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Miles


Isat in my office, typing and retyping the same old bit of ad copy over and over again. I was trying to make a coherent thought stick on the blank page and nothing was happening. I sighed and once again deleted the words and started over. Finally, frustrated, I pushed  back from my desk  and tried to think my way out of this block.

I looked around the square office where I’d spent the better part of my adult life, dreaming up ads for marketing campaigns. I looked at the smattering of awards on the walls, awards I had managed to win in better, happier times. Then, as they always did these days, my eyes came to rest on the wedding photo sitting next to my computer.

It was a pleasant shot of our wedding day almost ten years ago. Brandy and I were young and happy. Brandy looked radiant in her white wedding dress, her dark hair shining in the afternoon light. Her smile was large and bright as she hugged my arm. Our faces were lit up with the love only two twenty somethings can feel on their wedding day.

I had gotten my job at Brock Advertising, a small firm, but very prestigious in Portland, straight out of college, It was a good gig. The owner, Howard Brock, had been a good boss and taught me everything I knew.

Brandy and I had been young and in love and making relatively good money for our little corner of the world. We had sex every night, or at least every other night, and we were happy. I was happy.

Those days, however, seemed so long ago.

“Miles?”

I heard Karen’s voice on the intercom and picked up the phone.

“Yes, Karen?” I sighed.

“It’s time for the meeting!” She said with worry in her voice. “Everyone else is already there.”

“Shit!” I said, looking at the clock. 4:05.

I lurched up from my desk and hit the edge with my thighs. The desk shifted and I watched as my wedding picture teetered on the edge, then fell.

“Fuck!” I reached out to grab it, but it was too late. I watched, helpless, as it fell off the edge of the desk.

My body moved without though and I dove forward around the edge of the desk My fingers locked on the edge of the photo just before it hit the floor.

I sighed and lifted the picture. I placed it reverently back on the desk as if I had just saved some sacred talisman from destruction. In a way, I had. I gazed at Brandy’s shining face and once again remembered why I left the house and went to work each day. I did it for her.

I took a deep breath to quiet my boiling stomach and let Brandy’s smile fortify me. Then, I snatched my laptop off the desk and hurried to a meeting for which I was already late.
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THE ‘WEEKLY ROUNDUP” as Kurt liked to call his little meetings, was an opportunity to see what all of the agents at Brock Advertising were doing on their various accounts. In the old days, when Howard Brock ran the company, the roundups were fun places where executives were encouraged to bounce ideas off of each other, to riff and play and come up with the best direction for an ad campaign to take.

The meetings under Howard’s son, however, were anything but fun.

The atmosphere of the roundup was more like a frat party than a business meeting. After Howard had died, his son Kurt had forced out enough of the more experienced executives in favor of a group of cronies from his time at Stanford. They were a group of sniggering sycophants with no real world advertising experience, but with a knack for telling the almighty Kurt what he wanted to hear.

“Miles! So good of you to join us!” Kurt boomed as I tried to enter the conference room unnoticed.

Pete and Jared sat on either side of him with huge, shiteating grins on their tan faces. They were friends of Kurt and like him were tall, good-looking men who had gotten their money from their families. They sat at the head of the table on either side of their king and laughed dutifully along with their master.

I saw Karen sitting at her keyboard, giving me a sympathetic look from behind her black rimmed glasses. Kurt’s previous candidates had been pretty, hot little things that didn’t ever seem to have much secretarial skills, but made up for it by letting Kurt seduce them. It was well known around that office that Kurt had bedded all of his secretaries. Not to keep their jobs, of course. No, he wined and he dined them, then conquered them with his charm and his body. Then, after he was done with them, he sent them packing, but not without a nice gift or a generous severance package.

Karen was the exception. She wasn’t built like a model, her curves were more lush and she was shorter than most of the other women Kurt had seduced. She was more cute than pretty, but she could be tough when she needed to be. The office gossiped that Kurt and Karen had slept together, but unlike his other conquests, Kurt never let anyone know for sure. Perhaps it was because Karen was so damn good at her job.

For some reason, Karen had taken a liking to me and usually tried to keep me from crossing paths with Kurt when the boss was in one of his bullying moods. Too bad she couldn’t help me avoid these meetings.

I smiled to let her know I was alright even though my stomach was boiling with acid.

“Sorry, I’m late.” I said.

“Did you hear that?” Pete tittered from Kurt’s side. “He’s sorry.”

“It’s that older generation.” Kurt said with mock sadness. “They just don’t know how to put a reminder on these newfangled phones.”

I was only ten years older than Kurt, still a part of the millennial generation, but not young enough or privileged enough to be a part of Kurt's gang of idiots.

I felt like I was in high school again. All the richer, more athletic kids at one end of the table, while the poor or average looking nerds sat at the other end. It was something that I thought I had left behind in college, but as I slunk to the opposite end of the table from Kurt, I realized I had exchanged one hell for another.

I slid into my seat next to Ed, another veteran who had managed to stick it out even though he was older than me. Ed had taken on the persona of the nerdy mascot, willing to take all of the jobs that no one else wanted to take. He hated Kurt, but he rolled with the punches and flew under Kurt’s radar.

Ed was grateful for the shield I provided and showed his gratitude by remaining my friend while the rest of the office had slowly backed away from me.

“Uh oh.” He whispered to me as I sat down. “Looks like you made the alpha wolf mad in front of his pack.”

I grunted as Kurt began to speak. He did like to be the center of attention.

“Well, now that we are all here.” Kurt said, smirking in my direction. “I have some good news.”

He nodded to Karen who tapped a button on her laptop. On the screen behind Kurt a graphic popped up with a large blue T with a lightning bolt running through it. Tyler Auto. My stomach dropped even further. Tyler Auto was the firm’s biggest account. They had been working with Brock Advertising for over twenty years.

It was also my account.

“So glad you could show up today, Miles.” Kurt smiled. “Everyone knows that Tyler has kept this company in the black for twenty years. Don Tyler is a great client.”

