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Miles

I woke up feeling better than I had in weeks. I turned over in bed and watched Karen as she slept. She had a frown on her face, her brow creased with concern. I wondered what she was dreaming about.

Probably fucking Kurt.

I shook the thoughts away, even though the idea made my cock twitch. It wasn't easy. The game we had been playing with Kurt had unlocked something inside of me, something ugly and shameful, and yet even as I tried to banish the memories of Kurt and Karen together, my body responded.

I decided I needed to do something special for Karen. For both of us. So, I got out of bed and set about making breakfast. I don't count myself as a great cook, but there are a few things I'm pretty good at, and breakfast is one of them.

I started with bacon, using the thick, applewood-smoked kind that Karen bought from the natural grocery downtown. It sizzled in the hot cast iron skillet, and pretty soon, the kitchen was filled with the smoky, mouthwatering scent coming from the pan.

Next, I cracked six eggs into a bowl, added a little milk and sour cream, then whisked them until they were frothy. I threw some frozen hash browns into the bacon grease. When the potatoes were crisp, I dumped the egg mixture on top of the potatoes, sprinkled the crumbled bacon into the eggs, and let the whole thing cook for a couple of minutes. Finally, I shoved the cast iron pan into the oven underneath the broiler.

"Miles?" I turned and saw Karen standing in the doorway. "What are you doing?"

She looked adorable, dressed in her faded blue sweats and a t-shirt, her messy red hair falling to her shoulders.

"Making you breakfast," I grinned and met her at the kitchen island with a plate of bacon I had saved for her. It was extra crispy, just the way she liked it.

"Aww," she murmured and took a piece of bacon from the plate. "That is so sweet. You didn't have to."

"I know," I said. "I just felt like doing it."

For the last two weeks, Karen and I had been living on lust and raw emotions. We were both exhausted. We needed some time to get back to normal, and there was nothing more normal than a good breakfast.

"Is there coffee?" she asked.

"Give me a few minutes," I said.

Karen sat down at the island, nibbling on her bacon. She watched me as I made french press coffee and continued to check on the frittata.

Working in the kitchen with Karen's eyes on me, I felt warm and happy. Thoughts of Kurt receded, and I could think about Karen calmly. I remembered all of the things she had done for me over the past year since I had left Brandy. I remembered the kindness she had shown me, the patience, and I smiled to myself as I pulled the frittata from the oven and poured us both a strong cup of coffee.

"How," Karen asked, finally breaking the silence. "How are you feeling?",

"Me?" I said and set the coffee and pan on the table.

"Yes, you, silly," she giggled and took a sip of coffee.

I thought about that as I put thick slices of the frittata on the plate. The scent of coffee and bacon along with Karen's warm smile, made me feel safe and warm.

"I feel good," I said. "Really good."

Karen placed a warm, soft hand on mine.

"Good," she said. "I'm glad."

"Are you ready?" I said and took a bite of the frittata. It tasted wonderful, the salty bite of bacon mixing perfectly with the sharp goat cheese.

"What do you mean?" Karen said innocently, but she was smiling when she sipped her coffee.

"Come on," I said. "You know exactly what I mean."

Karen squeezed my hand.

"Yes, Miles," she said. "I'm ready for this to end."

When Karen said the word 'this,' I felt a twinge in my belly and a slight shift in my crotch. 'This' was her affair with Kurt, an affair I had encouraged. The peace I had so carefully cultivated all morning threatened to slip away.

"Really?" I said, a note of hope in my voice. "And he...you'll think he'll accept that?

"Sure," Karen said. "Of course he will. He's Kurt. This was just fun for him."

Her smile slipped a bit, and I wondered what she was thinking behind those beautiful green eyes. Was she sad that it was over? Or was she upset that she was just another notch on Kurt's bedpost? I wanted to ask, but I didn't want to probe any further. Part of me, the needy part of me, wanted to believe her and believe that this crazy adventure had finally come to an end.

"Good," I said and took another bite of eggs. "That's good. I want it to be just us from now on."

"Me too, sweetie," Karen said and took another sip of her coffee. "Me too."

We finished breakfast, and I relaxed again. It began to feel like it had when Karen and I had first gotten together, comfortable and cozy. I breathed a sigh of relief.

It was over. It was really over.

The frisson of excitement that had buzzed through me the past two weeks had subsided, replaced by a warm coziness.

I was fine with that. Exhausted after days of constant sexual tension, I barely noticed when Karen surreptitiously slid her hand up my thigh. When I became aware of her fingers tickling the space close to my crotch, I just smiled and enjoyed the light touches. Her nails scratched lightly at my legs, and her fingertip grazed my balls.

"What are you doing?" I asked as she cupped me, rolling me in her hand.

"Nothing," she giggled and began to rub me, my cock stiffening under the gentle pressure. "Nothing at all."

Karen continued to massage me, her movements becoming more urgent as she worked her hand over my cock. The eggs and coffee cooled on the table as Karen undid my pants.

"Really?" I asked as she tugged at my pants. My cock, half-hard and thankfully still growing, popped out of my shorts and bobbed against my thigh. "Don't you have to work?"

"Kurt will just have to wait," Karen said and dipped her head to my crotch.

She licked the head with the same tongue that had lavished love and worship on Kurt's cock and ass. The thought, so wicked, stabbed deep into my balls, and my shaft filled with hot, pumping blood.

"Looks like the little guy wants some," Karen giggled and kissed the tip.

"Karen, don't say that," I groaned.

Karen's smile slipped.

"Sorry, baby," she said and slid the palm of her hand against my shaft. "I just got caught up in the moment."

I tried to speak, but my words gurgled uselessly in my throat as Karen slid her hot, wet mouth over my cock. The moist heat surrounded me and pulled me. Karen's green eyes locked on mine and her hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently as her mouth bobbed up and down on my rigid flesh.

Her wet mouth and sparkling green eyes held me in place as she worked my cock with her hand and lips. I remembered the video of Karen worshipping Kurt's cock. Her worship had been messy and abandoned.

What she was doing now was not worship. She was in control, watching me eagerly, trying to determine what I was feeling, and working hard to please me. It felt cold almost, calculated, not like she wanted me at all.

I felt my erection slipping away. I grunted, trying to push my cock deeper, to mess Karen's face up the same way Kurt had. Karen took me all the way to my balls, easily absorbing my thrusts with a contented mewl.

I still felt my cock shrinking, the heat of my lust being washed away by my fear. There was only one thing to do to keep myself hard. It felt like a violation, but I didn't want this moment to slip away.

I thought of Kurt.

I knew it was wrong, I knew it was taking a step backwards, but I couldn't stop myself. I thought of Kurt's hard body on top of Karen, his long thick cock stabbing deep inside of her wet pussy. I thought of Karen crying out to him, telling him he was better than me. Telling him I was a little bastard. The shame brought my cock back to full hardness.

I reached down and took Karen's face in my hands. I pulled her upwards until she was on top of me, and we were kissing. I could taste my cock and pre-cum on her lips, and my mind flashed to Karen's pink lips wrapped around Kurt's throbbing flesh.

Karen giggled in my mouth, and I wanted more than anything to make that laughter go away. She didn't giggle or laugh with Kurt. She cried and moaned, twisted and twitched. With me, she was in control. Knowing that I wasn't strong enough to make her crazy only fueled my desire.

There was a mad scrabble of clothing as Karen pushed off her tights. She gripped my cock and stroked it hard, guiding it easily into her pussy. She sighed as she slipped down on top of me, her warm, wet tunnel enveloping my shaft. I moaned in pleasure as I felt her surround me, all the while picturing Kurt's cock stretching her wide.

"That's it," Karen moaned. "That's what I needed."

She smiled at me and lifted her sweater just enough to uncover her breasts. She leaned forward and buried my face in her ample flesh. I licked and sucked as she began to ride me, controlling the momentum.

Was this really what she needed? As she rode me, the question assaulted my brain. Even though her body was reacting to my kisses and my sucking mouth on her nipples, her reactions were muted, a far cry from the vocal, uncontrollable reactions she had given to Kurt.

I lifted my ass off the seat, trying to drive deeper inside of her. I wanted her to cry out, to beg me to fuck her, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't nearly enough compared to Kurt's thick cock and its hard, punishing thrusts.

Karen rode me like she was riding a pony, rocking back and forth. I needed a reaction, so I bit her hard nipples. She cried out and began to ride me faster, harder. I felt the pressure build in my balls, and before I knew it was close to the edge. I stopped biting and wrapped my arms around her. I buried my face between her heaving breasts and continued to buck upward, trying to force my cock even deep inside of her.

