
        
            
                
            
        

    

Shattered
Promises

Cheating
With My Bully

Jaime
Thorne












Copyright
© 2020 by Jaime Thorne

All
rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner
whatsoever, whether by electronic or mechanical means, without direct
written permission from the author except in the case of a brief
quotation embodied in critical articles and reviews.

This
book is a work of fiction.  The names, characters, places and
incidents either are products of the writer's imagination or have
been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real.

Any
resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales or
organizations is entirely coincidental.


This
book is meant for sale to adult audiences only.  It contains sexually
explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive.  All
sexually active characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of
age or older.





Be
sure to check out my brand new website!  It's got information about
me, access to my entire catalog of work, and a FREE download of an
exclusive story.

REVE.ink

Join
my mailing list for regular updates about my work!

Sign
up to my mailing list and get access to a FREE and EXCLUSIVE story!









Thanks
and I hope that you enjoy this story!





"Yes!"
I shouted, not giving a damn who heard me, "Oh god yes! A
thousand times YES!"

It's
not the first time I've said that in the recent memory. I've said it
precisely twice, the exact words maybe differing but so close to each
one another as to be interchangeable.

But
the differences between the two utterances are multitude. The
difference is all down to intention.

Tone,
for example, the tone and tenor of my voice. The pacing of my words.
When I said it the first time it was with a squeal of delight, a
suffusion of joy and an exclamation of agreement. I was saying yes, I
can't believe my dreams are coming true. I was saying yes to a future
that was bright and happy and full of hope.

And
today? Just now? My tone is completely different.

I'm
moaning those words, my voice throaty and near hoarse from a groan of
pleasure. There is a tremble of disbelief in me, like I can't believe
this is happening but more importantly that I can't believe I'm doing
this. And maybe just a bit of disbelief that it took me this long.

Because
I'd never realized that a seemingly ordinary act could make me feel
like this. I'd never known that something I'd done countless times
before could make my body so tight, my every muscle vibrating with
pleasure. I'd been in this position before, but it had never felt
like this.

I've
had a handful of lovers in my life and I understand that there are
men who are good at sex and bad at sex. I know how to tell the
difference, just like I know that sex with this man is in a league of
its own.

Because
what we're doing isn't just about fucking. It's not just the
relentless pursuit of animalistic glee.

It
feels good because of why we're doing it, because of who I've let
inside of me. Because there is something to be said for dropping into
the dark well of the taboo and letting a lover into your life who
offers nothing but destruction.

I'm
fucking him, bent over my desk and letting him pound into me from
behind. His hands are tight on my hips and he's going wild with it, a
glance back at him shows a body brimming with muscle and tight with
effort and eyes that are blazing with a pure and unrelenting hatred
of me.

But
that's just fine in my books, because I hate him just as much.

The
asshole. My cocky coworker. My bully and the one source of pain in my
otherwise picturesque existence is now the source of my pleasure.

And
it's good. It's so very good. It's better than I could have imagined.

And
it's wrong, because the first time when I said yes it was saying yes
to a man that I loved.

"Yes!"
I told him, my hand clapped over my mouth and eyes welling up with
tears of happiness, "Oh god yes! A thousand times YES!"

I
stuck out my left hand towards John, my boyfriend, and let him slip
the glittering ring on my finger. His palms were a little sweaty, his
fingers trembling as he took my hand in his and slid the ring on and
the moment it was on I launched myself at him and embraced him with
all of my effort.

My
boyfriend, now my fiancé, kissing him as happiness welled up
in my chest and the other patrons of the restaurant looked on and
clapped. Surrounded by smiling faces I committed to that man, to that
good man, and told him that I'd be with him forevermore.

"Oh
god Penny," he said when we finally broke apart from our kiss
and our foreheads were pressed against one another, 'Thank you for
making me happier than I've ever been in my life. I love you so
much."

"I
love you too," I told him, kissing him quickly again.

I
could say those words without an ounce of insincerity because they
were ultimately entirely true. I love him, even now and even after
everything that I've done. I love this man so much, with all of me
and with my heart that he opened up and showed me could love again.

It
had been a hard few years. I'd fallen for a man who broke my heart
and not only that he shattered it into a thousand tiny pieces. His
cheating with my best friend had divided people and the fracture that
would drive everyone I knew to choose sides between me and him, well
it had shown me just what people thought of me.

Almost
uniformly they sided with him. He was rich, paid for vacations. He
bought their love and affection and in a matter of weeks I was all on
my own and more alone than I'd ever been in my life before.

So
the thing is, I know how much cheating can hurt. I know what I'm
doing with my coworker is unfathomably wicked. But it's not stopping
me.

Two
years after I had my heart broken I was at my absolute bottom and I
met John. He was sweet and kind and he helped me pick up the pieces
and put them back together with his love and attention. He made me
whole again and I love him for that.

So
when he asked me yesterday to say yes to him, I did. I swore with
open honesty to him that I would give myself over to him completely
with every intention to see it all through.

In
the years that John and I had been together I'd always been true and
I know he had as well. I knew it couldn't be easy, dealing with all
my quirks and foibles, but he never complained once and he was so
very patient.

The
next morning I walked into the office with a bright smile on my face.
I was on top of the world, making sure to position my hand just so,
ensuring the light hit the stone on my finger and made it shine. I
didn't make it past the receptionist at the front of our office
before someone noticed my new jewelry.

It
took roughly triple the amount of time and I'm pretty sure everyone
in the office came to take a look. I was blushing, beaming from the
congratulations and ecstatic that everyone seemed to be as happy as I
did.

Everyone
except for him.

Caleb
had been an asshole to me from day one. Hired two months after me,
we'd been working together for longer than I'd even known John and in
all that time he'd never had one nice word to say to me. Because
Caleb, unflinchingly, saw me as the enemy.

You
didn't have to look past his outward appearance to see why. Caleb was
that special kind of driven man, the type who demanded perfection in
every aspect of his life. His clothing was always perfect, always
dressed up way more than those around him. If he went into a meeting
knowing people would be dressed casual, he'd be wearing a suit. If
they were wearing a suit he'd be sure to have a three-piece suit on.

And
it was always matched, tie working perfectly with a shirt that
matched his suit and his shoes. Hair always cropped short with never
a single strand out of place. Clean-shaven without a hint of stubble
or razor burn, skin smoothed out and free of blemishes.

All
of that was about power. It was about showing that he was serious,
serious about his appearance and far more committed to whatever work
he was undertaking than you were. That gave him power, put you on the
back foot immediately and made it so that you were off balance out of
the gate and so uncertain about how you could get ahead. It all gave
him an advantage.