Kurt turned to the room and put on his most charming smile. That smile that had seduced clients and more than a few women. In fact, as he turned his smile on the room, I could see the female execs light up and even a few men sit straighter in their seats. It was this reaction that made men like Kurt feel that the world was theirs for the taking.

Then, his eyes settled on me. I had known Kurt since he was ten years old. I knew the kind of man he was and I was not fooled by his charm.

“However, the ad campaign has always felt a little...what’s the word, Jared?”

“Old?” Jared piped in with a chuckle.

“No, that’s not it. Pete?”

“Outdated?” Pete tittered, like a schoolgirl

“No. That’s not it.” Kurt said and then brightened and snapped his fingers. “I know. Stale. As stale as a day old potato chip.”

“Wait a minute.” I said and all eyes turned to me. Ed gave a warning gasp, but I didn’t care. “That campaign has been solid. They’ve always been satisfied.”

“Really?” Kurt said. He didn’t get angry, but accepted my outburst with a mild smile. That’s when I knew something was terribly wrong. “When was the last time you spoke to them?”

I hesitated for a moment. The smiles of the other people in the group made my chest tighten with fear. Still, I plowed on.

“I spoke to Rory Tyler two days ago. He’s in charge of marketing now. He didn’t say anything to me.”

“Well, there you go.” Kurt said and leaned back with a grin on his face. “Because I had a meeting with Don last night. You know Don? The man who owns the company? And he said the company wants to go in a new direction. A younger, fresher direction.”

I knew Don Tyler. There was nothing young or fresh about that old man. He did love money, however. And power. If he thought he could grab a bigger piece of the car dealerships in the Pacific Northwest, he would go for it.

I stopped breathing and got light headed. Tyler  one of the reasons I still worked at Brock.

“So, in the interest of fairness, I’ve decided to open up the account. That means everyone here can pitch new ideas. The best idea gets the account.”

He looked directly at me.

“Just like the old days. What do you say, Miles? Fancy a little competition?”

I glared back at him. What could I say? The whole company was staring at me. If I got mad, or stormed out of the meeting, I might as well quit. But, I couldn’t do that, not without telling Brandy. I knew what she would say. There were too many bills, too many obligations. And what about the family we wanted to start? Neither of us were getting any younger. I wouldn’t be able to make the salary I made at Brock anywhere else. Of course, if I lost the commission on Tyler Auto, my salary would be cut by a third.

I was trapped and I could tell by Kurt’s smile the younger man had planned it that way.

“Sure.” I said with a confidence I didn’t feel. “Bring it on.”

“That’s the spirit.” Kurt said and the room erupted in sycophantic laughter. “That’s the spirit.”


Brandy


“Ow, shit!”

I heard Miles come home when he hit the credenza in the front hall. I smiled to myself from the bedroom and called down the stairs.

“Are you alright?”

“Yeah.” Miles said. “I just hit the damn table again.”

“Credenza!” I called and heard Miles curse under his breath.

The credenza was the first piece of furniture we had purchased together ten years ago. It was a long time ago, but didn't seem all that long to me..

When we were dating, Miles and I would spend all day just driving around and visiting garage sales and flea markets. We never bought anything. We only had a small apartment back then and it was already as full as we could get it.

We did like to dream, however, of owning a bigger place. Miles had yet to land his job at Brock Advertising, so dreaming was all we could do.

I was dreaming on that sunny afternoon when I found the credenza  sitting dusty and sad under a pile of tarnished brass lamps that had seen better days.

“Miles!” I said and slid aside a lamp to look at the surface.

“It’s a table.” He said. For a creative man, he had a very simple way with words.

“A credenza.” I said.

“What’s the difference?” He said. I looked at him and I could tell he was teasing me.

It immediately reminded me of the credenza my grandmother had in her dining room growing up. My mind was instantly filled with memories of sitting in the dining room, playing  tea party with Gran and eating tiny shortbread cookies. The credenza was along the wall, a mirror above it, covered with old grainy photos of our relatives along with newer photos of my mom and dad, sisters and cousins. We were all proudly displayed on that beautiful, dark wood, faces smiling and happy.

That day, as I looked down at the credenza sitting forlorn and forgotten, I knew that I wanted it.

I looked up at Miles and he was smiling at me. He could read my mind, that had to be it, because the words that came out of his mouth echoed my thoughts exactly.

“That would look great in our house.”

That was it. Just the way he said it, as if all of the rest of our lives were a certainty. That we would own a house, get married and have a family. Those seven words and I knew he wanted it just as much as I did.

“Yes.” I had said and I kissed him right there, in the middle of all those other discarded remnants from other people’s happy lives and I knew that I could be happy too. “Yes. It does.”

As if fate was with us, Miles landed his position at Brock less than a month later and we put a down payment on our house. Just like that, the dream became a reality. 

The funny thing was, even though the credenza was beautiful, it was a little too big for the spot just in the entryway. It was just large enough that Miles hit the edge of it with his hip every time he entered the house. It never failed to make me laugh.

I threw the pile of laundry in my arms onto the bed and walked down the short hall to the stairs.

“You sure you’re alright?”

“Yes.” He said, but I could tell by the sigh in his voice that he was not.

More and more these days, Miles would come home from work weary and beaten. Like a soldier back from a battle. Before, back in the old days, he would come home energized and excited about his work at the agency. Now, more often than not, he would come home tired and depressed.

I knew it wasn’t the work. It was Kurt. The son of Howard Brock, the younger man wanted to change things in the office and, it seemed, make Miles’s life miserable. He had slowly weeded out Miles’s colleagues, older and wiser men, in exchange for his friends., cronies and layabouts he had collected when he went to college at Stanford.

The changes were having an effect on our home life as well. We hadn’t been intimate in weeks and the last time we had tried hadn’t gone well. Miles was too tense, too wound up and those worries carried over into our bedroom.