I let out a long, low moan knowing I wasn't going to last long enough to give her pleasure, not real pleasure, when she suddenly froze, the tension building inside of her like a coiled spring. Just as I was about to cum, I felt her body twitch on top of me, and then she was writhing and crying out in release.

I couldn't hold back any longer. With that grunt and a sigh, I let my cock spurt inside of her, my hot lust boiling up out of my balls and squirting into her wet pussy. She continued to ride me for a few moments, and our juices mixed and dripped over my balls and onto my thighs.

Finally, she came to rest on top of me, her breasts settling against my face. I continued to nuzzle her ample flesh as she came down from her orgasm.

She leaned back and looked down at me, her mouth open in a wide grin and tears sparkling at the corner of her eyes.

"I love you, Miles," she said, and there was just a slight sob in the back of her throat.

My heart went out to her. I had put her through so much, and now it was finally over. My chest filled with warmth.

"I love you too, Karen," I said. "I love you too."


Karen

I was getting too good at faking it.

I had known right away that Miles wasn't going to last. It was heartbreaking. I wanted to be able to find pleasure in sex with the man I loved, but all I could think about was Kurt's thick cock filling me to the brim and forcing me over the edge again and again. Unfortunately, those memories, and Mile's furious thrusting, were not enough to get me off.

I wanted it to be, but wanting something doesn't make it happen. And, the more I tried to summon the heat, the farther away my orgasm got.

I knew this moment was critical. The first sex after I had ended the game with Kurt. We both needed it to be good.

However, as I felt Miles's thrusts become more erratic and desperate, I knew I wasn't going to cum. Feeling frustrated and sad, I matched the desperation of his movements and cried out like I was in the throes of passion. It was enough for Miles to let go, and tears stung my eyes as I felt the man I loved cum inside of me even as I continued my disgusting parody of pleasure.

"I love you, Miles," I said, choking back my tears.

"I love you, too," Miles smiled gratefully and hugged me tightly. "I love you, too."

I was sweating, the heat throbbing between my legs. I slid off Miles, and his limp cock slipped out of my sticky pussy. 

"I need to go clean up," I said, still holding back my tears.

Miles pulled his pants up, tucking his small cock into his boxers. I walked to the door and looked back at him as he puttered around the kitchen, clearing the dishes and storing the unwanted food. I couldn't stand watching him being sweet any longer, and I hurried to the bathroom and closed the door behind me.

I sat down on the toilet, my body trembling with need. I needed to take the edge of my lust. There was no way I'd be able to make it through the day if I didn't tap the energy filling me up and release the pressure.

I tried to think of Miles as I slid down my sodden panties. I was wet and sticky from his cum and my dreams of Kurt. Any thoughts of Miles were pushed aside as I imagined Kurt's big cock pounding inside of me. I spread my lips and shoved two fingers into my pussy, trying in vain to capture that sense of fullness I had when Kurt's beautiful flesh pulsated inside of me.

Unable to achieve the feeling of being filled, I focused on my swollen clit. I worked the tender knob until I felt the first stirrings of climax fill my pussy. At the edge, I shoved my fingers inside and worked my fevered cunt until I was thrashing on the toilet seat.

I continued to twitch and moan as my juices spilled out between my legs. Everything was wet and slippery. The toilet seat, my hands, my thighs. Everything.

"Karen?"

I gasped and tried to sit up on the toilet seat, but my ass slipped in my juices. I caught myself on the side of the sink before I could slide to the floor.

"Yuh...yes?" I said as calmly as I could.

"You okay?" Miles asked through the door.

"Y--yes! I...I'm fine." My heart thumped wildly in my chest. "Just fine."

"Ok," Miles said. "I filled a thermos with coffee."

"Oh, that's so sweet," I said, feeling horrible. I'd just gotten myself off thinking of Kurt, and Miles was still being sweet. "Thank you."

I trembled against the sink for a moment, then set about cleaning the toilet seat, between my legs and finally washing my hands until all the evidence of my illicit lust had been erased. By the time I was done, I had stopped trembling and was ready to face my boyfriend.

I dressed as professionally as I could, in a skirt that wasn't too tight. Over my white blouse, I wore a professional blue jacket that hid some of the curves of my heavy breasts. I didn't want to give Kurt any reason to look.

"Thank you," I said when Miles handed me the thermos.

"You okay?" he asked again, searching my face.

"Thanks," I said. "I'm fine."

Miles was being sweet and caring, something that came naturally for him. So why couldn't we just be happy with each other? Why didn't sweet and caring translate into the bedroom?

I tried to shake off my feelings as I sipped the coffee, letting the bitter liquid cut through the haze of morning lust I had just released. I shouldn't be thinking this way. I had to project strength in front of Kurt. I had to make that bastard understand that whatever was happening between us was over and done with. What had started out as a game had become dangerous and hurtful. I had to do this for Miles and myself.

"Are you...are you second-guessing our decision?" Miles said and covered up his nervousness by taking another drink of coffee.

"What?" I asked. Worry crept into my heart. Could Miles sense what I had just done? I stopped myself from covering up my cheeks to hide the flush of heat. "No. I'm not. Are you?"

Miles hesitated, and I felt a great shame when my heart leapt. Maybe Miles had changed his mind. Perhaps he still wanted me to be with Kurt. The lust Miles had started, and I had released in the bathroom flared again, and I tried to force it down.

Stop it, Karen! My mind screamed as I silently sipped my coffee. It's over! Stop this!

"No," Miles said, finally. "No, we have to stop."

I nodded, ignoring the hollow pit in my stomach.

"Okay," I said. "In that case, I'd better get to work."

Miles looked me up and down as I got ready to leave. He nodded with approval.

"You look good," he said.

"Good, but not sexy, right?" I asked.

"You know you don't have to try," Miles said. "You are always sexy."

I blinked back the tears in my eyes as I hugged him. He was such a good man, and I hated myself for hurting him. Yes, he had been a part of it, but I should have known better than to get involved with Kurt.

"I'll see you right after work," I said.

"Good," Miles said. "I love you."

"I love you, too."

I gave Miles a kiss on the cheek, left the apartment, and went to face Kurt.


Karen

Despite my worries, Kurt wasn't even in the office when I arrived. I was relieved. I could put off any unwanted feelings. However, as morning turned into afternoon and I hadn't heard from Kurt, I began to wonder what was going on.

Had he made up with Brandy? Was he with her right now, telling her all the things that had happened?

It shouldn't have bothered me. In fact, I should have been elated. If Kurt got back with Brandy, his attention would be on her, and I could focus on repairing my relationship with Miles.

I couldn't help but feel just a twinge of jealousy. For a brief moment, I had been the most important thing to Miles and Kurt. If Kurt went back to her, which I should be ecstatic about, then he would no longer have eyes for me.

So, why does it hurt so much?

I tried pushing the thought to the back of my mind. There were so many things I had repressed and now all of those feelings had been stirred up. Having my body pounded into oblivion by Kurt didn't help. I was having a hard time separating my emotions from the intense pleasure Kurt's power gave me.

Still, I had a job to do, and I had a loving boyfriend waiting for me at home. It wouldn't do to stew in the mistakes or lost opportunities of the past. Right now, I just needed to focus on work.

That focus, however, was destroyed an hour later when Kurt texted me.

I want to see you

Just ignore it, I thought, but a second later, I picked up the phone.

Then get to work

Don't text back, don't text back, don't...

No. I want to see you. Come to the Plaza.

Fuck!

A thrill ran through me. I knew what it meant, meeting him at the Plaza. Hadn't I already been there twice? And each time, I'd had the best sex of my life.

I knew exactly why he wanted to see.

No!

My hand trembled as I sent the text, tremors of excitement fluttering in my chest. I couldn't do it, even though my body burned at the thought. I couldn't do this to Miles. I had a chance to walk away.

Please

I felt a pull on my heart as I read the message. Please? I'm not sure Kurt had ever said please to me. I put the phone face down on my desk.

You can't do this, I said to myself. You don't need this.

I looked at my computer screen, my fingers poised above the keys. I kept glancing at my phone, expecting it to buzz.

Fifteen minutes later, I was still sitting there, not one word typed into the computer.

"Fuck it!" I hissed, grabbed my things, and left the office before I could talk myself out of it.

Thomas was waiting for me when I got to the hotel, of course, looking as dapper and professional as always.

"Good afternoon, Miss Nelson," Thomas said with a slight dip of his head.

"It's Karen, Thomas," I said. "Don't you remember?"

"Oh yes," Thomas said. "Of course. Karen."

"So, pimping for Kurt today, hm?"

I brushed by the tall man and walked briskly to the elevators. Thomas fell in beside me, his long legs keeping up with me easily.

"I prefer to think of myself as a facilitator," Thomas said dryly.