Caleb
didn't just want to win, he wanted to dominate and destroy. He wanted
to leave a mark on the world borne of blood and salt and fire, the
earth scorched behind him so that he would never be forgotten.

And
all of that would have been fine with me.

We
were on the same side, after all, working to the same goals and the
same objectives and one of us profiting meant that both of us
profited in the end. If the company as a whole was doing well, well
that could only be good for us.

But
Caleb didn't see it that way. As in all things I wasn't a coworker or
an ally I was the competition. In the world that he lived in, there
was only space for one person at the top of the pile and he was going
to make sure that it was him.

From
the first moment he met me he made it crystal clear that the only use
he had for me was if I was on my back with him thrusting between my
legs. If I wasn't willing to do that for him, well then he'd just
dismiss me.

But
that proved to be too hard to do. I was good at my job, working in
sales and being charming and polite and kind and friendly had its
advantages in a world filled with men like Caleb. He dominated and
strong-armed people into signing contracts while I charmed and wined
and dined them. Together we covered the width and breadth of our
contracts and together we represented the majority of sales for the
whole company by far. The top operators, and he couldn't handle that.

Nor
could he handle that my sales often just barely edged his out for the
top spot.

Not
enough to warrant real attention or a true reward, but enough that
when the time came to decide who got the corner office as the 'best
of the best' the end result was that we were instructed to split it.
He got one half and I got the other because, and I can see the reason
in this, a one percent difference in sales is really too close to
call.

But
Caleb couldn't deal with that.

When
I walked into our private office that day I took note of the fact
that there was a slight shift in the blinds on our window into the
office. He'd noticed the commotion and taken note of it but hadn't
been among the people who came out to congratulate me but I wasn't
surprised. I didn't expect praise or want it from him. If I heard the
word congratulations come out of his mouth I'd know that it was a
complete and utter lie.

He
was sitting behind his desk clicking away with his mouse and
obviously doing his best to pretend that he didn't notice my even
entering our office, let alone my quick little party outside with the
others. He kept his eyes down and his eyes focused, looking anywhere
but at me.

"Good
morning Caleb," I said, suing for civility like I did every
morning and just like every morning taking note of the time so that I
could start counting the minutes and see how long it took before he
said his first cruel word to me.

"Penny,"
he addressed me with greetings, his voice dripping with the venom I'd
come to know, "You're late."

I
slid behind my desk with a slight little grin, "And we both know
that's none of your concern. Feel free to send an email to the boss
if it bothers you, you can add it to the grievances you have."

Our
disdain for one another was clear to both of us. It had been since
three months in when he'd been with me on a meeting and afterwards
had pulled me aside and decided to lecture me on the many ways in
which I'd be deficient during negotiations, offering in that
high-handed and misogynistic way of his to let me take a back seat
while he conducted the real business next time.

I'd
just smiled and laid out the facts for him, pointing out that the
company we were negotiating with were a major client of our largest
competitor and that by taking that market share from them, even at a
loss, we were undervaluing their position and thus ensuring that we'd
be able to peel off more clients in the future. I let him know that a
single sale didn't matter quite as much as an overall strategy and
that he should take a bigger picture look at things from time to
time.

And
I did it with as much condescension as I could muster, which
admittedly didn't help our relationship at all but did satisfy my own
childish need to win. I said I was nicer than him, but that wasn't a
high bar to clear.

"No
need," he smiled over his monitor, "Wouldn't want to get
you in trouble. Of course not that you'd be in trouble for long. We
both know how persuasive you can be with the boss."

His
eyebrow raised and I filled in the gaps of his implication. Caleb had
always stopped short of flat out accusing me of fucking to get my
job, to get my sales, to get ahead in life. He didn't keep those
thoughts to himself though.

So
convinced he was that nice and conciliatory was an inferior strategy
to cruel domination that he had discovered his own little way of
explaining it away. In Caleb's world I was a Jezebel, a harlot. I'd
go with sweet and kind and girl next door and then when that didn't
work I'd amp up the sexuality and start flashing tits and ass to get
men dizzy and spin them into a frothing fervor where they'd sign
whatever I put in front of them. I'm sure, in his dim little
one-track mind, that he believed that if that didn't work I'd get
down on my knees and have their cocks in my mouth in a heartbeat to
show them just how full service our firm could really be.

None
of that was true, mind you, but Caleb liked to connect dots where
there were none at all.

In
truth, I was about as close to a nun as you could get by this point.
My ex who broke my heart broke me completely, he led me to distrust
men so implicitly that even by the time John came around I was so
guarded and terrified that he'd only want me for one thing that I
told him I was abstaining from anything at all.

Not
that I'd never had sex, rather that I was taking a break and wanted
to develop an emotional relationship before diving into a physical
one. That break had turned into a stretch and now it felt a lot
closer to an eon. But still, I hadn't broken.

A
friend of mine once got a bottle of brandy from a family member who
had passed. It had been bought for him as a present with the express
purpose of waiting for a special occasion to open it. It was given to
celebrate an event, a milestone, but no instructions were given as to
what that milestone would be.

So
the bottle sat on a shelf. And it stayed on that shelf through
graduation, their first job, their first promotion, their wedding
day. As far as I know it's still on that shelf.

Because
the thing is, once you get in the mindset of saving something for
'just the right occasion' there is a high probability that you'll
never find that right occasion. That every little event that happens
won't be good enough, because it's been built up in your mind as
something that needs to be significant and nothing will ever match
up.

My
newfound celibacy was a bit like that for me. I endured anniversaries
without sex, birthdays, holidays. Even last night, with our
commitment to one another, didn't feel like it was big enough to
warrant breaking the streak.

And
it wasn't easy. Maybe if I'd never experienced it in my life I could
face the temptations a little bit easier, but knowing what was
waiting for me made it so much harder to hold out. I was itching for
it by now, determined to stay strong but so ready to give in and
feeling like I needed it, feeling that hunger that had once been in
me at a steady but dull roar turn into a raging bull that snorted and
demanded attention on a daily and sometimes hourly basis.

But
I would hold out.

Our
wedding night would be different though. I'd walk down that aisle in
my white dress and I'd smile and say I do and that night I would let
him undress me and have me like I'd wanted him to have me for so
long. I'd let John take me, giving myself to him as a full expression
of my love for him.

No
one outside of the two of us knew this though. And while Caleb was
childish in his interpretation of my motivation methods to get
clients and yes, even my boss, on my side, there was at least a
little bit of cause to understand where he was coming from.

Because
I truthfully was a woman who knew about her own sexuality and knew
how to use it. I knew what men liked, knew that they would fawn all
over themselves if a pretty woman gave them a kind smile that turned
a little sultry at the end of it. The promise, the potential, of more
could make men weak, and yeah I did use my looks to my advantage from
time to time.