I longed to make him forget about his worries. I tried to make a happy, safe place for him to come home to, but the truth was, I was feeling the pressure. Not only did I want a family, something we couldn’t start with the problems we had in our sex life, I was also horny as hell. Masturbation wasn’t enough. I needed sex. I needed the feel of a man’s body on top of me, inside me.

I needed my husband.

I found Miles in the dining room, staring out the back door, nursing a gin and tonic. I sat down next to him and took a sip of his drink. He had gone heavy on the gin and neglected the lime. The harsh sting of the alcohol hit the back of my throat and made me sputter.

“Jeez!” I said and rubbed my nose which always starts to tickle when I drink. “That bad, huh?”

Miles looked at me and smiled.

“Yeah.” He said sadly and my heart went out to him. “That bad.”

I put my hand on his arm and rubbed it gently.

“Want to talk about it?” I asked.

Miles shook his head and took another large gulp of gin. Miles didn’t drink much. He was on the lighter side and, since he didn’t drink very often, it didn’t take him much to get drunk. So, it was weird seeing him gulp down the drink like it was water. The day must have been worse than usual, because his drink was gone in a few swallows.

“You want some dinner?”

He smiled again, that same sad smile.

“No.” He said and he reached out and brushed his hand along my cheek. I laid my face on his hand and kissed the palm.

The warmth of his touch made my body hot. It didn’t take much, it had been so long.

"You know what I really want?" He said and looked up at me with those sad, sad eyes.

"What's that, sweetie?" I said, brushing his light brown hair back from his forehead like a child. I couldn't help it. The instinct was too strong.

Miles didn't seem to mind. He closed his eyes and sighed.

"I'd like to get drunk and mess around."

I laughed.

"Really? I said.

He looked at me and his eyes brightened with a familiar hunger.

"Oh yeah." He said.

I got up and moved to the liquor cabinet and got out the bottle of gin.

"Well, then." I said shaking the bottle so he could hear the gin slosh..  "How about another drink?"
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“THAT’S IT, MILES! I need it so bad!”

I held on tight as Mile’s body bounced on top of me. He thrust into me like a man trying to win a race, a race he knew he couldn't win.

I closed warm, strong thighs over his hips and tried to slow him down. I willed him to keep going, to give me just one moment of satisfaction.

Miles looked down at me, his eyes shining. How long had it been since we'd had sex? How long since he had been able to summon the will to try after so much disappointment?

As if responding to the questions in my head, he thrust even  harder and faster. I rose up to meet him as my pussy tightened on his cock, struggling to keep him hard. To keep him inside me just a little longer.

I was close, so close.

“Yes, baby! Yes! Do it!”

That’s when I realized that he was no longer thrusting out of lust, but desperation. I felt his cock soften until it withered away and there was nothing between the walls of my hungry pussy but my own aching need. I saw the hot tears in Miles’s eyes as he gave a few more angry thrusts, then cried out in anger.

“No! Goddamn it!”

He thrust hard a few more times, but it didn’t matter. His cock had surrendered and slipped out of me like it had never been there. It lay limp and useless between us. Miles fell forward on me, his chest heaving with exertion.

“It’s ok, baby.” I said gently, even though I could feel my own frustration gnawing at my pussy. I brushed my fingers through the hair on the back of Miles’s neck. “It’s ok.”

He groaned in shame. I realized my voice was only making the pain worse. Miles rolled off of me and looked down in anger at his cock. The poor thing gave a few weak twitches, but it was over. Whatever lust he had was gone.

“I’m sorry.” He said and dashed his eyes to hide the tears, like a little boy with a skinned knee. “I just thought tonight, maybe...”

“I said it’s fine and I meant it, Miles.”

I reached down and pulled up the sheet to cover his shame, then placed my warm hand on his chest.

“Is there...is there anything else I can do for you?” I asked softly.

“No.” He said bitterly. “It’s not you.”

Miles tried to turn over in bed and hide in a cocoon of shamed silence, but I wouldn’t let him. I slipped my head onto his chest. My lust was still there, but the need was calmed by my husband’s pain.

“Is it work?” I asked.

“I don’t want to talk about it.” He said.

“I just thought, if you talked about it maybe it would help.”

“It won’t help.”

I felt the pain of his silence in my heart. I knew that there was nothing I could do. I was still young, only thirty-one, and still beautiful. My body was firm in all the right places, although I felt my bottom could always be a bit smaller. I had long, shining dark hair and dark eyes, eyes I knew Miles found exasperating and erotic all at the same time. It didn’t make any sense why he couldn’t make love to me.

Was it my fault? Was my ass too big? Was I not young enough or sexy enough for him?

No matter how much he assured me that it wasn’t my fault, it still didn’t make the self-conscious feelings go away.

“I’m sorry.” He sighed again.

I continued to stroke the skin of his chest. His breathing eased and his body relaxed against the sheets.

“Is it Kurt?”

I felt Miles’s body tense and I knew I was right.

Fucking Kurt. Ever since he had taken over the company he had done his best to push Miles aside. I’d never understood it. Coming up, Howard Brock had been Miles’s friend and mentor. We’d had dinner at his house. We were family. Obviously, that feeling hadn’t been passed from father to son.

“Kurt is trying to take the Tyler account away from me.” Miles said so softly I almost didn’t hear him.

“What?” I cried and sat up in bed. “He can’t do that!”

“He can do whatever he wants.” Miles shrugged. “He’s the boss.”

I was speechless for a minute. Tyler Auto was Brock Advertising’s biggest account. It had placed the small boutique firm on the map and, arguably, kept all of the executives in bonuses year after year. It was crazy to think that Kurt would want to mess that up.

“He just took it away from you?” I said, still not believing it.

“No, not directly.” Miles sighed and looked at me with sad, puppy dog eyes. “He’s opening up the account to everyone. To ‘get new ideas.’” Miles held up his fingers in quotes.. “He’s coming after me.”

“But, that means you could still keep the account. If you have the best idea.”