"Yes, well, I know where I'm going, Thomas. I don't need an escort."

"Of course," Thomas said as we stood in front of the elevators. "I just wanted to say I've never seen Mr. Brock so... put out."

"Put out, huh?" I said. "Exactly what does 'put out' mean?"

Thomas stepped close to me. For just a second, his professional facade slipped, and there was a look of real concern on his face.

"It means," Thomas said. "I've never seen him this upset. Not even after the death of his father."

Thomas stepped back as the elevator arrived. I hesitated for a moment, and Thomas held his hand against the doors, forcing them to stay open.

Kurt was upset. I knew he would be, of course, but I just assumed it would be the same sort of nonsense he had always done when he didn't get what he wanted. The only time I'd ever seen him really upset or really angry was when his father died. If what Thomas said was true, Kurt was in an even worse place than he had been when Howard Brock passed away.

"I understand," I said as I walked into the elevator. "But Kurt's a big boy. He's going to have to grow up sometime."

"Don't we all," Thomas said and lifted his hand so the door could shut. "Don't we all."

Kurt was waiting for me when I got to his door. As I raised my hand to knock, Kurt threw open the door and pulled me inside.

I didn't have a chance to breathe before Kurt forced his lips over mine and gave me a deep kiss. I let out a moan in the back of my throat but didn't fight it. Kurt pressed his hard body against me, and I let him kiss me forgetting, for just a moment, why I had come.

"Thank you for coming," Kurt murmured against my lips. "Thank you."

"I'm not here for you," I said and pushed against his chest. "I'm here because this needs to stop. I can't go on like this."

"Why not?" Kurt said and pushed against my hands. "You want to, right?"

I groaned and looked away from him.

"That's not the point," I said. "Just because I want this doesn't mean I can have it. It's hurting too many people."

The heat of his body and the scent of his musk made it hard to think. His smell was strong, and I wondered if he had even showered since we had last been together.

Kurt pressed against me, and I wanted nothing more than to melt into that strength, but I held myself rigid.

"Why?" Kurt said. "Is Miles getting upset?"

"It's not just Miles," I said. "Brandy is hurting, too."

Kurt's smile slipped a fraction.

"I know," he said.

"You know? I said. "You know that you're hurting her, and you're still coming on to me?

"Yes," Kurt said, and this time, his eyes went cold. "I don't care. I don't care about Miles. I don't care about Brandy. I just want you."

I saw it. That look in his eyes. There was hunger, yes, but there was something else. Something tender and soft. I shook my head as a swell of warmth filled my chest. I felt my conflicting emotions rise to meet Kurt's need.

"You're crazy!" I moaned, but I knew he wasn't. If he was crazy, then I was crazy too.

"I love you," he said.

This wasn't the way I thought it would go. All this time, I had hoped that it was just sex, just a fling for Kurt, but I should have known. He had deeper feelings for me. Maybe they were misplaced feelings, a scared little boy still yearning to be loved by someone, anyone. When Brandy had spurned that love, Kurt had turned his attention to me.

And that would be okay. I would be able to handle that. Except...except I had strong feelings for Kurt too. I had pushed them down over the years, repressed them, for fear that I would be hurt.

"No," I said. Kurt had taken my momentary indecision for submission, and I pushed against him. I may as well have been pushing against rock.

"I know you want me too," Kurt said. "I've known for a long time. I was just too scared."

"Kurt, stop!" I said. "It's too late! I'm with Miles now!"

"Miles can't make you feel the way I make you feel," Kurt said, and the worst part about it was he was right. "Please. If this is it, if it's not going to happen, I need to be with you one last time."

He tilted his head to kiss me and whispered the hot words into my mouth.

"One last time."

And he kissed me. I responded, my mouth opening, accepting his tongue. I wrapped my arms around his strong body and gripped the muscles of his back underneath my fingers. My body sang with need as Kurt's hands rubbed the small of my back, then down over my ass, rubbing me, kneading me. I whimpered into his mouth like a child, and Kurt continued to kiss me, pushing me back against the door.

Finally, he broke the kiss. I was breathing heavily, lost in the moment. Then, I remembered Miles, sweet loving Miles. The man who cooked me breakfast, who made me feel loved.

I unwrapped my arms from Kurt's body and placed my hands on his chest.

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

"Tell me Miles makes you feel the way I make you feel," Kurt said, still holding on. "Tell me he can give you everything you deserve, and I'll stop.

"He…" The words were on my lips, and then I looked into Kurt's eyes. That vulnerability and insatiable hunger. I felt the same.

Why? I thought desperately. Why couldn't you be enough, Miles?

Kurt saw my weakness and picked me up with a throaty growl. I yelped as he carried me to the bed and threw me onto the mattress.

"I know," Kurt said and removed his towel. "I know."

I trembled as I watched Kurt's beautiful body descend towards me, his lips instinctively finding mine. His hands pulled at my clothes, peeling them rather than tearing them off of me. I was so used to his rough, powerful fucking. I wasn't ready for this slow, gentle side.

"Kurt, please!" I whimpered. "Please! Just fuck me."

I gripped the muscles of his neck and tried to pull him on top of me. Kurt held back, but I could feel the tension of his muscles. It was taking everything he had to hold back.

"If this is the last time," he said. "I want it to last."

I mewled helplessly as Kurt finally slipped off my bra and slid my panties over my legs. He kissed my toes, the soles of my feet, and the round curve of my calves. He worked slowly, agonizingly down my legs, over my stomach. His pace gave me too much time to think about Miles, about how I was betraying him. And for what? Sex? Or was there something more?

My body hummed with desire by the time Kurt made it to my breasts, sucking the hard nipples into his mouth. I yelped as he bit down on the sensitive nub, then washed away the pain with his tongue.

I shouldn't be here, I thought desperately. I can't be here!

And then Kurt's mouth was on mine, and any other thoughts were forced away by his tongue. I returned his kiss with equal hunger, spreading my legs as Kurt settled his hard body between my thighs.

Kurt slid inside my pussy, settling his heavy body on top of me. There was no pain as he hooked his arm under my knee and thrust deep and hard into my wet, ready flesh. My body had been reshaped, molded into a perfect vessel to receive Kurt's lust.

"God, you feel so good!" Kurt hummed as he sank deep into my sex. "So good!"

My mind and body responded to his words, rising to meet him, to give him more of the pleasure he craved. His thick cock pulsated against my dripping inner flesh, sending deep, throbbing waves of lust through my body. This was not the hard, frenetic pounding I was used to. This was a slow, almost tortuous building of sensation, allowing all of my troubled emotions to mix with the intense building of pressure until I was at my breaking point.

"I love you," Kurt said, and I felt it. For the first time, I really felt it in my heart. "Tell me you love me."

"No!" I cried, but it was a lie. I knew it in my heart and soul. "God, please no!"

Kurt began to thrust faster, forcing my body to accept the ecstasy he was offering to me. I tried to stop it, but it was too late. I was going to cum, and with my orgasm, I was going to betray Miles in the worst possible way.

"Tell me!" Kurt growled. He was pounding inside of me now with deep, penetrating thrusts. His hip movements were erratic, the pressure inside of his body matching mine. We were both so close.

And suddenly, I knew. This was a moment, a moment I had never known. A connection of body and soul, unlike anything I had ever experienced. It was wrong to feel it, wrong to be sharing this moment with anyone but Miles, yet there it was. And if there was ever a time to say the words, that was the time.

"I LOVE YOU!"

I screamed as our simultaneous orgasms crashed together. Kurt lost all control of his thrusts, stabbing deep into my center. I knew he was cumming inside of me, filling me up with his hot seed, but I couldn't feel it. All I could feel was the intense pleasure of releasing all of my feelings and all of my lust in one spectacular orgasm.

I can't remember what happened after that. Wave after wave of glorious, white-hot pleasure burned away my memories. I just remember the ecstasy of Kurt inside me, his lips on mine, the thoughts whirling in my brain.

This must be what love feels like.

I let the traitorous thought linger despite the guilt in my heart. It didn't matter anymore. I had admitted the truth to myself and Kurt. There was no more reason to fight.

Kurt slid down beside me and cradled me in his strong arms. We lay there, breathing softly, dozing in a post-coital bliss. We spoke very little except for murmurs or and sighs, relaxing together like old lovers or newlyweds.

After a time, Kurt lifted my leg, and I sighed as he slid into me like a well-oiled blade slipping into its sheath.

He turned my face and kissed me, and we were connected by lips and tongues, cock and pussy. Admitting the feelings I had repressed for so long had lifted a weight from my heart. I melted against Kurt's body, and he made love to me for a second time.