But
what woman in my position wouldn't?

I'd
never been ignorant of my looks, small and petite but curvaceous I'd
heard men use the term fun-sized to describe me more than once, and
that was the politest way they liked to talk about me. Men saw me as
the perfect combination of girl-next-door and sultry sex goddess, as
if my diminutive stature meant that I had all sorts of energy wrapped
up into a tiny little bundle and as if once I was unleashed I'd be
practically bouncing off the walls with sexual needs and desires.

I
think they liked the idea that I was small enough to throw around,
fulfilling their fantasy of taking a woman hard up against a wall and
being able to lift and carry her and throw her into their bed. It was
some sort of animal brain caveman logic, like the type of woman you
should be going for is the one that you can drag home easily to your
cave.

It
didn't hurt, as well, that I'd always looked a few years younger than
I was. Men being the lecherous types they were and me looking like I
was in my early twenties had them thinking that I could fulfill their
college co-ed fantasies, maybe that I'd dress up in a short little
plaid skirt and a tight little white dress shirt, knee-high stockings
on and hair in pigtails. Maybe we could play Professor and Co-Ed,
these men whose ages started in their mid-thirties and went all the
way up to the late-sixties thinking that my pert little lips and
tight little body would be all over a dominant older man like them.

The
engagement ring on my finger might help push them off of that, or it
might spur on a whole new variety of fantasies that always seemed to
center around innocence and corruption and a woman overcome by her
own needs.

The
funny thing to me was that I was pretty sure Caleb didn't go in for
this. Don't get me wrong, I caught the way he looked at me and I'm
sure that if he had the chance he wouldn't exactly say no to pinning
me down and rutting into me like an animal but I think he genuinely
didn't give a damn. I think he was unaffected by it. I think, to a
man like him, leading with your cock was a mistake to be avoided at
all costs.

And
if for no other reason than that, it made me respect him a little.
Only a little though, he'd have to work so hard to raise up any stock
in my books.

This
morning his silence surprised me. After that little jab when I walked
in the door he did something that I've honestly never seen him do
before: he shut up and got to work.

It
was easy to tell when Caleb worked because his whole being focused on
it. His eyes didn't move from his screen and his hands, his whole
body, tensed and became driven towards a single cause.

That
isn't to say that he sat behind his desk the whole morning. He would
get up for phone calls, squeezing this wrist exerciser thing in one
hand while pacing around the room talking. He'd stop and look out the
window while thinking and then move back to his desk and launch back
into jotting down notes. He'd click through research and the sound of
his pen on that pad of paper next to his desk just scratching away
sounded so loud in our quiet little room.

And
this morning, I had a hard time looking away from him. Maybe it was
because I'd just wrapped up a major piece of work and the only real
thing I had on my agenda for the next few weeks was touching base
with a few of my minor clients, but I found myself distracted by the
sight of him working.

I
probably watched him for the better part of an hour, taking in the
line of his jaw, the way his body flexed beneath his suit, the way
his obvious strength was compelling in a manner that he never
employed. For someone who bleated on about sexuality and how I used
mine as a weapon, I was shocked that he never even once contemplated
using his own.

Caleb
was gorgeous, the sort of guy who could grace magazine covers or
could have been a film star if he wanted to put himself to that goal.
He had classically handsome good looks and the style to go along with
it, and having watched him flawlessly spin the most beautifully
intricate lies I knew he had the capacity for it as well.

But
when it came to using his own sex appeal for his own good, he only
ever did it to get his dick buried in some pretty blonde thing. He'd
gone through half the women in the company and more than a few
outside of it no doubt, but he'd never tried to fuck his way to
closing a deal or improving his status.

And
he could say all he wanted that it was because he wanted to come to
those things honestly, but that would only be a jab at me. He could
even say that the majority of our clients and our bosses were older
men, but I'd sat with enough clients and executives that there were
plenty of women out there he could manipulate if he wanted to. The
truth was he had the opportunity and he had the ability, but
something held him back.

I
couldn't tell what it was. I didn't know why someone who seized every
last chance at taking all the advantages offered to him would leave
this one on the table. I didn't get him at all, and that made him a
puzzle that I instinctively wanted to solve.

It
also made me look at him differently, looking at Caleb for the first
time as objectively sexy. It made me take in the lines of his body
and that hard muscle that was clearly evident and made me wonder
whether maybe I was missing something here.

Because
I found him sexy, so surely others had to as well.

"Are
you planning on staring at me all day?" he asked me.

I
blinked quickly, quickly looking away from him and trying to hide the
fact that I was blushing at being caught, "Just surprised to see
you working, Caleb. It's a nice change of pace."

He
was silent, which was a surprise to me. I chanced a glance up and
found that he was staring at me with intensity, waiting for me to
break and look at him and the moment I did he just sighed and made an
exaggerated gesture of throwing up his hands in defeat.

"You're
going to keep staring until I ask to see it, aren't you?" he
asked, and I was at a complete loss for what he was talking about,
"You want me to come over and fawn all over you? Make cooing
noises like it means anything? Tell you how big it is? How shiny it
is? How much he must clearly love you if he's willing to spend so
much on proving it to you?"

My
ring. My engagement ring.

Caleb
bringing it up made me realize that I hadn't thought of John once
while I was thinking about Caleb, wondering why he wasn't fucking
women more often than he was. In all my thoughts about how handsome
and fuckable my coworker, my bully, was I hadn't once thought about
my fiancé. Not even by means of comparison.

Though,
of course, I knew the reason why I'd never compare the two.

"I
don't want your attention, Caleb," I shot back at him, focusing
on my computer screen and pretending to work by idly clicking around
my empty desktop, "And I certainly don't expect you to be happy
for me."

"Well
then at least you're being realistic," he quipped, walking over
to my side of the office and crossing the unofficial demarcation
between our two spaces, "Because you have to know that the only
thing I could possibly say was how much of a sucker he is. Falling in
with a woman like you, it's only going to lead him to heartache. I'd
pity the guy, if I didn't think he deserved you."

My
jaw tensed, "You've never even met John, Caleb. What do you know
about what he deserves?"

Privately
I cursed myself for not cutting him off right out the gate. Instead
of refuting his statement that I was somehow unworthy of love I'd
already accepted his premise and fallen into his trap. Fuck, this
conversation was not going to go the way that I wanted it to.

"I
know that he has to know you," he smiled, leaning against my
desk, "To know that you're the type of girl who likes to grind
men under her heel. I bet he's the type of guy who loves knowing that
his girl goes off to work and makes all the men drool over her."

I
raised an eyebrow, turning to look up at him, "You're drooling
over me, Caleb?"