“Oh, sweetheart.” Miles said with a bitter smile. “I’m happy that you have faith in me, but there’s no way I’m going to get that account.”

“Why not?” I said. “You’re the most talented person in the place. And you’ve got the most experience.”

“It doesn’t matter.” He said. “Kurt Brock just doesn't like me.”

“I know.” I said. “I just wish I knew why. We’ve known the family for years.”

“Maybe I should just quit.” He said, only half-joking. “Write that novel I always talked about.”

“Oh, stop!” I said, slapping him lightly on the chest. “You know you can’t do that, even if you really wanted to.”

Miles had always dreamed of writing, really writing. Not just some ad copy or a creative plan for an ad campaign, but a real novel. But, we both knew it wasn’t possible. Even if I went back to work, there was no way we could cover our expenses if he quit.

And I really didn't want to go back to work. I had quit my dead end barista job to focus on having children. It was what I had always wanted. I knew that wasn't common in this day and age, but I had never really cared about what was common or popular.

I wanted a family.

“I suppose you’re right.” He sighed.

I had hurt him by dismissing his dream with a light slap and a chuckle. I snuggled down beside him and burrowed my head once more into the crook of his shoulder.

“Besides, we’ll need your job and your insurance when we have kids.”

“Kids?” Miles scoffed. “How are we ever going to have kids if I can’t even...”

He gestured down at his crotch, indicating the source of his shame. I hugged him even closer.

“Look.” I said. “You could always go to the doctor. See what they could do for you.”

Miles groaned. It was an option, but we both knew the problem wasn’t physical. The problem was that damn job. The problem was Kurt.

That was the moment I decided to talk to Kurt. I couldn’t tell Miles, that would only hurt his pride even further. But, Kurt was an old friend, or at least his family had been. Perhaps if I could appeal to Kurt’s better nature, show him another side to what he was doing to our family, he might just change his mind.

It was at least worth a shot.

Miles turned away from me. I slid up against his back and held my husband as he drifted off to sleep.

“Don’t worry, baby.” I said and stroked his hair as his breathing deepened and his eyes closed. “Everything’s going to be alright.”
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THE NEXT DAY, I SET about to resolve matters on my own. I knew that Miles wouldn’t appreciate the meddling, but I also knew that my poor husband could not keep going like this for much longer. I had known Miles for a long time and I had never seen him this depressed. If a call to Kurt could help, how could I not try?

Still, it was a little more complicated than that. I had known Kurt as long as Miles. From a quiet ten year old he had grown into a handsome and cocky young man. Miles wasn’t wrong when he talked about Kurt being privileged. He didn’t just have money. He was tall, good-looking and he had the charm of a man who knew he could have everything, or anyone, he wanted.

He was a triple threat to all women and he had proven that again and again by bedding the women in his office. From what I heard, Kurt had a different woman every week. He was a dangerous combination of sexuality and boyish charm that made women want to claim him and make him their own. More than one had tried, but none lasted longer than a couple of weeks.

I had run up against that charm myself.  The year Howard passed, the office had held their annual Christmas party. It was a casual affair where all the executives, copywriters and associates could mingle and have fun.

As if to make up for the sadness of Howard’s loss, the party-goers got a little more drunk, a little more wild. It was as if the collective was trying to prove they were all still very much alive, even as the absence of the man they knew and loved left a hole in their hearts.

I’d had a little too much to drink. I excused myself from Miles and his coworkers wobbled through the drunken crowd to the bathroom.

When I came out, Kurt was there.

“Hey, there.” He said, leaning casually against the wall.

He was tall, probably a foot taller than Miles and when he pushed himself away from the wall, he towered over me. I felt small compared to this boy. I was drunk and the alcohol that was pumping through my body made me hot. I looked up at Kurt’s smiling face.

“What are you doing lurking outside the women's bathroom?” I said and managed a cocky smile thanks to the drink humming through my veins. “Aren't there enough little girls for you out there?”

I nodded in the direction of the party. Kurt had been surrounded by a gaggle of young girls all night. After the death of his father, Kurt had been on a real bender. Drunken parties, a different girl, or girls, every night. Miles thought it was a pathetic display of a young man squandering his father’s fortune, but I saw something else. I saw a scared little boy trying desperately to find comfort after the loss of his father.

Still, as Kurt hovered over me in that small hallway, it was hard for me to reconcile the little boy with the cool predator that looked down at me with beautiful, green eyes.

“What? Jealous?” He laughed.

“No.” I said and tried to push past him but he moved in front of me. “What are you doing?”

Kurt smiled down at me. I saw how dangerous he was to women. I’d heard the stories. Not just from Miles, but the other rumors circulated by the women who worked at the company or had husbands who worked there. Naughty rumors about what Kurt could do with his body.

It was all exaggerated, I was sure, but being that close to him, I couldn’t help but wonder. It was all I could think about as those cool, green eyes locked onto me. I felt it. That charm, that charisma. When he looked at me that way I was suddenly the only woman at the party.

“I just wanted to tell you how hot you look tonight.” He murmured. “You put all those little girls to shame.”

“Sure.”  I scoffed, but I felt something forbidden shift deep in my belly. “I'm sure you say that to all the girls.”

“No.” He said and his voice was serious, his smile gone. “Just you.”

I tried backing away but he put his arm around my waist. From his pocket he withdrew something small, spiky and green. A sprig of mistletoe.

“How about it?” He said, nailing me down with those beautiful eyes. “It's tradition.”

“Keep dreaming.”  I said, but he was already leaning forward, inches away from my lips. My lips parted involuntarily. Was I going to kiss him? Was I really going to do this? My mouth wanted it, my body wanted it. I could see the shining mistletoe above his head. Kurt's eyes had become the same dark green as his shadow fell over me. I could smell his cologne, a musky scent that invaded my nostrils. I could smell alcohol on his breath. Brandy.

Just like me. I thought.

My mind couldn't focus and I shut my eyes to let it happen.