Miles

I wasn't able to accomplish much throughout the day. I found myself constantly glancing at the clock, wondering if Karen would make it home on time or if she would stay late. I had to stop myself from calling her. Calling her would only prove I didn't trust her.

Do you trust her?

I did, I was sure I did, but I had lived so long in the limbo of jealousy and fear that I couldn't calm myself. I knew I wouldn't be truly happy until Karen was home again in my arms.

Despite her assurances that Kurt meant nothing, I couldn't help but think that it was going to be harder to give him up than she let on. I knew Kurt and I knew how jealous he was of me. He was capable of anything.

It was funny. He was the charming one, the rich one. He could have anyone and anything he wanted, yet he always wanted what I had. I'd never understood it, not even when he had taken Brandy from me and certainly not now that he had set his sights on Karen. If anything, I should be jealous of him.

Maybe that's exactly what he wanted.

I thought about that as I heard Karen come in the door and set down her bag on the kitchen counter. I shut down my computer and walked out to the kitchen to meet her.

I could tell right away that she was tired, and her eyes were red.

Has she been crying?

"Hey," I said. "How are you?"

I stepped forward and gave her a hug. She leaned against me, and she fell heavily into my arms.

"I'm okay," she said. "Just really tired. It was a long day."

"Why don't you go into the living room and sit down?" I said. "Do you want some coffee? Tea?"

"Wine," she said. "Lots of wine."

I smiled reassuringly, but already I could feel the anxiety creeping into my stomach. I selected two wine glasses, filled them with a dry red, then went out to the couch and sat down beside Karen.

"So," I said, handing a glass to Karen. "How...how did it go?"

Karen weighed me with her eyes, as if wondering how much she should tell me. She gulped her wine.

"It's over," she said softly.

"Really?" I asked, not daring to believe it.

"Yes," she said. "It's really over."

I sat back on the couch, the relief washing over me. I slid a hand over Karen's. Her skin was warm. Instead of anger, fear, and jealousy, I felt love and gratitude. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her, and for the first time in a long time, I felt my body respond to her without the need for jealousy or pain.

Her kiss was warm and welcoming. I slid a hand over her stomach.

"Miles," she moaned.

I took her moan as a good sign and slid a hand up to her breast. Our kisses became deeper and more insistent. I slid over her body and settled in between her legs. Karen pushed softly against my chest.

"Miles, stop," she said.

I pulled back confused, I was infused with a feeling of love and desire, and I assumed that Karen would be feeling the same way. We were finally free of all the confusing emotions of the past few months. It was just us, maybe for the first time since we had been together.

"What's the matter?"

"I'm sorry, baby," Karen said and slid her warm hand up my cheek. "I'm just really tired. It was...a lot to deal with today."

"It's ok," I grinned. "You can just lay there. I'll do all the work."

I slid to my knees, sliding Karen's legs apart.

"Miles, no!" Karen cried and slammed her legs against me, her hands clawing at my shoulders. I looked up at her, confused. "Sorry, I'm just...just not in the mood, ok?"

"I'm sorry," I said and sat back on the couch feeling frustrated. "I thought we could just enjoy being together."

"Miles," she leaned against me. "I do want to be with you, baby. I'm just tired. You understand?"

"Sure," I said. My cock was hard and only getting harder as I wondered why Karen was really tired.

What actually happened between her and Kurt? What had he said, what had he done? Was she tired because she had stronger feelings for him than she let on? I knew that was a possibility, but I didn't think it would get in the way of our love.

All I wanted to do was hold her, make love to her, and prove that she had made the right choice. I knew I was being selfish, and I tried my best to fight down my feelings of desire.

Karen must have seen my distress. She bent forward and slid a hand over my crotch.

"Aww, poor baby!" she pouted. "You've been waiting for me all day, haven't you?"

I groaned as her hand slid over my crotch, rubbing me through my pants. Her expression changed from one of doubt to confidence. I shrank back on the couch, but she followed me, cupping my crotch.

"Yes," I said, not sure what she was doing. "Yes, I have."

"Don't run away!" she said and slowly unbuttoned my pants. "I'm sorry! You've been waiting all day for me, and I didn't even call."

"Karen, what are you doing?"

A minute ago, she had seemed tired and worn out, but now there was a naughty glint in her eye and a wicked smile on her face. I recognized that smile from the teasing games we had played over the last two weeks.

"I'm taking care of you," Karen said and pulled my pants down. My cock sprang free of my pants. Karen giggled and placed her warm hand on my throbbing shaft. "Don't you want me to take care of you?"

"I...I thought you were tired?" I said.

"I am," Karen said. "Kurt was exhausting."

I moaned as she spit a long string of drool onto my cock, using it to lubricate my shaft until her hand was sliding smoothly up and down my rigid flesh.

"Wuh...What do you mean?" I grunted. "What happened?"

Karen leaned forward, bearing down on my cock as she murmured in my ear.

"Let's just say he was very upset."

I moaned. This was not the loving, caring sex I had imagined, but my cock was responding to her words, and I couldn't hold back my lust. It was throbbing in Karen's hands.

"He was?" I said, falling into the same old game. I didn't want to hear it, yet I did. My hips bucked on the couch as Karen laughed.

"Oh yes," she said and bore down harder on my cock, pumping me with furious intensity. "He wants me, he really wants me!"

"No!" I tried to sit up, but Karen pushed me back, thoroughly in control.

"Isn't that what you want?" Karen said. "You want to hear about how much he wants me, how bad he wanted to fuck me with that huge cock!"

"No!" I screamed, but my cock was already oozing precum, unable to hold back the pressure in my balls. "Karen, please! This isn't what I wanted!"

"Yes it is!" Karen said, and she used both hands to hammer my cock into submission. "You love knowing how much Kurt wants me. Now come for me, Miles, come for me knowing that Kurt loves me just as much as you do and…"

She leaned in so close I could feel the spittle as she hissed the words in my face.

"I want him too."

"NO!" I screamed, but her words cut through all of my defenses and struck me deep inside my heart. The pressure, the horrible pressure burst from my balls and my feelings of anguish and pain burst forth with the exquisite pleasure of release.

Karen laughed as she watched a long geyser of my cum spurt out of my cock and splash across my stomach. She continued to stroke me through my orgasm, milking out every drop of cum. My spent seed pooled on my stomach, into my belly button, and dripped down my sides.

I sank into the cushions, all tension gone, except for the tight knot of fear in my gut. My body trembled with a mixture of pleasure and nausea, fighting to decide which would win.

"Hey," Karen said. "Are you okay?"

"No," I said. "No, I'm not okay."

"I thought... I thought you liked it?"

I sat up and looked down at my wasted cum drying on my stomach.

"No," I said miserably. "I just wanted this to be over."

"Oh, sweetie," Karen put a warm hand on my cheek. "I'm so sorry, Miles. I'm so, so sorry."

"Do you still want him?" I asked. "Do you still want Kurt?"

"What?" Karen said. "No! I was just playing the game. So you could enjoy it."

"I don't want to play this game anymore," I said, realizing I sounded like a spoiled child. "I just want to be with you."

"Okay," Karen said, and I could see tears form at the corner of her eyes. I'm sorry. I understand."

"It's okay," I said, not wanting Karen to be hurt. "You didn't know. It's just from now on I want to try to keep Kurt out of our bedroom."

Karen nodded and wiped a tear from her cheek.

"I get it," Karen said. "I understand."

I sighed in relief. Inside my guts were still roiling, but I could feel the fear receding.

"You've gotten pretty good at this game," I said with a weak grin.

Karen smiled.

"Yeah, I guess I have," she said. "Too good."

"Yeah," I agreed.

She was looking down at my body, the cum drying on my belly and my cock twitching with the last bits of life in it against my thigh. I wondered what she was thinking and I became self-conscious.

"I...I should get cleaned up," I said.

"No, wait," Karen put a hand on my shoulder. "Let me."

She went into the kitchen and came back with a warm, wet washcloth. Slowly, she cleaned off my stomach and my thighs, finally running the warm cloth up my shaft. Finally, she dipped her head and kissed the tip of my cock.

"Better?" she said, smiling warmly.

"Yes," I said. "Much better."


Karen

I took the dirty washcloth to the bathroom and hung it on the hamper. I looked in the mirror, thinking about what had just happened.

I wished I could go back in time and change the way I had handled the situation. I was just so tired, and once Miles began to touch me, all I felt was frustration. Even if I let him touch me, fuck me, I knew I wouldn't get any real pleasure out of it. It would be the cozy, comfortable feeling of being with someone who adored you, but there wouldn't be the shattering emotions I had been exposed to that afternoon.

