheek. I could already see blood dripping between the fingers.

Brandy stopped moving. She stared down at her fingers as if she couldn't believe it was her hand that had done the work. Then, she looked at Miles with wide, frightened eyes.

Miles was in shock, blood dripping off his chin. I could tell Brandy wanted to go to him, to comfort him, and to get comfort.

"I'm sorry, Miles," she said and stepped towards him. "I never meant to hurt you."

Miles took a step back.

"You never do," Miles said softly. The words hit Brandy harder than any slap I could have given her. She let out a soft gasp, covered her mouth, and ran out the door.

Miles slumped back against the counter, holding his bloody cheek.

"You okay?" I said, tore a paper towel off the roller, and walked towards him.

Miles ripped the rag from my hand.

'What happened today?" Miles asked, holding the towel in place.

"I don't…"

"Did you stay in that hotel all fucking day?"

"Yes," I said.

"And you fucked him again?" Miles asked. "Didn't you?"

I had known this was coming, but after the fight with Brandy, I wasn't ready to respond. I was not in a teasing mood, and I could tell by the look on Mile's face that he didn't want to be teased.

"Yes," I said and looked at the floor.

Miles nodded, his hands still on his cheek. I tried to hug him, but he shrugged off the attempt and stalked into the bedroom.

"I need some time," he said. "Alone."

He shut the door behind him. I walked to the kitchen and sat down at the counter. I was shaking. The fight with Brandy had made the high I'd gotten from sex with Kurt come crashing down. And now, Miles was mad at me. I had pushed the envelope on his emotions, and it looked like I had gone too far. I could only hope he didn't hate me.

Unable to hold my head up any longer, I buried my face in my arms and began to cry.


Miles

I went to the bathroom and wet a washcloth. I held it to my face, the cool water soothing my torn cheek. I couldn't get the image of Brandy, heavy with child and her beautiful face contorted with fury, out of my head. Karen had frozen, but even if she hadn't, I would have stepped in to stop them. I certainly didn't want Karen to get hurt, and I was worried about Brandy, too. Even if the child wasn't mine, I didn't want to be the cause of anything going wrong with her pregnancy.

The pain was hot and wet on my face and was a reminder of the damage Karen, and I had done with our little game. What had started as fun, a way to liven up our sex life and get a little revenge on the people who had hurt me, had become dangerous and hurtful. I realized I had become the bully, something I had never wanted to be.

I sat on the toilet seat, holding the cloth against my face until the pain receded. Finally, holding on to the edge of the sink, I stood up and peeled the bloody cloth from my cheek. Three long gashes had been gouged in the skin. I still couldn't believe that Brandy had so much rage inside of her.

I stayed in the bedroom for the better part of an hour when I heard a soft knock at the door. I sighed heavily. I knew I was going to have to talk to Karen eventually.

"Come in," I said

Karen came into the room, carrying a bottle of soda and a sandwich. My stomach rumbled as she walked across the floor. I hadn't eaten since that morning and realized I was starving.

"Thought you might want something to eat," she said.

"Thank you," I said and sat up. I dropped the towel from my face so that I could reach over and grab the sandwich.

"Oh, God!" Karen said when she saw the ragged gashes on my cheek. "Fuck! That looks like it hurts baby,"

"You're not wrong," I said and took a bite of the sandwich. Chewing brought a fresh stab of pain, and I winced. "You're not wrong."

"What can I do?" she asked.

I looked at her, thinking. Hadn't she done enough already? Once again, I was faced with the fact that it wasn't her fault. We had never set any rules on how much time she could spend with Kurt. Still, what was supposed to have been a moment I shared had turned into something different. She had spent hours with him in that motel room. How many times had he fucked her? How many times had she screamed his name as he took her over and over again?

Just thinking about it made my blood boil and my cock twitch. I hated myself for feeling that way, for getting turned on by my anger and pain. And yet, there was nothing I could do about it. It was what it was.

"I don't know," I said. "I don't know that there's anything you can do."