"Got
me," He laughed, put his hands up in mock surrender, "No
Penny, you know I've never fallen for your wide-eyed and innocent
routine. You're hot and I'd rock your world, but the women I like are
nothing like you. You're not my type, and I'm not yours."

And
maybe it was because of my earlier questioning. Maybe it was because
of genuine curiosity, but I pressed him on that.

"What
sort of type am I?" I asked him, "And what sort of type do
you want?"

"Looking
for pointers?" he mocked me, "The kind of guy that falls
for a girl likes you has a single four-letter word that describes
them. Cuck. Your fine little fiancé there is a cuck. He's the
type of guy who gets off on having a woman way too hot for him and
knowing that she's fucking around behind his back. He likes to
fantasize about it, that's why he doesn't work too hard to keep in
shape, why he's fine parading her around wearing a bikini while he's
all buttoned-down and slouchy. Why he doesn't mind when she flirts,
gets a free drink at the bar, gets an upgrade on her hotel room
because the concierge is just so friendly and kind.

"Now
that you've got a ring on your finger it'll be all the better for
him. The danger will be up for him. He'll start pressing a little bit
more, pushing you a little more. He'll start putting you in positions
where you can cheat, practically begging you to pull the trigger.

"But
I don't want a woman like you. There are only two types of women in
this world that I'd ever be with. You'd either have to be hot, with
no agenda save fucking me. Either that or you'd have to be the sort
who wants to stay home and cook and clean house for me. Bring me my
paper and my slippers when I walk in the door."

"You
just described something a faithful dog does for you, Caleb," I
rolled my eyes.

He
shrugged, "I'd take a hot meal too, not gonna apologize for
wanting what I want. I'm an old fashioned guy, Penny. I want a woman
who wants to take care of the house, if you're not willing to give me
that then the only thing you can give me is a bit of fun between the
sheets. That or bent over your desk."

"You're
a pig," I recoiled, a shiver running down my spine at the mental
image I'd just pictured, "Keep looking for your lucky lady, I
guess, but you're gonna have to look elsewhere."

Satisfied
that our little journey down the halls of Caleb's dark little mind
was done I turned back to my computer, pulling up my email and my
calendar and starting to sort through things. Caleb didn't leave
though, he wasn't quite as certain as I was that there was no more
discussion to be had.

"What
are you still doing here, Caleb?" I asked him, exasperated.

"Considering
my options," he said with a wicked grin, "Reading the
situation."

"Read
it over at your desk then," I rolled my eyes again, but he
didn't move.

"Problem
over there is I can't see you quite as well. Hard to read facial
expressions and body language with a computer in the way. When I was
over there, I thought you were looking at me expecting me to break
the silence and ask about that shiny rock on your finger, over here
though I see I read you all wrong."

My
hands slowed on my keyboard. I felt his eyes on me and I swallowed
hard and suppressed a shiver. Looking up at him wasn't an option, but
the more I tried to avoid it the more my own mind drifted to this
mental image that I just couldn't shake.

Bent
over your desk. He'd said he wanted me bent of my desk.

Four
months after he started working at our office, at the office holiday
party, Caleb made his move on me. I thought that he'd been all but
eye-fucking me the entire time he'd been working there but our little
exchange where he got all macho masculine on me had forced me to
reconsider and I'd eventually settled on the idea that those looks he
was giving me were about dominance, about asserting and drawing out
the lines of his perceived domain in the office. I was wrong.

I
had stepped out of the bathroom and was walking back down a quiet
hall towards the party when a hand snaked out of a darkened office
and seized my wrist and Caleb tugged me into it. I only managed to
let out a little gasp of shock before he pressed me up against the
back of the closed door and I felt the presence of him, standing
there watching me with that same look he'd given me all those times
before.

But
in the dark, his hard body so close to mine, that look was
unmistakable. He didn't want to dominate me in work, he wanted to
dominate me in so many other ways.

"Let's
cut the crap and work out some of our tension," he'd said to me,
"You know I want to fuck you. I know you want to fuck me. No
bullshit, let's do it."

I
was shaking, trembling and he was so close to me. I could smell his
cologne and I remember thinking that it smelled so good. I remember
reaching up to press him away from me, but feeling the muscles of his
body beneath his suit and feeling them harder and more defined than
I'd predicted.

But
a week before that moment in the darkness I'd had a very different
moment. As if it was cut from celluloid and stripped out of the
frames of a holiday rom-com movie made by a greeting card company I'd
met a man. I'd met John and he was perfect and he was sweet and I was
unbelievably smitten.

And
the memory of having my heart broken was so fresh. The memory of what
it felt like to be cheated on was written into the bones of me and I
knew I couldn't do that to him.

If
it hadn't been for John, my little vow of celibacy might have been
broken that night. Because of him I felt the strength to push on
Caleb, to push him away and stand there trembling. To open the door
and hear his chuckles as I walked away, composing myself for a moment
before returning to the party.

His
laughter had said one thing to me, that he knew it was only a matter
of time before he had me in that position again. He'd be careful the
next time, he'd be absolutely certain that he'd win.

Caleb
and I had never spoken of that moment in the dark and I got the sense
that we weren't about to do it now. No, we were going to stay quiet
on that, take that secret to our grave. But it didn't matter right
now, because now was so different. Because it had been so long since
that moment passed and if I'm being honest my positions and opinions
had changed so very much.

I
didn't want to ask him, but I did it anyway.

"What
do you see, Caleb? What do you see in me?"

"I
see a woman who is scared," he said simply, "A woman who
said yes without thinking and was regretting it now. I see a woman
who said yes because she thought she ought to, who said yes because
it was the right and proper thing to do but now doesn't know whether
she wants to truly go through with it. I see a relationship that
won't last, that won't go the distance. Because you want the one
thing that he can never give you and he doesn't even fucking realize
it."

Relief
washed over me. I'd been scared, but only scared that he could read
me so well. That Caleb saw the way that I looked at him and knew what
I was thinking, that private little fantasy that played out in my
mind that I had such trouble even putting into words on this page.

But
he was wrong. He'd reduced me to a stereotype because that was the
only way that he could reason out the world.

Caleb
didn't know me. Knowing me would require some depth of understanding
of human beings and Caleb barely even knew himself well enough to
self-analyze let alone apply that analysis to another.

"You
watch too many movies, Caleb," I said dismissively, "I'm in
love with John and I am not the least bit worried that our
relationship won't last. I'm happy with him because he's a good man
and a good man trumps a man like you any day of the week."

The
smile that crossed his lips told me he didn't buy my truth for a
single moment. Still he pushed off my desk, nodding like he was
accepting it and when he spoke again his voice was dripping with
sarcasm.

"Sure
thing, Penny. You guys are totally going to work out."