Kurt had fucked me. No, he had made love to me three times. Every time was slow and powerful. His body and his love forced feelings out of me I didn't know I was capable of. I had never really believed in physical love. Sex was sex, and love was love, and that was just the way it was. I never thought that they could be combined into something even more profound, but Kurt had changed my mind.

That alone was enough to cripple me with guilt. I loved Miles. I loved him for all the things that he did for me. But that love couldn't come close to what I felt for Kurt.

It wasn't just about sex anymore. Kurt and I were connected in a way I never knew was possible.

And there was no going back.

So, when I saw Miles was turned on, I used his kink to avoid having real sex with him.  Even worse, I had felt a wicked thrill as I controlled his cock, forcing him to cum as I talked about how much Kurt wanted me.

What are you going to do? I asked my reflection in the mirror. She didn't answer, because she didn't know.

I sighed and left the bathroom, changing into a T-shirt and a pair of sweats. By the time I'd come out into the living room, Miles was dressed and hanging up the phone.

"I think we should order some food," he said.

"Sounds wonderful!" I said. I sat down next to him and put my hand on his thigh. "Are you sure you're okay?"

"Yeah," Miles said, smiling. "I'm fine. It just surprised me, you know?"

"What?"

"I didn't know you enjoyed the torture so much."

"Oh my God!" I said. Is that how you see it? Torture?"

Miles turned away from me, and I felt even worse than before. I had always thought the words I said to Miles were something he enjoyed. There was pain too, I knew that, but I never knew that it hurt so much.

"Well, yes," he said. "I mean, don't get me wrong, I enjoyed it, all of it obviously, I just didn't know you enjoyed it."

I remembered the power I had felt when I was controlling his cock. Part of me had wanted to make him cum, so I could rest and come to terms with what had happened with Kurt. But a small piece of me had loved the power I had when he squirted his jizz all over his belly.

"I...I guess I did," I said. "I never meant to hurt you."

"It's not your fault," Miles said. "It's mine. I'm the one that made you do it. All of it."

Not all of it, I said to myself. You certainly didn't make me have sex with a Kurt over and over again this afternoon. That was all me.

"Well, I'm still sorry," I said as the guilt washed over me. Miles didn't deserve this, no matter how much he enjoyed it, His kink was a knife-edge of pain and pleasure, and it could easily destroy him.

"It's ok," Miles gave me a weary smile. "You hungry?"

Just like that, he was taking care of me again. I blinked back more tears.

"Sure," I said. "But let me order, ok? City Pizza?"

Miles's eyes lit up. City Pizza was his favorite. We didn't eat it very often because I didn't particularly like the crust, but it was the only thing I could think of to do for him.

"Really? That sounds great!" He gave me a genuine smile this time and hugged me. "I'm going to take a shower."

"Ok," I said and picked up my phone. "Sausage with double cheese?"

Miles beamed, happy that I had remembered his favorite pizza. He practically skipped to the bathroom.

It's that easy, I thought. Show Miles a little love, and he's so happy. Like a puppy.

I didn't like thinking of Miles that way. He wasn't a dog, and I shouldn't treat him like one. Still, the image persisted as I picked up the phone to order the pizza.

That's when I saw the text from Kurt.

I enjoyed today. I hope you did too.

There was another text fifteen minutes later.

I love you.

I smiled and held the phone to my chest, feeling the warmth creeping into my traitorous heart. Two men loved me, but I was beginning to realize there may not be enough room in my heart for both of them.

What are you going to do? I thought to myself.

I did the only thing I could think to do.

I ordered the pizza.


Karen

I carried that feeling into the office the next day. It was that giddy, school girl feeling you get when you first notice your crush likes you back. It was ridiculous and silly and no less traitorous to Miles than anything else I had done. However, whenever Kurt passed my desk or gave me his confident, cocky smile, I couldn't help but feel the warmth in my stomach and the tingle between my legs.

We didn't talk about anything except work, but there was so much more going on behind those looks. I knew he wanted me again, and I wanted him. I just didn't know how to make that happen. I was feeling frustrated by the end of the day. Frustrated that we hadn't taken a break and gone to the hotel at lunch. As the office filed out, I waited for Kurt to call me into his office. Finally, once the last person had left, he came to his door.

"I think you should stay late, Karen," Kurt said, leaning against the doorway.

I sighed. So that was his plan. He wanted me to stay late even though he knew if I stayed late, Miles would surely know something was going on.

"You know I can't," I said. "Miles will find out."

"Doesn't he like it?" Kurt smirked. "I know he likes it. I've seen it."

"It's not like that," I said. "If I stay late this time, he'll leave me."

"Really?" Kurt said and rubbed his chin. "Would that be so bad? Then, we could be together all the time."

"And Brandy?" I asked. "What about her, Kurt? Are you going to break up with her?"

"Do you want me to?"

I could not stop the thrill of pleasure those words gave me. Kurt would choose me over Brandy! I would truly have him, all of him, without having to worry about her in my life.

I shook off the feelings.

Don't be stupid! I told myself. Kurt still loves Brandy! Just like Miles still loves Brandy! You'll never be rid of her!

Besides, you still love Miles. You know you do!

"It's not that easy, and you know it!" I said. "You still love her, and I still love Miles."

"So, where's that leave us?"

Kurt stepped forward quickly and pinned me against my desk. Where did that leave us? That was the question. I still wanted him. No, I needed him. His love for Brandy and my love for Miles wasn't stopping that need. I wanted to leave him behind me, chalk all of this up to one big mistake, but when he grabbed my hips with his strong hands, I didn't run.

When Kurt kissed me, I didn't fight it. I was tired of fighting. Tired of fighting  Brandy, tired of fighting for Miles, tired of fighting for Kurt. I just wanted to forget. So, when he slid his tongue into my mouth, I sucked on it and pushed my hand down to his crotch to feel that beautiful, throbbing muscle underneath my palm.

Kurt backed up and grinned.

"Looks like you're going to be working late," he said.

"Shut up," I said and kissed him again. "Just shut up."

Kurt chuckled and lifted me onto the desk, knowing he had me. He pushed up my skirt and forced my wet panties down over my legs. I was done fighting. I spread my legs for him, and when he stepped between my thighs, I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him in. He kissed me, and I dug my hands into his hair and devoured his lips and tongue.

My phone lay uselessly on my desk. I wasn't going to call Miles this time. He would understand what was happening when I didn't come home. I felt fear tinged with sadness as I realized how much pain this would cause him, but Kurt's hands pushed up under my blouse and gripped my breasts, ripping away my guilt. I moaned and rubbed my crotch against him, anticipating the pleasure of having his thick cock inside me again.

I'm sorry, Miles, I thought as I sucked on Kurt's tongue. I'm sorry.

I needed Kurt, and nothing could stop me from getting him.

"I knew I'd find you two here!"

Kurt stopped kissing me. I peered around his body and saw a round figure silhouetted in the doorway.

"Brandy," Kurt said, not sounding the least bit surprised. "What are you doing here?"


Karen

"What the fuck do you think I'm doing here?" Brandy said coolly and strolled into the office. "I'm coming to see my boyfriend!"

Kurt turned away from me, placing his strong body between his crazed girlfriend and me. I slid off the desk and pulled my skirt down to cover myself. For the first time, I felt the shame of what I was doing. I shouldn't be here. Not only was I hurting Miles, but I was also the other woman, the mistress. I had never in my life thought I would be that person, the person who steals another woman's man, yet here I was, pulling my skirt down over my wet pussy, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Brandy lifted her eyes to Kurt. They were wide and wet.

"I get it," Brandy said. "I get what you want now."

Then, she kissed him, biting his lips, sucking at his flesh. Kurt responded, kissing her back and running his hands over her plump curves. I was stunned and felt a spear of jealousy stab me deep in the guts. Is this how Miles felt when he watched me with Kurt? Despite the pain, I couldn't help but feel the heat of that kiss.

Finally, Brandy broke her kiss with Kurt and looked at me.

"I get it now," she said and took a step towards me. I wanted to stand my ground, but I had no idea what she was capable of. I took a step back, bumped against the desk, and realized I had nowhere to go. I looked at Kurt, but he was staring at Brandy, his chest heaving with desire. That look of hunger told me all I needed to know. He still wanted Brandy. I felt the jealousy and anger throb within my body, feeding my desire for Kurt. I should be running, yet I didn't want to miss anything.

"He wants us both," Brandy said. "He needs us both. Why didn't I see it before?"

Brandy stepped forward, and I pushed against her chest. I couldn't hit her; she was heavy with child. All I could do was try and slow her down.

She brushed my hand aside, took a handful of my hair, and pulled my head forward sharply. I gasped in pain, and my mouth fell open. That's when Brandy shoved her tongue down my throat.