“Excuse me, Kurt?”

Karen’s cool voice snapped me back to reality. Kurt stood up as I pushed away from him. His smile returned, as if the last few seconds were some big joke.

“Yes, Karen?” He said still looking at me.

“Time to make a speech to the troops.”

“Be right there.” Kurt said and leaned over me once more.

I thought he might kiss me anyway, right there, in front of Karen. But, my moment of confusion had passed and I turned my face away from him. He sniffed my cheek, like a hungry wolf, and I felt his hot breath in my ear.

“Maybe next time.” He said and then he was gone.

I looked up and saw Karen, her face impassive behind her black-rimmed glasses. Still, I couldn’t help but feel like she was judging me. The shame I felt made my cheeks hot.

“I...we...” I tried to come up with some excuse for what she had seen, but I couldn’t.

“Miles was looking for you.” She said, ignoring my stuttering. “He’s out on the balcony.”

The words, delivered in Karen’s sweet, but professional tone, hurt my heart.

What if Miles had caught me in that hall? What would he think?

“Th...thank you, Karen.” I said and managed to pull myself up straight. “I guess I should go and find him.”

“I think that’s a good idea.” Karen said and this time I could not miss the icy tone of judgment. I felt a flash of anger in my chest, but what could I say? It had happened. A moment of weakness and now I had to go back to Miles knowing that the kiss, the kiss I had wanted, had been noticed.

I squeezed past Karen and the assistant spoke in a low voice only I could hear.

“You’d better be careful.” She gripped my arm and gave it a squeeze. “Kurt usually gets what he wants, one way or another.”

I looked at Karen and Karen looked back. I could tell by that look she wasn’t going to say anything to Miles, but there was a look of warning in Karen’s eyes that I could not ignore.

“Thank you.” I said and hurried back out into the party.

The shame and guilt over the near kiss had faded with my hangover, but it came to my mind now as I contemplated what to say to Miles’s boss. The truth was, that was the night the troubles had really started. As Kurt took control of the company, Miles became more and more withdrawn. It was as if Kurt’s rising star was eclipsing my husband’s brilliance. Miles receded further into his depression.

And that stress carried over into the bedroom. Sex became less frequent and, when we did try, Miles found it harder to perform.

I couldn’t help but blame myself. I knew he was unhappy, and yet I made him go back to that job day after day. I wanted a family. I wanted the life I had dreamed about, but I wasn' woman enough to make my husband happy.

All of these doubts, and the guilt associated with them, plagued my mind when I finally called the office.

“Brock Advertising. Kurt Brock’s office.”

“Hi Karen.” I said. “It’s Brandy McCabe.”

“Hi Brandy!” Karen’s voice was bright and kind, as if the night of the Christmas party and what she had witnessed had never happened. “Do you want me to put you through to Miles?”

“Uh, no actually.” I said, bit my lip and took a deep breath. “I need to speak with Kurt.”

There was a moment of silence and I pictured Karen at the party, judging me with her eyes.

“He’s pretty busy.” She said, finally. “Let me check.”

The line switched over to a classic rock station playing Duran Duran’s Hungry Like a Wolf. They were just at the chorus when Karen came back on the line.

“Kurt can take your call.” It might of been my imagination, but her voice had become icier and more professional.

“Thank you.”

Karen didn’t answer and the next thing I knew, I heard Kurt’s smooth, deep voice speaking into my ear.

“Brandy McCabe!” He sounded genuinely excited to speak to me. “To what do I owe this honor?”

I ignored his attempt at banter and got right to the point.

“I want to talk about Miles.” I said.

“Miles?” Kurt said. “Really? Have you finally decided to leave him and find yourself a real man?”

“Jesus, Kurt!” I spat into the phone, losing my cool. “Do you have to be such an asshole?”

“No.” Kurt said. “No I don’t. I can be quite charming. You know that, Brandy.”

I knew he was talking about that near kiss and my cheeks grew hot. I was glad he couldn’t see my face.

“Listen.” I said and tried to calm my tone. “You know Miles is the best executive you have. He’s been in charge of the Tyler account for five years.”

“Is that why you called?” He said. “To beg for your husband’s job?”

When he said it like that, it didn’t sound good.

“I just want to understand, Kurt. Miles has broken his back for you father’s company for ten years.”

“My father’s company?” Kurt said and I heard real emotion in his voice. Real anger.

“Your company.” I said quickly. “He’s always done his best. Why are you doing this to him?”

Kurt said nothing and I felt like maybe, just maybe, I had broken through.

“Look.” Kurt said finally, his tone dismissive. “I don’t really have time to discuss this right now. You know, I am busy running my company.”

Brandy sighed.

“Please, Kurt. You’ve known us a long time. We were friends of your father. I thought we were your friends, too. Our family really needs this.”

Kurt said nothing and I knew I had gotten through. He was thinking it over. Relief flooded through me as I realized I had made the right decision to call.

“If you want to talk more about this, why don’t you meet me for lunch?”

I was speechless. Lunch?

“Oh! I...uh...I don’t know.” I said.

“Come on!” Kurt said. “It would be easier to talk about this in person. You know, two old friends hashing things out over some good food.”

I didn’t know what to say. The offer felt genuine, yet alarm bells were going off in the back of my mind.

Still, seeing Kurt in person would make things easier. I could appeal to the man himself. Plus, I could dress to impress. Maybe even flirt a little, make Kurt feel like the alpha male he wanted to be.

“Well, what do you say?” He said. “I don’t have a lot of time.”

“Ok.” I said. “I’d love to meet and discuss Miles further.”

I placed the emphasis on my husband’s name so Kurt would not forget what this was all about.

“Good, good.” Kurt said with satisfaction. “I’ll meet you at the Plaza downtown at 1. No reason to go through Karen on this. Or Miles for that matter. I’m sure he doesn’t want to know that his wife is out begging for his job.”

“That’s not what I’m do—” I tried to protest.