Karen nodded. I could tell by her red-rimmed eyes that she been crying. I felt horrible. I'd never meant to hurt anyone, and now I'd hurt the most important person in my life.

Karen went into the bathroom and came back with the first aid kit. She sat down on the edge of the bed so she could get a look at the cuts.

"Damn!" she hissed. "Does it hurt?"

"Of course, it hurts! Ow!" I flinched as she swabbed an alcohol-dipped cotton ball against my cheek. "Fuck!"

"Stop moving!" she gripped my chin in her warm hand. "The sooner you let me get this done, the better."

"Well, hurry up. What are you waiting for?"

She laughed and, despite the pain, I laughed too. The tightness in my chest loosened as she quickly cleaned my cut. Then, she coated the gashes with ointment and used butterfly bandages to pull the torn edges of my skin together. Finally, she placed a clean bandage over a large portion of my cheek.

"There," she sat back and admired her handiwork. "Feel better?"

"Yes," I said. "My face does, anyway."

She frowned.

"Are you still angry with me?"

"No," I said. "I'm angry at myself."

She picked up my hand and held it between her two soft palms.

"I'm sorry. I didn't think staying with Kurt would lead to…" she gestured to my cheek. "...this."

"But you knew I would get upset, didn't you?"

She looked down at the bed, and her cheeks grew red.

"Yes," she murmured. "But, I thought it would make it more exciting."

I sighed. It all came back to me and my needs.

"And you were right. It would have made it hotter. So much hotter. If Brandy hadn't shown up…"

"That bitch!" Karen said. "Coming into our home and...and…"

"Don't, Karen," I said and placed a hand on her cheek. "It's not Brandy's fault this time. We hurt her. We both hurt her."

"She deserved it!"

"Maybe so, but does that make you feel better? Does causing her pain help? Because it's not helping me."

Karen's expression softened, and she leaned into my hand, rubbing her cheek against my palm. I felt the warmth of her skin spread along my arm and into my chest.

"What do you want to do then?" she asked.

"We have to stop," I said. "You see that, don't you? I don't want to hurt anyone else."

"Ok," she said.

"Can you do that?" I asked. "Can you break it off with Kurt?"

Karen laughed and threw her arms around my neck.

"Break what off? There was never anything to break!"

I heaved a sigh of relief. It was over, and I felt the weight of the world lift from my shoulders. I pulled Karen forward and hugged her.

"I  love you," I said. "I love you so much."

"I love you too, baby," she kissed my forehead, then my nose. "So much."

She kissed me and I melted into her lips. There was no more pain.

Everything was going to be great from here on out.


Karen

I tasted blood when I kissed Miles, but I ignored it. An hour before, I felt like the whole world had crashed down around me, but now I had him in my arms, and everything was right with the world.

His kisses became more insistent, and he pulled me to the bed. He worked his way down my body, his hands pulling up the hem of my skirt. I knew what he wanted. I don't know what it was, but cleaning me after Kurt had been inside me turned him on, and I wasn't going to fight it. This was the last time he would ever clean up after Kurt. I felt just a little pang of loss at the thought, but when Miles pulled off my sticky panties, the sadness was pushed away by more urgent needs.

I knew right away that something was wrong. As Miles revealed my dirty pussy, I smelled the rank smell of Kurt's cum mixed with my juices. It was pungent, but that only turned Miles on, and he dove forward, licking and sucking at the mess. But, as his mouth worked at my pussy, I realized that I was not feeling excited. My pussy was nothing but a dull ache from the afternoon of being fucked by Kurt's big cock. The bastard had broken my pussy, and no matter how Miles ate me, I couldn't feel the swell of pleasure that usually accompanied his loving attention.

I moaned and moved my hips, trying to shift the angle for more pleasure. Miles took this as a positive sign and continued to eat me, bearing down on my pussy with all of the strength of his jaw muscles. I cried out in frustration.

"Is it good?" Miles asked, slipping a finger into my wet hole. I was stretched out from Kurt's flesh and still wet from the fucking. Miles obviously thought I was excited.

"Yes," I lied. "But I want you to fuck me."