I
got defensive, wondering at the same time why I'd felt the need to
defend myself to a man like him.

"We
are," I told him, "I love John. He's a good man and he is
more than enough for me."

"I
believe you," he said, once more raising his hands in surrender,
"You two are great together, I'm certain of it."

Maybe
his competitive streak wasn't quite so foreign to me, because as he
walked away from my desk I found myself standing up and advancing on
him fully ready to fight him over this. Shoulders locked and hands
clenched into fists I closed the gap between us this time and jabbed
my finger into his chest.

"You
don't know shit, Caleb," I seethed, "You think you know me,
think you know what I want, but you don't know me and you don't know
John."

That
infuriating smile didn't leave his lips, "Well you're wrong
about that. I know you well enough to know that I could break you in
an instant."

And
I just said those words, those words that changed everything. Instead
of letting him stay an asshole and ignoring him like I always did, I
rose to the bait.

"Prove
it."

Caleb's
arm shot out and the lock on our office door clicked shut. My eyes
went a little bit wider and I realized before it was too late just
how close he was to me but I didn't have time enough to squirm out
and step away before he grabbed me and slammed me up against the
door.

Locked
in between him, the firm and solid door behind me and his hands on my
shoulders but slipping down. They let go of me just long enough to
find my waist and pull it out, our bodies connecting for one instant
for the first time.

I
looked up defiant into his eyes, fire blazing behind my gaze but his
cool and cold cruelty manifested in bemusement at my flame.

"Fuck
you, Caleb," I spat the words in his face.

"Time
enough for that," he quipped, then slipped down and kissed me
for the first time.

I
liked it when John kissed me the way he did. He'd peck me on my
cheek, give me a kiss on the forehead, press his lips against mine
quick and chaste. I liked the way he kissed me because I knew that if
I was kissed with an ounce more passion than that it would be hard to
hold fast to my commitment to remaining chaste, because the few times
he kissed me harder than that it had been so tempting to throw
caution to the wind and give in to my urges.

Caleb
didn't know any of that. His image of me as some wanton woman might
have guided the way he kissed me but in truth, I think he probably
kissed all women the way that he kissed me.

He
kissed me like we were at war, parting his lips and pressing his
tongue in past my defenses. He pulled on my lips with his, nipped at
me while his hands tugged me tight into him and his fingers teased at
the tight tension of my body and made me thrill.

He
kissed me like he was consuming me, and unbeknownst to him he was
throwing gasoline onto a fire and stoking it into a roaring blaze. My
hands which had been holding back the tide against his chest slipped
up to wrap around the back of his neck, to pull him into me as much
as he was pulling me into him.

I
was gone in an instant, overcome and overwhelmed and fucking mewling
for him. Gasping and moaning so that by the time he broke from me the
words to beg him to kiss me again were already on my lips.

But
he didn't. He pressed me back and stepped away. Cool as a cucumber he
turned from me and left me breathing heavily and leaning against the
door.

And
Caleb didn't say a word about this. He didn't even look back at me to
confirm that what had happened, that what I'd done, had played out
precisely the way he thought it would. Because he didn't think, he
knew. Because Caleb knew me better than I had ever imagined.

The
fact that he didn't address me once the rest of that day, though,
that might have been the part that hurt the most. The simple fact
that he just left me there leaning against the door, that he didn't
glance over at me once for the remaining hours of the day, that drove
me mad.

And
it meant that when I got home it was hard to think of anything but
him.

"Bad
day at work?" John said from across the dinner table, his words
interrupting the story he'd been telling and shaking me out of my own
reverie. I'd been playing with my food and pretending that I was
listening, trying to cover up and make it seem like I was interested,
but it wasn't until he addressed me directly that I realized how
miserably I was failing.

"That
obvious?" I said to him with a lopsided grin, "Just a long
day."

"I
figured it would be a good day," he replied with a kind grin,
"Figured you'd be getting congratulations all day long."

John
gestured with his hand at the ring on my finger, the ring that he'd
put there, and it made the tension in my chest ratchet up and
tighten.

I
couldn't help but feel like I'd betrayed John, because of course I
had. What I'd done with Caleb was undoubtedly cheating and I knew
first hand how it felt to have someone you love do that to you.

I'd
never been good at keeping secrets and it was on the drive home that
I realized I'd have to face my fiancé with the knowledge that
I'd cheated on him. Not necessarily badly, as far as cheating went,
but bad enough that it would break his heart.

Seeing
him in our home, though, I found it easier than I thought to avoid
the topic with him. I found it easy to just keep silent on it, lying
for sure but a lie of omission rather than one of deliberate malice.

Was
that better? That wasn't something I was ready in any way to consider
and nor was it something that was particularly relevant to me because
right now, face to face with him, it was Caleb's words about him that
were all I could think of.

"I
got congratulations," I said to him, "From nearly everyone.
They were happy for me but you know how I don't like being the center
of attention."

He
raised his eyebrows, "You? You love being the center of
attention."

It
was a joke and it was accompanied by a sweet little grin but it only
set a cold chill in my stomach that settled in for the long haul.
Because that little joke only added proof to the accusation Caleb had
levied, that John knew precisely what he was getting when he decided
to be with me.

Some
of what he'd said about John rang far too true for me. John was
frumpy as far as men went, and I'd been with more than a few in
better shape than him. He did dress down and loved it when I looked
beautiful on his arm. More than once we'd been out to the beach and
he'd pointed out guys who were checking me out. More than once we'd
been out to the bar and he'd laughed when someone bought me a drink.

His
logic was that he was the one who got to go home with me, so why
would he be jealous? I'd always thought that it was mature of him,
but what if it was something else.

What
if John wanted more from me? What if Caleb was right? What if it
would benefit all three of us for him to know what had happened in my
office? Alighting some secret fantasy that could explain everything
about John, all my unanswered questions.

Like
why a man of his age would be content marrying a woman without ever
sharing her bed. Like why he never had any expectation of anything
physical, because maybe his own fantasies required a far more passive
role.

I
shook my head, trying to dislodge the little truths that were setting
up shop in there. I smiled across the table at my husband to be,
trying to see the sweetness on the surface of him instead of the
darkness that just might live bubbling and roiling beneath.

That
night he kissed me goodnight and rolled away from me in bed. I waited
until he was asleep, until the steady breathing told me that he
wasn't awake. That night I did what I did from time to time, when I
had those little secrets that you want to share but know that you
shouldn't. I spoke to him as I had from time to time before.

"John
are you awake?" I asked.

"No,"
he grunted in response.

He
was a heavy sleeper, but still he'd respond when he was in that
little interstitial period between awake and fully asleep. I'd had
whole conversations with him during this time and when we woke up he
wouldn't remember a single thing about them.