I was shocked senseless by the feel of her tongue in my mouth. She pushed me hard against the desk, laughing against my lips as she shoved her hand under my skirt and sank her fingers deep into my wet pussy.

"Surprise, bitch!" Brandy hissed in my ear. "If you can't beat 'em, join 'em."

"Wuh...what are you doing?" I moaned.

"Giving my man what he wants," she said and bit my bottom lip, then my neck. I shivered against the desk as Brandy worked her fingers up my slit, rubbing my tortured clit.

This couldn't be happening, but the heat of Kurt's gaze as he watched us made my pussy throb. Brandy was kissing me fiercely, stabbing her tongue into my hungry mouth, and I rewarded her with a low moan.

It wasn't the first time I'd kissed a woman, but it was the first time in front of a man, and the idea of Kurt watching made my body sing with energy. Brandy felt it too, and she lifted my skirt, exposing my puffy pussy to Kurt, and drove two fingers in and out of my dripping hole. 

I looked at Kurt through slitted eyes, and the hunger on his face made me giddy with need. Brandy was right. This is what Kurt wanted. He wanted us both, the women in poor, pathetic Miles's life to give themselves to him, body and soul.

"That's it, bitch!" Brandy spat in my ear. "Cum for him. You know you want to. Cum for him and show him how much you want this."

Her words penetrated my brain, and I couldn't hold back. My hips bucked against the desk, and I came, squirting my lust over Brandy's hand, watching as Kurt stared at me, his desire feeding me.

"That's it," Kurt said. "That's my good girls."

He stepped forward and kissed first Brandy, then me. Then, he moved back, and my lips met Brandy's again, and we kissed slowly, passionately, taking our time so Kurt, our man, could enjoy the display we were putting on for him. This was all for him. All for Kurt.

Brandy opened her blouse, revealing her round body pregnant with life. She was glowing, and, in my heightened sense of lust, I found her gorgeous. She slid heavily to her knees and opened Kurt's pants, bringing out his beautiful cock. A mother goddess kneeling before her God.

"I've missed your cock, baby," Brandy murmured and rolled the heavy shaft over her face. "I've missed it so much."

Kurt gasped as the pregnant woman lavished his thick cock with the love and worship he deserved. He turned to me, and before I could say anything, he was kissing me. I melted into his kiss, and for a time, we were all three locked together by our lips and flesh, Miles's pregnant ex-wife kneeling and sucking his cock while his rival's girlfriend kissed him hungrily. Even to a man like Kurt, this was a dream come true.

"I want you," Kurt breathed in my ear. "I need you."

"Yes," I said instantly. "Yes, please."

Kurt pulled back from Brandy's sucking mouth and peeled off his shirt. We watched as he revealed himself to us in all his finely muscled glory.

Brandy hauled herself to her feet and helped me pull off my blouse and bra. As Kurt watched, the pregnant woman rolled my heavy breasts in her hands, lowering her mouth to my nipple.

"You want him, don't you, Karen?" She sucked on my nipples, making me moan. "You want him more than Miles, don't you?"

"Yes, I whimpered. "Yes, I do."

"You want him to fuck you. You want him so bad you'll let him fuck you in front of me, won't you?"

"Yes!" I cried out when Brandy bit my nipple. The pain was sharp but felt good when she covered the hard, tortured flash with her mouth and sucked it gently until the pain was gone.

Brandy moved to Kurt and took his large, thick cock in her hand. Slowly, she guided him to my pussy.

"Fuck her, Kurt! Fuck her hard! Make her forget Miles!"

Kurt growled deep in his throat. This was what he wanted. He wanted to make me forget who I was and claim me for his own.

"It's fucking over for you, bitch!" Brandy said and kissed me, sucking my tongue into her mouth as Kurt thrust hard into my throbbing pussy. Bright lights burst in my brain, and I forgot everything. Suddenly, all I wanted was Kurt between my legs and Brandy in my mouth.


Miles

I looked at the clock for the hundredth time. It was over an hour since Karen should have been home from work. No message and no text. Had she been held up at the office? Had she been in an accident? All of the usual thoughts went through my mind, but in my heart, I knew they were all wrong.

This could only mean one thing.

She was with Kurt.

I sat in my small office, looking at the phone and the clock, wondering what to do. She was clearly with him even after we had agreed that she would end it. Had she even ended it? I remembered the night she had come home, exhausted after telling Kurt it was over. I remembered the way she had controlled my cock, forcing me to orgasm.

Was she avoiding sex with me?

I didn't want to believe it, but I knew it was true when I looked at the clock. She had fucked Kurt that day, a goodbye fuck so good she'd been unable to summon the energy to be with me. And now it looked like it wasn't a goodbye at all, but just another in a long line of betrayals and humiliations.

Even as the poisonous emotions overcame my brain, I felt the hot, toxic lust well up inside my body. I was rock hard. The shame only fed my desire, and I couldn't help it. I freed my cock and took it in my hand, stroking it. That wasn't enough, however. I needed to know what she was doing. I needed to see.

Frustrated, I let my throbbing cock go and leaned back in my chair. I was still wondering what to do when Brandy called.

"What is it, Brandy?" I snapped into the phone.

"I know where they are, Miles," she said. "I know where Kurt and Karen are."

I shot up from my chair, my cock dripping with anticipation.

"Where?" I said. "Where are they, Brandy?"

"At the office, of course," Brandy said, and the giggle in her voice infuriated me. "You should come down here, Miles, and see for yourself."

With those words still ringing in my ears, she hung up.

I don't remember the ride to the office. My cock was throbbing so hard, and all I could think about was Karen sucking and fucking, wet and wasted on some desk somewhere. She had lied to me, betrayed me in the worst possible way, but I couldn't fight my lust anymore. I needed her.

The office was dark when I got there, but the doors were open as if they knew I was coming, and they welcomed me in. I could hear them before I saw them, and it was worse than I thought. Wet smacks of raw flesh and my Karen's cries echoed through in the dark office.

"Yes, fuck me, Kurt! Fuck your tight little pussy, baby! I need you so bad!"

I peered around a corner of a cubicle, and I saw them, lit by the warm light of an office lamp. Karen was on her back, her legs spread wide as Kurt's glistening, muscled body pounded into her, thrusting his thick cock deep into her pussy. Her vibrant red hair was spread out across the desk, and she thrashed her head back and forth, crying out Kurt's name.

"I'm cumming for you, Kurt! I'm cumming, baby!"

My heart broke as I watched the woman I loved buck and twitch on the desk, overcome by a pleasure I could never give her. She needed Kurt more than she needed me. It was obvious  how she accepted him, urged him on with her flesh, and came on his powerful cock. I could never make her feel this way, and it was all I could do to stay standing as my whole world collapsed again.

I felt a presence behind me, and I started, feeling soft hands slip around my waist and pulling me back, back into a soft, warm body that was both familiar and alien to me.

"I knew you'd come," Brandy murmured and reached a hand around my body to cup my hard cock. "Like what you see?"

"Brandy? What's... what's happening?"

"Isn't it obvious?" she sneered. "Your little girlfriend is cheating on you. And she loves it."

"No!" I cried, but it was true. Karen was crying out in pleasure, the same pleasure I'd seen her have when she was with Kurt in the hotel room. But, this was different. She wasn't just fucking him. Her eyes were glazed over, and they never left Kurt's face. She was looking at him, not with lust but something deeper, something warmer. Something I'd never seen before.

Total and complete love.

"You see it, don't you?" Brandy cooed in my ear. "You see that look on her face?"

My knees grew weak. Brandy was the pregnant one, yet she helped me to the floor. I fell back against her, the musky scent of sex and breast milk pulling me down. I was unable to fight as she freed my cock from my pants.

"Poor Miles," she whimpered, the hint of cum and spit on her breath. "I tried to warn you."

She gripped my cock between thumb and forefinger, stroking me gently.

"But you wouldn't listen, would you?" she said.

Karen cried out as she came again. I watched in horror as Kurt's thick flesh spread Karen's pink lips, pumping in and out of her pussy, his hard body smacking wetly into her helpless flesh.

"You could have had me back. We could have been happy. But, you had to run to her. Well, look at her now, Miles. Look at her!"

Brandy hissed the last words in my ears, the poison making it impossible to think.

"She's his now, Miles, all his, and there's nothing you can do about it."

Tears stung my eyes, and the pain built in my heart. Karen, excited from her orgasm, lifted her face to Kurt and gave him a passionate kiss, her legs wrapping around his thick body and pulling him even further into her.

"I was upset at first," Brandy said as she pumped my turgid cock. "But now I understand. Kurt needs more than one woman, just like you need this."

I began to sob.