I pulled on his shoulders, and Miles came to me, kissing me deeply. I tasted my juices and the last remnants of Kurt's cum. There was a twinge of excitement as I remembered Kurt driving his beautiful cock deep into me, but it was brushed aside as I felt Miles's smaller, thinner cock slide easily into my cunt.

"Fuck, you are so wet!" Miles groaned. "So fucking wet!'

"Yes, baby!" I moaned and rolled my hips upward, urging Miles on. "I want you, Miles! Please fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

If I thought that Miles fucking me would solve the problem, I was sorely mistaken. I felt no pleasure as my boyfriend thrashed on top of me; his cock only skimming the surface of my need. It wasn't even close to the feeling of fullness I'd had with Kurt. I felt sad and angry. Kurt had broken me, and Miles wasn't doing enough to make it right. He couldn't claim me, not the way Kurt had claimed me. I loved him, but that love wasn't enough, and it only made me feel more guilty and frustrated.

I knew then that I wasn't going to cum with Miles, no matter how hard either of us tried. So, I did the only thing I could.

I faked it.

"Oh, God, baby!" I cried and dug my nails into Miles's shoulders. "That's it, baby! Just like that!"

My words penetrated Miles's ears, and he hammered inside of me even harder. It wasn't going to take him long, and I bucked upward to urge him on. I tensed and slammed my pelvis into Miles's crotch. I screamed as pain shot through my loins, but quickly, turned my cries of pain into exaggerated yelps of pleasure. Miles grunted in my ear, and a moment later he groaned. With quick, rabbit-like jerks in and out of my pussy, he shot his cum inside of me.

"God, that was good!" Miles sighed as he rolled off me. "I needed that so bad."

"I know," I said, smiling, then added disingenuously. "Me too."

Miles laughed, and I laid my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. He held me, and I felt the rush of warmth swell in my heart.

That was what I really needed, that warmth, that love. Kurt may have made me cum so many times I couldn't feel pleasure anymore, but Miles could give me the one thing Kurt couldn't. Love. And that was more important than sex. That's why, when I went to work tomorrow, I was going to break things off with Kurt. It wasn't fair to Miles, to Brandy, even to Kurt, to continue. Going further would only destroy the warmth and tenderness I needed from the man I loved.

However, I realized that it was easy to make promises to myself while lying next to Miles. Would I feel the same way in the cold light of morning? I didn't know, but one thing was for sure.

Tomorrow, I would have to tell Kurt it was over.

The End
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All I Want for Christmas...

A Cuckold Christmas Story

By Manus Dare

12 erotica authors.

12 days.

1 very naughty writer's retreat.

What could go wrong?

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.

However, when a surprise guest sneaks into the holiday retreat, and his hotel room, Dare is forced to face the reality of his fantasy. Is seeing his wife with another man truly what he wants for Christmas?

All I Want for Christmas is a gift of cheating, humiliation, and cuckolding as only Manus Dare can give you! Enjoy this first release in the 12 Days of Lustmas series. 12 authors, 12 days, a holiday retreat you won't forget!

For more from The 12 Days of Lustmas check out http://www.12daysoflustmas.com/!


Working Late

A Cheating Wife Story

By Manus Dare

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.


The Evangelist's Wife

A Cheating Cuckold Story

By Manus Dare

Somewhere between faith and love, there is lust and where there is lust, you will find The Evangelist's Wife.

Jenny Taunton Jr. is living the high life while her husband, the Reverend Howard Taunton Jr. preaches to millions. They enjoy the best things in life: Good food, expensive clothes, and vacations in paradise.

However, while on vacation, Jenny faces temptation in the form of the young cabana boy, Jay Malik. When Jenny gives in to her desires, it not only threatens her marriage, but everything Howard has built.

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.


Mother’s Day

A Bully Cuckold Story

By Manus Dare

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!


Claiming Brandy

A 4 part Bully Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

A loving couple. A bully boss. An indecent proposal.

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.

He wants to claim her.