At
first I'd been fascinated, telling him things and pressing him in the
morning but he'd just shrug and pretend he didn't know. Later I'd
used it as a means to unburden myself.

Only
ever little things. Only telling him that I'd been the one to break
his favorite glass, that I'd been the one to misplace his watch.
Explaining away my little white lies and using his forgetfulness to
cleanse my conscience.

Tonight
I dropped a bombshell.

"I
have to tell you something," I started, "I have to tell you
about what happened today at work. Caleb was being an asshole and he
was talking about us and being mean and I... I let him kiss me,
John."

"That's
nice," he said dreamily, shifting a little in his sleep and
obviously not grasping what I was saying.

"And
the thing is, I liked it. I liked it a lot, John. I hate him and I
think he's an absolute asshole but I haven't been kissed like that in
years and so help me I liked it."

"Mmm,"
he replied, his noise maybe connected to his dream rather than to the
story I was telling.

"Since
he kissed me it's all I can think about. I keep thinking about the
way he kissed me, and what it would be like if I let him do more to
me.

"I
think I want it, John. I think I want to let him do whatever he wants
to me and I think he would. I think he wouldn't give a damn about you
or our relationship. I think if I asked him to fuck me, he'd fuck me
in a heartbeat."

"Okay,"
he said, "Right."

"And
he said something about you. He said you'd want it. I didn't believe
him at the time but I think I might see his point. Would you want me
to fuck him, John? What would you do if you found out that I'd fucked
another man before I fucked you?"

I
waited, knowing that anything he said wouldn't be conscious or
necessarily true but needing to hear it at the same time. Needing
some version of my husband to be to give me permission to do this to
him. To give me permission to cheat as if tricking him to say it in
his sleep would make it okay.

"John?"
I asked after being met with silence, "Do you want me to fuck
Caleb?"

"Yeah,"
he said dreamily, "Yeah you should do it. You should drink it
all up. You should be happy. I'm sure it tastes good and I want to
watch you drink it."

It
was a tenuous thread and the chances are that it was far from
permission. In all likelihood he was dreaming, talking to someone
else.

It
was not permission, not even close. But it just might be enough for
me.

I
walked into the office the next day on a warpath. I'd woken up with
guilt gnawing in my belly, made even worse by the fact that John was
already awake and had sweetly made me breakfast.

Fuck
Caleb. Fuck him so much for putting this seed in me.

I
hated myself for the thoughts that I'd had, for letting Caleb kiss me
and for asking John for permission for more when he was vulnerable
and asleep. And the fact that I'd fallen asleep last night with a
smile on my face made me hate myself a little more than I hated him,
but it didn't stop me from directing my anger outward and exploding
into my office with a vengeance, slamming and locking the door shut
behind me and more than ready to give Caleb a piece of my mind.

"Penny,"
he said in his usual morning greeting, "You're late."

"Fuck
you, Caleb," I spat fire back at him, "Go to hell."

He
grinned, as if I was still doing what he expected me to do. As if I
could never do anything to surprise him and that I was only ever
playing into his hands, into his expectations.

Pushing
himself out of his chair slowly I found myself backing up into the
door behind me. My fingers played with the lock button and I realized
that I'd locked it shut behind me, pausing a moment to ask myself why
before he distracted me.

"Have
a good night with the hubby last night?" he asked me.

"We're
not married yet," I said, not sure why I said it.

"Oh
that makes it all okay then," he went on, slowly moving across
the room towards me, "That makes it fine that you dreamt about
me last night. That you spent all night comparing the two of us. That
you kissed me right here against that door yesterday."

I
was tight, I was tense, I was defensive.

"You
kissed me, Caleb," I said, "There is a difference."

"But
that difference only really matters if you didn't like it," he
said, "If you didn't need it quite so much."

Caleb
was a foot away from me now and he looked so big. Not just strong but
tall, seeming to tower over me with a dark presence. I had a hard
time meeting his gaze until I shot my eyes up into it, blazing with
defiance back at him.

"Fuck
you," I said.

"If
that's what you want," he replied with a shrug.

I
clenched my fists tight, arguing to convince myself as much as him,
"I don't want it, Caleb. I don't want to fuck you. I don't want
you in my office and I don't want you in my life. I don't want this."

"You
don't," he agreed, "You need it."

"Fuck
you," I said again, but my voice was weaker. My resolve was
slipping away and I was holding my breath as I watched him part his
suit jacket and put his hands on his belt.

"Fuck
you," I said once more, watching transfixed as he unbuckled his
belt, as his fingers drew down the zipper of his pants, "Stop
it."

"Walk
away," he told me as he hooked his fingers into the belt loops
of his pants and started to tug them down, "You don't like it
walk away. Walk right out of this room and walk to HR and tell them.
I'll fess up to everything, tell them everything. You've got your
chance now to make it all right, to get everything you ever wanted.
You can make me go away forever, get this office all to yourself and
be done with me. I'll confess to everything if you want it, but you
don't want it. Do you Penny?"

He
pressed lower and I held my breath. I watched as his pants hooked on
the shaft of his cock and held there, the outline of it thickening in
the fabric.

And
I thought of Caleb, what an absolute cocky prick he was. How he was a
bully who didn't deserve a woman like me. How he'd pressed and he'd
pushed until he made this situation happen.

And
I thought of John, my dear and sweet and soft man. How the words he'd
said last night weren't enough to be taken as evidence in a court of
law but how they were enough to sow a seed of doubt in me and give me
a reason to believe that he would be fine with this.

And
I thought of me, how it had been so long for me. How I'd been on the
receiving end of this act before and how it had brought me to my ruin
and how I should know better but knew at the same time that it didn't
change a damn thing.

Because
Caleb was right. I didn't want this, I needed it. I didn't love him,
I hated him. But none of that stopped me from doing what I did.

I
didn't run. I fell to my knees instead.

Reaching
for him and batting his hands away and tugging those pants down I had
him out. I gasped at the sight of him, at the size of him, reaching
out with hesitation that melted the moment his thick cock filled my
slight little hands.

He
was big and I wondered if John would ever compare to him. The few
times things reached a fever pitch with my fiancé I'd felt him
pressing at me but I'd never gotten a good sense of how big he was,
and I'd never seen him naked with my own two eyes.

But
surely John couldn't be as big as this, couldn't be as beautiful. It
took a man like Caleb to make a cock like this, and John was nothing
in comparison.

Caleb
wouldn't have accepted my chastity, he'd have pressed his way into my
pants before the first date was done. He'd have dragged me into the
bathroom of the sweet little cafe where we were enjoying hot
chocolate and had me pressed up against the wall of a stall rutting
like animals.