"It's okay, baby," Brandy cooed in my ear. "You want this. Just like Kurt wants Karen and me. And Kurt always gets what he wants, Miles. Always."


Karen

I didn't even know Miles was there, not until Kurt broke our kiss. I continued to search out his lips, never wanting our connection to end.

"Your little boyfriend is here," Kurt said. "He's watching you right now."

"No!" I gasped, and Kurt punched his cock deep inside, making me scream.

I turned my head, and through my tears of pleasure, I saw Miles. He was sitting on the floor, cradled in Brandy's arms, her hand pumping his small, hard cock. I felt a flash of anger as I watched her touch, my boyfriend, then it was swept away by Kurt hammering deep inside me, and another orgasm thrashed through my body.

"Oh, God! I'm cumming!" I screamed, and I was lost in my orgasm.

Miles was crying now, but his body was twitching under Brandy's hand. He was as turned on as I had ever seen him.

"Tell Miles you're sorry," Kurt snarled in my ear. "Tell him you're sorry that you want me more than you want him!"

"No, please!" I cried. "I can't!"

"Do it!" Kurt yelled and slammed into me again and again. "Do it! Tell him!"

His cock reached deep into my core, and I couldn't think of anything but his flesh burning me up inside. He was right. He was better than Miles could ever hope to be.

"I'm sorry, Miles!" I screamed. "I'm so sorry!"

"Now, tell him!" Kurt growled down at me and stabbed his cock deep into my flesh. "Tell him you love me!"


Miles

I struggled weakly as Brandy stroked me. Kurt continued to saw his thick cock in and out of Karen's willing body. My girlfriend shook and twitched on top of the desk, and I knew those movements. I knew she was close to cumming again, and I felt my orgasm rising to meet hers.

"I love you, Karen!" Kurt said, and the words stabbed my heart. "Tell me you love me!"

"No!" she shook her head. Brandy hugged me tight against her heavy, pregnant body and began to stroke me as hard and fast as she could. "No, I can't!"

"Say it!" Kurt grunted like an animal. "Say it!"

Karen couldn't hold back her feelings anymore; she lifted her legs and wrapped them around Kurt's hard body. Her ankles locked behind his back and pulled him in, and she screamed.

"I love you, Kurt! I love you!"

"More than Miles?" Kurt grunted. "More than Miles?"

"Yes!" Karen turned and looked at me, tears spilling down her cheeks. "I'm so sorry, baby! I love him more than you!"

"No!" I screamed. Brandy gripped the base of my cock painfully, and my back bowed against her body. Suddenly, my cock squirted a long, thin jet of cum out onto the floor.

Brandy murmured to me, and I could hear her soft words slip through Karen's piercing cries. "That's it, just let it out, Miles. Just let it all go. It's over now. It's over."

I continued to buck and twitch on the floor as Brandy milked every drop of cum from my balls.

Karen was no longer aware of me. She was focused only on Kurt and his thick cock pounding into her, his heavy balls slapping against her buttocks as he stabbed hard and deep. The pleasure and pain of my orgasm receded even as Kurt's ass clenched. He howled at the ceiling as he came deep inside the woman I loved. I couldn't cry anymore. My tears had drained away with my orgasm. I fell back against Brandy, trembling against her soft, warm body.

Too soon, Brandy let me fall back against the cold floor. She crawled past me, leaving me lying in a puddle of my own spent juices.

"Sorry, baby," she said, grinning as she crawled on her hands and knees, her heavy breasts and pregnant belly swinging. "Kurt needs me now."

My ex-wife left me there, and I watched in pain as she knelt her pregnant, naked body before Kurt. Kurt pulled his thick, beautiful cock from Karen's pussy. It was covered with a thick froth of cum and Karen's juices. He turned slightly, and Brandy rose on her haunches and licked the sticky shaft with loving relish. She looked at me and smiled, slurping up Kurt's spent juices as mine congealed on the floor in front of me. Then, she closed her eyes and took him all the way into her mouth, humming happily as she sucked him clean.

"That's my girl," Kurt said and petted Brandy's dark hair like a favorite pet. "You are my girl, right?"

Brandy stopped sucking, looked at me, and then at Kurt.

"Yes, Kurt," she smiled and took his cock back into her mouth. "I'm your girl."

Kurt grunted happily. Then his eyes fell on me.

"They’re mine now, Miles," he said as Brandy sucked his cock and Karen mewled pitifully on top of the desk. "Both of them. Right, Karen?"

He slapped Karen's thigh, and she moaned, sitting up on the edge of the desk. Pearly white drops of Kurt's seed dripped from her pussy. She looked at me with sorrowful green eyes.

"I'm sorry, Miles," she said. "It's true. I love Kurt."

Kurt turned her to face him, and they kissed passionately as Brandy sucked his cock. The only two women I had ever loved in my life, and they were now claimed by Kurt. I had nothing left. I wanted to crawl away, but Karen's voice stopped me.

"I still need you, Miles," Karen whimpered and spread her legs so I could see her sticky, dripping pussy. "Please, baby, don't leave me."

Kurt and Brandy watched in silent amusement as Karen motioned for me to come to her. Slowly, I got on my hands and knees and crawled through my puddle of cum. I passed Brandy, who rubbed my back gently, then guided me to Karen's cunt. The smell washed over me, a rank, bitter odor that I had become used to. Kurt's thick cum dripped from her mushy pink lips down her ass cheeks.

"Go ahead, Miles," Brandy said in my ear, pushing my face gently into Karen's ruined cunt. "Show her how much you still love her."

I stuck my nose in Kurt's thick cum and ran my tongue through the bitter juices. Brandy pushed harder, and I buried my face in Karen's pussy, coating my cheeks with Kurt's thick seed.

"What a fucking loser!" Kurt laughed, and the shame stung, but I didn't care. Karen was moving her hand in my hair, humping her hips into my face and feeding me her dirty pussy.

It was Brandy who came to my defense.

"He's not a loser, Kurt," she said. "He loves her. Can't you see that?"

I never heard Kurt's response because Karen was cumming, cumming on my face as I feasted on her hungrily, feeling a spark of pride that I was making her cum while Kurt watched. I realized that all of the events with Brandy and Karen had been leading up to this. I had been broken by them as much as they had been broken by Kurt. There was nothing left for me but to kneel and clean the woman I loved. This is what I was meant to do. This was the only love I could hope for.

This is where I belonged.


Epilogue

Sometimes I could convince myself my life is normal, but it never lasts long. My old home, the one I shared with Brandy, is much the same. The credenza is still there, the pictures of our married life still present, the broken glass dish for keys and wallets replaced by a large wooden bowl. Except, now there are more pictures. Of Karen, of Brandy. Of Kurt.

The living room was as quaint and cozy as it had ever been. The couches Brandy and I had bought when we were first married looked exactly like they did when I left. But, here, the changes are more stark and terrible than Kurt's wallet in my bowl.

I was no longer on the couch beside my wife or Karen. The TV was silent. Instead, I sat in a chair and watched as Brandy and Karen knelt before Kurt's perfectly honed body, worshipping his cock between their mouths, drooling over the thick, veiny flesh. Brandy's dark hair and Karen's red side by side as Kurt rubbed his shaft between their hungry mouths. Both of the women I loved moaned in anticipation of having that beautiful cock pierce their bodies.

Kurt turned, and I felt my stomach tighten as Brandy begins to suck his cock energetically. Karen glanced at me and smiled wickedly, then buried her face in Kurt's ass. Kurt loved having my girlfriend eat his ass while my ex-wife sucked his cock. This was the height of his power and the depth of my humiliation.

My cock twitched horribly in my pants. Encased in a hard, plastic shell, my cock locked in chastity. It throbbed, trying to harden against the rigid walls of the cage. Karen found the item online after researching cuckolding. For $20.99 and overnight shipping, my cock is trapped in a plastic prison as I watch the women in my life give my enemy all of their attention.

I stifled a groan. The humiliation was worse if I made any noise. It shames me to admit that sometimes I am so starved for attention, I make those noises just to be degraded.

Suddenly, the baby monitor on the table next to me squawked. Kurt grunted, looks over at me, and I scooped up the little white box. On the other end, little Howard, named after Kurt's father and my mentor, began to cry.

I turned off the monitor and stood up, my encased cock bobbing heavily between my legs. Kurt sneered as Brandy looked up from his cock, her face shiny with spit. She was no longer pregnant, having given birth to little Howie six months ago, but her breasts are still large and leaking with milk. She smiled and winked at me, lifted Kurt's shaft, and shoved her face into his balls, mewling happily. Karen continued to eat Kurt's ass as he growled at me.

"Shouldn't you be checking on him?" Kurt smirked at me, then grunted happily as Karen dug deep between he enjoyed the attention of his women.