Claiming Brandy is a 4 part story of blackmail, cheating and betrayal with a cuckold ending that may, or may not, be happy for everyone.


Near Future

A Sci-Fi/Horror Cuckold Bundle

By Manus Dare

Married secret agents betrayed by their master. A beautiful robot and her creator torn apart by an interloper.  A married couple in quarantine trapped by a sexy but demonic AI.

Three stories of the near future. Three stories of love versus lust and the technology that can be used to bring us together or tear us apart.

For the first time, Manus Dare’s sci-fi/ horror cuckold stories are all together in one volume! Enjoy these stories of betrayal and cuckolding as three couples battle against the sexual and technological advances of the Near Future.

Near Future includes the following previously published books:

Beta Test

God Complex

Cheat Code

Warning: These are dark sci-fi/ horror stories that contain graphic sex, cuckolding, humiliation, body control, emotion control, bondage, and mind break. If this is not your cup of tea, please try some of Manus Dare’s other cuckold and humiliation stories.


The Wrong Brother

A Bully Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

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.

What readers have said about The Wrong Brother series:

The Wrong Brother: Part 1

“...A brilliant beginning. Manus has a great plot here that must be based on reality.

Great characters who are developing beautifully - especially Wendy…”- Goodreads

The Wrong Brother: Part 2

“....Another great addition to this series. Keeps you captivated and page turning. Short, but a lot packed into a little. Highly recommended!” - Goodreads

“...If you enjoy an edge to your cuckold genre, you should add this to your books to read…” -Goodreads

The Wrong Brother: Part 3

“...A must read but it is Book Three and you need to read Books One and Two first.

Delicious. A five star book…” - Goodreads

The Wrong Brother: Part 4

“This series is a must have for anyone who craves the dark, forbidden love story between a wife and another man.”


Dream Job

A Billionaire Interracial Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

It was a dream come true...just not for both of them.

When Gideon Cole, the handsome, black billionaire asks Ashley Ward to be his personal assistant, she can’t say no. It is the job she has always dreamed of: Travel to exotic places, hobnobbing with the rich and powerful and, best of all, learning everything she can from her new black boss.

For her husband Tim, however, the new opportunity is anything but a dream. He is happy for his wife, but Tim can’t shake the feeling that there is more on Gideon Cole’s mind than just business.

When Ashley makes a fateful decision on a trip to Italy, there is no turning back for the young couple. Ashley finds there is so much more to the job than she had expected and Tim finds his worst fears are confirmed.

Can Ashley and Tim’s marriage survive her dream job?

Dream Job is a 40,000 word story of interracial cheating, betrayal and cuckolding.


The Game

A Taboo Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Sometimes, the best games are the ones you play with family.

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.

Taken While Hubby Watches Series

An Interracial Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Join these husbands as they watch their wives go black! Each is a standalone story and includes the following fetishes: interracial cuckolding, humiliation, creampies, creampie eating and impregnation.

The complete bundle includes the following books:

Taken by the Jock

Taken by the Ex

Taken by the Rival


Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales

A Fantasy Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Your classic fairy tales with a cuckold twist. Read on as your favorite fairy tale princess are conquered by the sexy villains while their princes are forced to watch! A delightfully dirty collection!

One Last Wish

The Fairest of Them All

All Grown Up

Or get the whole collection for one low price!

Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales: The Complete Collection

Holiday Cuckold Collection

An Interracial Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Roger and Jackie Thompson are trapped in a nearly sexless marriage when, on the biggest shopping day of the year, Jackie discovers the joys of interracial sex. When Roger finds out, instead of feeling bad, she drags her husband into the cuckold life!

Get ready for a crazy sleigh ride through the holidays with this complete collection of Holiday Cuckold stories by Manus Dare!

Black Friday

I’m Dreaming of a Black Christmas

Valentine’s are Black

Get the whole collection at one low price!

Holiday Cuckold Collection

This trilogy has everything you expect from a Manus Dare story: Cheating, betrayal, interracial cuckolding, and humiliation. These are definitely not the warm and fuzzy holiday stories you grew up with!
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