“So, you want me to tell him?” He interrupted.

He was laughing at me and I knew it. My face was hot with shame, but I had started this. I might as well finish it.

“No.” I said. “No, please don’t tell anyone.”

“Fine.” Kurt said. “This will be our little secret.”

With that, he hung up and I sat at the kitchen table, staring at the lifeless cell phone in my hand.

What have I gotten myself into? I thought.
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I WAS NERVOUS AS I dressed for the lunch date.

Not a date.

It wasn't a date, damnit. It was a business meeting to discuss my husband's future.

So, I picked out something sensible. A business suit with a skirt. I looked at myself in the mirror and even though it was professional, it was tight and showed off a little more leg than was necessary. I unbuttoned the top button of my blouse, exposing the round top of my breasts and a sliver of lacy, black bra underneath.  It was just the right combination of sexy and serious that I wanted. I wanted Kurt to look at me, but I did not want him to think I wanted to sleep with him.

Just the thought of it made my stomach tighten and my heart race.

Kurt didn't think that, did he? He couldn't expect that I’d just roll over and spread my legs for him.

All in all, it took longer to dress for this non-date than it had ever taken me to dress for Miles. I told myself it wasn’t for Kurt. This was for Miles. I was doing this all for him.

I had  been to the Plaza a few times in my life when Miles won back to back awards for excellence in advertising. The last time was over three years ago. Even though I knew Miles still did good work, the awards had dried up and so had the invitations to formal affairs. I didn't mind. Parties made me nervous, all those people trying to outdo one another in there designer clothes and expensive haircuts.

Still, as the Uber dropped me off in front of the Plaza, I couldn't help but feel excitement when I walked through the front doors. The place had been modernized over the years, but the original marble floors had an opulent shine. Hotel staff, dressed in white shirts and jackets, scurried around to help people who had nothing better to do than to eat overpriced meals in the middle of the day.

I must have looked lost, because a tall, thin man with a long thin mustache on his upper lip slid up next to me.

"Forgive me, Miss." He said politely, his words clipped and professional. "May I help you?”

His voice was polite and professional, but that didn’t stop me from feeling out of place.

“Yes, I’m sorry.” I said. “I’m meeting someone for lunch. Kurt Brock?”

I didn’t expect the name to mean anything to the thin man, so it was a surprise when his face brightened.

“Ah, Mr. Brock! Of course.” He gave me a cursory once over and nodded as if he knew exactly why I was there. I felt my cheeks grow hot. “You must be Mrs. McCabe. Welcome to the Plaza.”

I was shocked that he knew my name. I realized as the thin man led me through the lobby that he must have been waiting for me. A guest of someone important. I couldn’t help but feel just a spark of pride at being given such a royal treatment.

“My name is Thomas.” The thin man said and stopped at an elevator discreetly hidden behind a marble pillar. “If you need anything while your here, please just ask for me.”

“Really?” I said. “I just need to find Kurt and get this over with.”

“Of course.” Thomas said and punched a button on the elevator. “Mr. Brock is in the dining room on the third floor. It is very private with a wonderful view of the river and the mountains.”

I was still trying to decipher the words ‘very private’ when the doors slid open and Thomas ushered me inside.

I was instantly struck by the beautiful view of Mt. Hood in the distance, with the wide, rushing Columbia stretched out below. It was a truly beautiful sight.

I suddenly remembered I wasn’t here to enjoy the sights, or be intimidated by the Plaza’s opulence. I was here to meet with Kurt. For Miles. For my family.

It was obviously a ploy of Kurt’s, meeting in such a fancy place. It had to be a tool to throw me off guard. Why else would he invite me to one of the fanciest restaurants in the city?

Well, I wasn’t going to fall for it. I took a deep breath and tore my eyes away from the awesome sight of the boats moving slowly along the waters below.

“This way, Mrs. McCabe.” Thomas said and his emphasis on my married name only stiffened my resolve. If Kurt Brock thought he could distract me with a pretty view and the decadent atmosphere, he had another thing coming.

Thomas led me to a table against the large windows overlooking the river. Partitions had been placed to give the semblance of privacy. As I looked around the restaurant floor I felt underdressed for the occasion as men in custom suits chatted with women wearing gorgeous dresses. It looked like they were dressed for a night on the town, not a daytime lunch in Portland.

If the surroundings were meant to distract and intimidate me, they were doing their job. I took a deep breath and held myself tall, ignoring the looks of the men and women as I was shown to my seat.

Kurt saw me coming. He flashed a triumphant grin as he stood up to greet me. He was tall and immaculately dressed in a gray suit cut to show off his long, masculine frame. He wore a silver Rolex on his wrist and matching silver cufflinks. Everything about him radiated power and position.

“Brandy.” He said as if he was actually surprised that I had shown up. “So nice of you to come.”

I expected him to take my hand, but he gripped my upper arm, pulled me close, and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

He smelled the same as he had at Christmas, musky and manly, with a hint of brandy on his breath.

“Please, sit.”  He said and brushed Thomas out of the way so he could pull out my seat.

I sat down and Kurt settled his long frame confidently into the chair across from me.

“So, would you like a drink?”

“Water is fine.” I said. There was no way I was drinking with him.

Kurt nodded at Thomas who appeared to be his personal waiter as well as concierge.

Thomas filled my water, then poured another shot of brandy into Kurt’s empty glass.

“Hungry?” He asked as he sipped his drink.

His choice of liquor was not lost on me.

“No.” I said and it was true. The way my stomach was fluttering I doubted I could eat a thing. “I just came to talk about my husband.”

“Of course.” Kurt said. “I just thought we might do it with our bellies full of good food first.” He made the idea of filling our bellies sound somehow suggestive and I felt the flutter in my stomach ratchet up two notches.

What the hell is wrong with you? I told myself. So what if he’s good looking? It’s not like you haven’t talked to someone good-looking before.

Perhaps it was the setting. Or maybe, it had been so long since Miles had looked at me like Kurt was looking at me. Like a man with a need and the strength and potency to back it up.