But
then with Caleb, he wouldn't have waited for a date to fuck me.

I
ducked forward, my nose filled with the scent of his cock. It smelled
musky, like a man, and once that smell hit me I realized how much I
missed it.

Thoughts
and memories of past lovers drifted through my mind and the memory of
being filled and being taken by them made me pine for a time that had
once been and could be again if I just let it. If I just let him. If
I just ducked forward and gave him a kiss.

"Suck
it," he said, "Or is it so big that it's put you into
shock. Is hubby not this big? Does he leave you wanting?"

"Fuck
you," I whispered but still my head pressed forward, my lips
spread around him and a moan rumbled in my chest as I took him inside
of me.

My
tongue slipped forward and played along his head, my cheeks hollowing
as I locked my lips around him and let my hands fill themselves with
his shaft and start to slide. Suckling at his head I stroked his
shaft, pointedly staring down and avoiding looking up at him as I
started to bob back and forth.

Pushing
down and taking more and more of him, feeling his throbbing taste
fill my mouth. Feeling the heat of him and the stark rigidity, the
rock hard iron steel of this man so hot and so hard in me.

Frustrated
with my lack of having all of him all at once he started to thrust
forward and when I put up no protest he batted away my hands and
filled his palms with my head. Then he started to fuck my face
properly.

In
no time at all I was just taking him, his cock pumping forward with
harder and harder thrusts. He was pounding into me soon, drilling my
mouth with his thickness and feeding himself to me, showing me a
little preview of what he could offer if I let him between my thighs.

My
cheeks blushed with shame because I was being used, used by the
absolute asshole who had no care in the world for me and who didn't
give a damn about my thoughts of feelings. Not only that he was
getting off on finally getting the woman at the office he no doubt
saw as simultaneously a complete whore and a frigid bitch, and now he
had her on her knees moaning while he fucked her ruthlessly and
relentlessly.

He
pulled back and left me gasping, my body shaking and trembling as I
gasped for air but more than that gasped for the need to feel like
that again. My long absence from sex had turned me near rabid, crazed
with my need to be filled and satisfied.

But
he didn't plunge in again. Instead his hand curled around my chin and
he tilted my head up to look at him and he looked down at me with a
cruel grin on his face.

"You
like being treated like a whore?" he said.

"Fuck
you," I replied.

I
did, though. I liked it. I loved it. I needed it.

This
was wrong on so many levels, on the razor's edge of fucking a man
that I despised, betraying one I loved, breaking down and tearing
apart everything that I'd done in my life and my career to get to
this point.

But
I loved it. I loved it all the same. I loved it because it was wrong
and it was taboo and it was lewd. Because it made me into something
that I wasn't but maybe something that I always wanted to be.

Caleb
stepped forward and slapped his cock onto my face. He pulled back and
slapped me again, again and again and each time he messed up my
makeup and left a wet splat of saliva on my skin.

And
to my shame, I moaned and mewled for him. I reached for him with my
tongue and with my lips. I showed my desperation with each passing
moment, as I all but begged with my words for him to satisfy me.

"You
want it?" he asked rhetorically, "You need to earn it. Tell
me that I'm bigger than your husband. Tell me that I fuck your mouth
better than he does. Tell me that you know I'm gonna fuck your cunt
better than he ever could."

I
could have lied, maybe he would have bought it. I could have sold him
a lie and gotten my satisfaction, but instead I told him the truth.

"I
can't. I don't know."

"You
can, you little slut. You can tell me. You can tell me because I know
that-"

"I've
never fucked him," I interrupted him, and for the first time I
saw a look of surprise on Caleb's face, "I've never fucked John.
I wanted, I want, my first time with him to be special. I want to
save it for our wedding night."

"You've
never-" he started, but I cut him off before he finished the
question I could read from a mile away.

"No,"
I corrected, "I fucked before, just not with him. I wanted to
wait. To build an emotional connection before things got physical."

And
I hated myself for blushing. Hell, I hated myself for telling him any
of this. Most of all I hated the way he grinned, laughing at me for
my own stupid decisions.

"What
a fucking cuck," he said, "Idiot doesn't know what he's
missing."

I
opened my mouth to protest but he'd had enough. He speared my mouth
with his cock, thrusting in hard and filling me with himself while he
thrust away, both hands on my head to hold me still while he took me.

"You've
got a tight little mouth," he grunted, "And I bet you're
aching for it now. I'm gonna fuck you until you can't walk straight.
I'm gonna fuck you so hard your husband will never measure up. I'm
gonna fuck you so hard, the only cock you'll ever crave is mine."

I
was looking up at him now, it was impossible to look away. He held my
head just right so that all I could see was him looking down on me
with possessive glee, and he pounded himself into me again and again
while his eyes went wild with delight.

And
he took me, oh fuck he took me. He made true to his promises. He
fucking ruined me.

By
the time he pulled back again I was gasping but this time only with
the need to be satisfied. The preview that had come from him fucking
my face was enough that all I could think about was having that cock
buried between my legs.

I
let him cast me to the ground and I let him lift me back up again.
Spinning me around and slamming me against the door he dragged me up
and hiked his knee between my legs, using it as a seat to keep me
balanced and off-balance as he tugged up my skirt and gripped my
panties and pulled, tearing the lace I'd worn away with an ease that
belied his utter and unrelenting strength.

Then
he took me for his own.

I
was pinned against the door, my cheek pressed against it. Caleb was
behind me and I was beholden to him, his grip on my body the only
thing that could keep me from falling.

He
wasn't going to let me fall though, not without burying himself deep
inside of me. He needed me right where I was, and I needed to feel
him fuck me.

"Take
it," he whispered in my ear as he lined himself up with my sex,
"Take it like the frigid whore you are."

Then
he plunged into me and the feel of his thickness spreading me apart
felt an awful lot like he was breaking me. I screamed, a guttural
roar dulled by his hand clamping over my mouth until that roar turned
into a low and vibrating moan when the pain was set aside and the
pleasure rushed in to fill the gap.

He
fucked me hard. He fucked me rough. He fucked me like with each
thrust he was claiming dominion over a territory. Like he was making
a point with every movement of his hips, emphasizing that he could
take away just as well as he could give.

My
hands scrabbled at the door, thankful for the solid construction and
wondering when my fingers curled and my nails dug into the surface
whether the marks I'd leave would be noticeable. Not that I cared.
Not that I needed to worry about hiding it right now, because right
now all I needed was this.

All
I needed was to feel him inside of me, the hot iron of his cock
searing me from the inside out as his hands roamed over my body, as
he pulled me away from the door only long enough to cop a feel before
slamming me back up against it with the next thrust.

"Do
you like it, slut?" he teased me, "Do you like having my
cock inside of you? Do you like getting fucked by me?"