"Yes, Kurt," I said, and I walked out of the room, leaving the sounds of the slurping, wet worship behind me.

I slipped into the nursery. Howie was in bed, squalling. I picked him up and could tell he was wet, and I set him down on the changing table, looking at the little boy. He had Brandy's dark hair, but his eyes had my shape. We hadn't done a paternity test, but it was pretty obvious. Howard was mine.

I knew the idea rankled Kurt, and that gave me a little glimmer of pride. He may have taken my wife and girlfriend, but Howard was my son. After we had come to our...arrangement, it had been agreed. I would work from home and take over the day to day care of Howie. Brandy was also home, but I wasn't allowed to touch her while Karen and Kurt went to work. Brandy took advantage of that, often wearing nothing but panties and Kurt's oversized shirts that barely contained her milk-laden breasts. She also made it a point to breastfeed Howie in front of me, letting me look at her huge, motherly breasts knowing I would never be able to have them again.

It was torture, but deep down, I knew it was my place. This is the trap I had set for myself, and there was no going back. I couldn't even imagine a life of vanilla sex with someone besides Karen or Brandy. They were my life.

I finished changing Howie, gave him a bottle of expressed breast milk that Brandy had stored, and set him back down to sleep. I was eager to get back out to the living room and see what was happening. Even though I couldn't get hard, I could still feel the excitement pumping through my blood. I needed to see Kurt with my girls. I needed to see him please them and dominate them in ways I never could.

Therefore, I was surprised when I came out of the room, and Karen was standing there in nothing but a thin robe, smiling.

"How's Howie?" she said.

From the living room, I could hear Brandy crying, and I was distracted by her words.

"Oh, Kurt! That's it, baby! You're so good to me, baby! I love you!"

"Hey," Karen said and slid her ample body against me. "I asked you a question."

She rubbed her warm breasts against me, her thigh bumping the hard case of my cage and making me groan.

"He's fine," I moaned. Karen grinned.

"Good." She kissed me. I tasted sweat and smelled the animal odor of Kurt's ass on her breath. I whimpered but accepted her tongue in my mouth, the same tongue that she had stuck in Kurt's asshole. The idea of it always made my stomach clench, but I fought back the feeling, just grateful to feel Karen's lips on mine.

"We need to talk," she said and took my hand. I followed her weakly to my small room.

The room had once been my office. Now, next to the  desk and computer, was a small twin bed shoved up against the wall shared with the master bedroom. It was positioned perfectly so I could hear Kurt fuck Karen and Brandy every night while I lay, locked in chastity on my bed.

Karen pushed me down on the bed, then slid down next to me. It had been weeks since I had been this close to her. Her sweet musky scent overwhelmed my senses, and I became hyper-aware of her skin touching mine, the beads of sweat on her breasts, the feel of her fingers as she trailed them down my belly to my locked up cock.

"So, is this painful?" she said, flicking my cage. I groaned in agony.

"Yes," I murmured. "Very painful."

"Do you want out?"

My heart beat faster. It had been a week since I had been let out, a week since I'd been able to feel anything but the cramped pain of my cock filling with blood but being unable to get release.

"Y...yes," I said.

"Tell me, Miles," Karen said as she slid a small gold key from the pocket of her robe. She slid the edge of the key up my ball sac. The metal's cold edge made my balls clench, and my cock twitched in its plastic case. "Is this what you really want?"

"Yes," I moaned, thinking she meant the release I would get when she took out my cock. "Yes!"

"I mean," she said, slowly sliding the key over my balls and stomach. "This life? Taking care of Howie, cleaning Kurt's cum out of our pussy, only getting to cum when we allow you to. Is this the life you wanted?"

"I…" Is this the life I wanted? It certainly wasn't what I had envisioned. I had always wanted the beautiful, loving wife. The nice house, the good job, and two or three kids. The was not what I had envisioned for my life.

I couldn't think of anything, however, except the smell of Karen's musk and the small key sliding up and down my body, so close to freeing my flesh.

"Do you want me to keep fucking Kurt?"

"I don't know," I whimpered. I didn't know anything.

"Because it's the only way, Miles. It's the only way to stay with me. I could never go back to being unhappy and having horrible sex with you."

I cried tears of frustration and pain. My cock yearned to be free, and the shame only made it worse. I deserved this. I had made Karen and Brandy so unhappy. I knew now that it was torture, a torture I deserved.

"No," I moaned. "I don't want that."

"Me either. I belong to Kurt now," she said. "Do you understand?" 

"Yes, I understand," I moaned.

"Then, tell me this is what you want," she said. "You want Kurt to have me anytime and anywhere he wants. And when he's done, you clean me up. Because you'll never leave me, right? Not like you like left Brandy, will you?"

"No," I grunted, twisting on the bed. Karen had never been like this before, so forceful, so truthful. "No, I'll never leave you."

"That's good," she said and slid the tiny key in the tiny lock. "Then say it. Tell me this is what you want."

"This is what I want!" My hips were twitching on the bed. "This is what I want!"

Karen unlocked the lock, and my cock fell free. For a moment, I could feel nothing but pain as the blood rushed to the flesh, filling my shaft. Then, with a jump, my cock sprang to life. Karen giggled.

"I knew it. I fucking knew it!"

"Knew what?" I asked, my mind entirely focused on the pleasure of having my cock freed.

"I knew this is what you wanted. You want to have me but not have me. It's so crazy!"

"I'm crazy," I said and turned my face to the side. Karen reached out her hand and turned my head to look her in the eyes.

"No, not crazy. You want what you want. Just like I want what I want."

"And you want Kurt?"

"Oh yes," she smiled and looked at the door as if he was standing there. "Oh, I do want him. I love him."

The pain crushed me. To hear those words from Karen's lips pressed down upon me and I asked myself again,

Why do I stay?

"But that's not what I was talking about," Karen giggled and snuggled closer to me.

"Then what?" I croaked. It was painful to speak.

"You, Miles," she said as if it was obvious. "I wanted to talk about you. I need Kurt, but I need you too, Miles. Brandy does too. Do you understand?"

"No," I said, and the tip of Karen's finger slid over my twitching shaft. "No, I don't."

"You give us unconditional love," Karen stroked my cock with just her thumb and forefinger. Not a real handjob, just enough to stimulate my glans. It didn't matter. After a week in chastity, it felt like heaven.

"You care for us no matter what we do. We can have Kurt anytime we want, but you will be there when we need someone to comfort us. You'll take care of us, even though we love Kurt."

I suddenly understood. I could give her and Brandy what Kurt couldn't. Kindness and devotion. Both of those things they desperately needed. I would be there for them, no matter the pain or the anger I felt. "You'll take care of us," she whispered in my ear. "Me, Brandy, and our children."

I groaned as she thumbed the head of my cock. It was drooling precum, and she kept working it over and over, using as little of her hand as she needed to tease me to orgasm. I could barely think, but something about her words rang a bell inside my brain.

"Our children?" I asked.

Karen giggled softly and kissed my earlobe, the intimate touch sending a spike of pleasure to my balls.

"Yes, silly," Karen said. "I'm pregnant. Howie's going to have a little brother or sister, and this time…"

Her fingers made a small 'O', and she circled my cock, stroking me fast and light, but it was enough to make my pent up cum boil to the surface.

"This time, it's all Kurt's."

I cried out and squirted a shameful stream of cum on my belly and chest. Karen laughed and continued to stroke me as her words solidified in my mind. Karen was pregnant with Kurt's baby, and there was no way it was mine. It was all Kurt's, all of it. He had taken everything from me, and all I had gotten was a quick handjob at the end of a long week of chastity while Kurt took Karen's womb as his own. It was all over for me, I had already made my decision, and when Karen scooped up my wasted seed and fed it to me, I knew that this was my life. Kurt may have claimed Karen's body and her heart, but I had been claimed too. Karen had claimed me.

And there was no going back.

The End
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A Better Man

A Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Episode 1: The Wedding

Episode 2: The Honeymoon

A determined groom. An irresistible ex-lover. Which one will prove they are…

A Better Man?

Katelyn White wants nothing more than to marry John Barton, the most eligible man in the county. It's their wedding day and nothing could spoil it. Nothing except for one man. Derek Steele.

John knows Katelyn has never completely gotten over her alpha male, bad-boy ex, but he doesn't care. After today Katelyn will be his wife and they can both leave Derek Steele far behind.

However, Derek has plans of his own and when he unexpectedly shows up in Katelyn's dressing room, it sets off a chain of events that will take the newly married couple to places they never expected.

A Better Man is a story of cheating and betrayal with a cuckold ending that may, or may not, be a happy one.


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!

cover.jpeg