I realized I was quickly losing the upper hand, if I had ever had it. I motioned to the elaborate setting.

“This all seems a bit much, don’t you think?”

“Really?” Kurt smiled. “This is where I hold all of my important business meetings. It gives off an air of prosperity, don’t you think?”

“More like you want people to think you’re prosperous.” I sniffed. “Of course, I knew you when you were a teenager, with ripped jeans and a torn t-shirt.”

Kurt smiled.

“An unfortunate choice of wardrobe. As my father was always telling me, you have to look successful to be successful.”

Kurt pulled the cuffs of his fine suit while at the same time making the silver of his Rolex flash.

“What do you think?” He said. “Do I look successful?”

I had to admit, he looked good. He was well dressed and handsome with a healthy glow to his skin and dazzling smile. He could have been a model with those looks and he knew it. He could have been anything.

“You’ve done well for yourself.” I said, keeping my voice neutral.

“Better than your husband, huh?”

My face reddened. I had tried to prepare myself for an insult to Miles, but Kurt slung it so matter-of-factly that I was surprised when I finally heard it. The words stung, but I kept the hurt from my voice.

“Miles is doing fine. He works hard.”

Kurt laughed and took another sip of brandy.

“But, not as hard as he used to, am I right?”

He gave me a knowing smile and I wondered. Was he talking about Miles at work, or something else? Something more intimate?

It was crazy. How would Kurt know about our problems in bed? Miles certainly wouldn’t have told anyone at work. He would be too embarrassed.

Can he see it on my face? I thought. Am I giving off some sort of dissatisfied housewife vibe?

I shook it off. It was my own fears and worries that caused me to read more into Kurt’s comments.

“Miles works very hard.” I said. “He’s done good work for the company.”

“My company.” Kurt corrected. “And that was five years ago. Now? Well, now his work lacks a certain...excitement.”

I felt my cheeks grow hot. It was if Kurt could see into my life. My bedroom. How much did he know and how much was a guess?

“He’ll work harder.” I found myself saying, reluctant to give Kurt even that much. “He really needs that account.”

I looked at him with my deep, brown eyes and tried hard to appeal to Kurt’s more compassionate side.

“We really need that account.”

Kurt smiled with satisfaction, but he wasn’t done with me yet.

“So do a lot of people. A lot of younger, stronger people than your pitiful excuse for a husband.”

The words struck me to my core. My face grew hot and anger pushed aside any fear I had.

“He is not pitiful!” I snapped and heads turned in my direction, but I barreled on. “Why are you doing this? Why are you being so mean? We’re family.”

“Family?” Kurt sneered. “Family? Ever since I was ten years old my father would always talk about Miles. Miles this and Miles that. Miles could never do anything wrong and I could never do anything right. Well, you know what? He’s dead and I have control of the company.”

“Is that what this is about?” I said. “Your father?”

“No.” He said and he drained the rest of his brandy. He motioned for Thomas to pour him another. Then, he looked squarely into my eyes.

“This is about you, Brandy.” The hungry look on his face shocked me. “You are wasted on that loser and you know it. You deserve someone better.”

My heart stopped as I faced that hungry stare. It struck me to my very core, the need in his eyes. This man could have anyone he wanted, be with anyone he wanted and he wanted me. And, he was willing to do anything to get it.

Had I ever been so needed in my life, even by my husband? Had I ever been so wanted by such a man as Kurt?

I fought down the crazy thoughts and feelings coursing through my head. I willed my heart to beat and forced my breathing back to normal. I gave Kurt the most humorless smile I could give a man. A smile that should have cut through his bravado and turned him back into that little boy he had always been.

“And I suppose that’s you?”

My cruel smile and cold voice didn’t work. Instead, Kurt just continued to look at me as if he wanted to slam me down on that table and take me right there in front of everyone.

“Yes.” He said simply. “I am. And...”

He leaned forward and put his hand on the table, very close to mine.

“I can prove it.”

When he sat back up, I saw the small, plastic card on the table.

A Plaza room key card.

“That is to my room. If you seriously want to help Miles keep that account, you’ll take that key and meet me upstairs.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.” I scoffed. “What? You think I’m just going to...to sleep with you over some account?”

“No.” He said. “I think you’ll do it for your husband. I think you’ll do it or I’ll make sure he never works in advertising again. I think you’ll do it because you have to.”

He slid his brandy across the table.

“And I think you’ll do it because you just can’t help but wonder how it will feel to have me inside you.”

Before I could answer, Kurt stood up. He straightened his jacket and nodded to Thomas who stood a discrete distance away. Without another word, he walked away, leaving me alone at the table.

I looked down at the card sitting next to the brandy. There was no way this was happening. I couldn’t do this, no matter how bad things were at work. If I did this, if Miles found out, he would be crushed.

Still, what Kurt said was true. If I didn’t do it, Miles would lose the account and maybe his job. How would that affect our already fragile relationship?

I looked down at the drink.

Brandy, just like me. I thought.

Finally, I grabbed the glass, threw back my head and swallowed the fiery liquid in one gulp. Then, I swiped the card from the table and looked at Thomas. He nodded and pulled my chair back. My legs shook and I wobbled as I stood. Thomas affected not to notice.

“This way, Mrs. McCabe.” Thomas said with the utmost professionalism. “Mr. Brock is in the penthouse suite.”


Miles


Isat at my computer, still upset not just by the Tyler account, but also by yet another failed attempt at sex the night before. I didn’t know why I’d even tried. I had needed her so much. I wanted to bury myself in my wife’s body and forget all of my troubles, just for a minute.

I had failed to forget my roubles.  I had failed to please Brandy.

It made writing anything nearly impossible. Instead, I looked out the window and was surprised to see that it was clear and cloudless day, unusual for Portland. In fact, I could just make out the peak of Mt. Hood from my office. It made me think of the ski trip Brandy and I had taken three years before.