"Yes,"
I moaned, I confessed, "I love it. I need it. I want it."

He
started to speed up, started to work at the clothes on my body. He
was stripping me bare but he'd already exposed my soul, now all that
was left was to expose my skin to his lecherous gaze.

"You
need it?" he mocked me, "I know you need it. All those
years with hubby not satisfying you. All those years of playing all
by yourself. I can't believe you waited, I can't believe you were
going to wait."

"I
was going to," I mewled, "I love him."

Tears
came to my eyes as the guilt welled up in me but they weren't enough
to make me stop and I clung to the words from last night, to the
reassurances from my sleeping husband that it would all be alright.
That he wanted this too. That he wanted me to cheat and wanted to
watch.

"But
you had to know it couldn't be as good as this. You had to know that
your sad little cuck of a man couldn't fuck you like this. You had to
know that this was what you needed all along. To be degraded, to be
treated like a piece of meat. To get fucked, because that's the only
way to satisfy a woman like you."

"You're
right," I admitted, "It's what I need, what I want. It's
what I deserve."

Caleb
scooped his arm around me and dragged me off the door. Walking us
over he swept my desk with an arm and cleared it of everything on top
of it.

"I
told you I'd bend you over your desk and fuck you," he said
flatly, "I intend to make good on that promise."

Caleb
bent me roughly and when he did my feet barely touched the ground.
When he started to thrust he lifted me off of them, so that even here
I was completely dependent on him.

But
this new position gave him the freedom to stop holding back and he
gave me everything. He pounded himself into me hard and fast, my
whole world-shaking as he fucked me.

"Tell
me that you want me," he demanded.

"I
want you," I said so willingly.

"Tell
me that you need me."

"I
need you."

Smack,
his hand clapped down on my ass and he gripped and pulled me back,
putting me even more off balance.

"Tell
me that you'll fuck me whenever I say, wherever I say. That you'll be
my personal little whore. That you'll do anything to have my cock
again."

"I'm
yours!" I cried out, "I'm yours."

Caleb
bent low over me, his hips still moving blindingly fast. He was
teasing me to the edge of a climax that I'd needed for so long and I
could feel it pressing in on me. I was desperate for it.

"I'm
gonna make you marry him," he said, "I'm gonna make you go
through with it. You're gonna invite me to the wedding and I'm gonna
make you blow me just before you walk down the aisle so your first
kiss with hubby is with my cum on your lips.

"Then
at some point in the night, during the reception, I'm gonna steal you
away. I'm gonna take you and carry you over my shoulder and drag you
up to your honeymoon suite and I'm gonna fuck you in the bed you
should be sharing with him. I'm gonna fuck you in there, again and
again, cum deep inside of you again and again. Fuck you over and over
while he searches for you until finally he comes up there and sees
his sweet little whore with her legs spread for her cocky asshole
coworker. Until you get to look into his eyes and see how much it
hurts.

"I'm
gonna do that. You're gonna do that. Or I'm gonna walk away right now
and leave you wanting forever.

"So
what is it, whore? You wanna break his heart?"

And
I screamed out my answer. I screamed out the only one I could give. I
said it knowing it was wrong but knowing that it was the only answer
that I could possibly give.

I
said it while my body rocked in his arms, while I bucked and moaned
and could barely squeeze out the words. While the climax that he'd
given to me ripped through me, spreading hot heat through my veins
that was only the first time he would give that to me, only the first
time he would send me tumbling off the edge.

I
said it not because it was what he wanted to hear, but because it was
what I wanted to say. Because of course it was.

"Yes!"
I shouted, "Oh god yes! A thousand times YES!"
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if they have any work that you will enjoy:








KLARA
SWIFT

JAIME
THORNE

E.C.
POST

SOPHIE
PERT








Otherwise
you can always access all of our work through our website:

REVE.ink









Thanks
and enjoy these samples from some of my other work:













My
Secret Fantasy










He
has her in my bedroom. He has my wife in his arms. He’s pushing
her to her limits. I’m watching it all unfold.










For
too long I pretended that I was a good man. For too long I’ve
denied my appetites. And while I did my hunger grew: my desire to
watch my wife with another man.










It
needed to be like this, the two of them together and me hidden
watching it happen. I’ve lied to both of them to get them to
this point and there is no stopping it now.










So
I asked my best friend for help, fed him a lie and watched him gobble
it up. From the shadows I pulled the strings and made them fall into
one another. I made my fantasy a reality.










And
he’s taking her to my bed now. And I’m pressed against
the door watching as she moans his name.










As
my wife gives herself to another man. As my wife confesses her needs.
As she begs him for satisfaction.










To
satisfy her in ways that I never could.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!





Cheating
With The New Neighbor










I’m
good. I’m a good wife. I’m kind and I’m faithful.
But he’s changing me.










When
he moved in down the street I had no idea what I’d do with him.
He was handsome and charming but so was my husband. He was wealthy
and mysterious and he had one thing my husband didn’t have,
that edge of darkness.










He
makes his demands and I give in to them. He takes me to his dark
palace and I bend to serve him. He doesn’t ask he tells, and I
obey.










Something
has come over me, I’m losing control of myself. I know it’s
wrong but I just can’t help myself. I can’t help but say
yes to everything he asks of me.










Yesterday
was a mistake but today was a choice. I went to his home knowing what
it would mean.










Knowing
the moment I crossed the threshold that he would change me. Knowing
the moment I gave him this last little inch he would have me forever.










It’s
wrong. He’s not my husband. I can’t help myself.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!





My
Fiancé is Downstairs










His
hands are on me, bending me over the railing. Half-exposed and
gasping as he whispers in my ear. He asks me what I want. He knows
what I need.










He’s
a horrible man, my fiancé’s best man. He’s
relentless with his crude words and cruel in the way he treats the
people around him. When he looks at me, I can tell that he’s
just undressing me with his eyes. I know what he wants from me.










I
know it would be wrong, betraying a vow before I even make it.
Betraying the man I love and giving myself to a man that I hate. I
know that makes me horrible, but I don’t know if I can help
myself.










And
my fiancé did ask us to play nice. He asked us to make up and
be friends and he sent us upstairs to find common ground. I don’t
think this was what he had in mind though, his best man with his
hands all over me pushing me to my limits and teasing me over the
edge of them.










The
guilt is nearly overwhelming. His hands on my body feel so good, his
cruel words in my ear send a shiver of desire down my spine.










It’s
so wrong but I can’t stop. It’s wrong and that’s
what I love about it. It’s wrong and I know if I say yes
tonight it won’t just be tonight.










His
best man will come demand this from me again, and I don’t think
I’ll ever be able to say no.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!
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