We had done very little skiing. Instead, we spent the first day getting cold and wet. Then, we ran back to the hotel room and into the hot tub. We drank hot toddies until our blood had warmed and spent the rest of the weekend in bed.

We had been as hot as newlyweds the entire weekend. I couldn’t help but smile at the memory.

I wish we would have been trying for a baby back then.

It would have happened, I was sure of it. We had been so happy and connected. It would have been the perfect moment to conceive a child.

I was still lost in the memories when I noticed the time. Shit! It was nearly 1:30. I had scheduled a meeting with Kurt at 1:30 and I still hadn’t come up with any new material for the Tyler account. I kept coming back to the same old ideas.

Maybe Kurt was right, maybe I was getting old.

What I really needed to do was talk to Kurt and try to find out what he had discussed with Tyler.  I knew I’d have to grovel, that was part of the pleasure Kurt took in my pain, but I was willing to do that to keep my account. Either that, or I was going to quit.

I hoped it wouldn’t come to that. Kurt had contacts throughout the other advertising firms in Portland. A word from him in the right ears and I might never find work again. I needed to be firm, but professional. I needed to go in there strong, but not angry.

I needed to prove I was the right man for the job.

I gathered up my portfolio and laptop. I gave the picture of Brandy a smile, straightened it unnecessarily, then walked down the hall to Kurt’s office.

Karen was there, looking cute and professional in her business suit. She was round, but not in an unpleasant way and her friendliness was a nice change of pace from the toxic atmosphere. She was sweet, in a no nonsense way. Despite the rumors around the office, I was pretty sure she was the only assistant that hadn’t slept with Kurt, which made me like her even more.

“Hey, Karen.” I said. Karen looked up at me and gave me a wide smile.

“Oh hi, Miles.” She said and her smile slipped a little.

“Kurt in the office?” I asked. “We were supposed to have a meeting at 1:30.”

“Oh, I’m really sorry.” Karen said. “Kurt had a late lunch.”

“Really?” I said. After all that crap Kurt had given me the day before and he couldn’t even be bothered to show up to an afternoon meeting? “Any idea when he’ll be back?”

“No, sorry.” She frowned. “He did say to tell you that he wants to meet with you when he gets back.”

“But you don’t know when that will be?”

“I’m really sorry, Miles.” She said. “I’ll call you as soon as he gets back.”

She looked like she wanted to say something else, but the look of pity in her eyes was too much. My gut burned with impotent rage. Kurt was doing this on purpose. He scheduled a meeting, then bailed just to make me wait on him. To prove that he, Kurt, was in charge.

I stalked back to my office and threw myself into my chair. I tried to calm my roiling stomach, but it wouldn’t relax. Finally, I reached into my desk drawer and took out a half empty bottle of Rolaids. I tipped it back, and shook four or five tablets onto my tongue. I looked at the clock and fumed in silence and wondered.

Just where in the hell are you Kurt, you bastard?


Brandy


Thomas showed me to Kurt's room and left me there without saying a word. I wondered how many times he had done this sort of thing for Kurt. The idea that I wasn’t the only one made my cheeks burn and butterflies whirl in my stomach.

I wavered on the doorstep, the card key trembling in my hand. If I did this, there would be no going back. I might be doing this for Miles, but I was also doing this to Miles. I was breaking our most sacred vow.

In the end, I couldn't do it. I just couldn't betray my husband that way, no matter the cost. I took a deep breath and turned away just as the door flew open and Kurt stood there in nothing but a towel, his wet, rock hard upper body on glorious display.

Oh shit! The desperate thoughts seared my brain. He’s fucking gorgeous!

“I wondered how long you were going to stand there.”  Kurt said, grabbed my arm and pulled me into the room.

With a yelp of protest I stumbled over the threshold  and Kurt slammed the door shut behind me.

“I...I can’t...”  I began to say and then his hard, hot body pressed against me as his mouth closed over mine.

The promise of that kiss, so long in the waiting, exploded across my lips and tongue. He pushed me roughly up against the door and all I could think to do was push. Push away. Except I was pushing against hot skin and hard, rigid muscles. His body was so different than Miles. Kurt was built for moments like this. He was made for hard, fast seduction. And instead of pushing him away, my hands began to explore the bumps and ridges of his body. Every touch sent electric thrills through my nerve endings.

Finally, I was able to pull my lips away from his. I was panting heavily, taking back the breath that he had stolen.

“I knew it.”  Kurt chuckled. “I knew you wanted it. There’s no way that loser is enough for you.”

The words stung. I glared up into Kurt’s merciless green eyes.

“I’m doing this for Miles.”  I said and managed to put some steel in my words despite my trembling. “I’m doing this for my husband.”

“Sure.” Kurt said. “You’re not enjoying this at all.”

“No.” I said and tried pushing against him again, only to feel a shiver of excitement at the way his hot skin stretched over thick muscle. “I’m not.”

Of course my body was reacting! Kurt was beautiful, even if it was a cruel beauty. Still, no matter how hot Kurt was, I knew that my love for my husband would control my lust. I could endure whatever my husband’s bully was going to do to me.

“No.” I said again, with more conviction. “Now, can we just get this over with so I can be with my husband? He’s the one I want.”

And it was true. I wanted to be with Miles right now. I wanted Miles to be the one to make my belly fill with fire. I wanted Miles to turn me on the way Kurt did. Just like when we were first married. It had been so long since I felt like this. I hated that I was feeling it with this man.

Kurt’s face flashed with pain and then his look turned cold. A thrill of fear shot through my chest. He didn’t like rejection and he had not expected it from me.

He gripped my arm painfully and pulled me further into the room.

“Fine.” He said. “I like a challenge.”

I only had a moment to register how gorgeous the room was and the fantastic Portland skyline before Kurt threw me onto the bed.

I expected him to attack me. To jump on me and have his way with me. The idea excited me more than I wanted to admit. Miles had never been this forceful, not even when he was turned on.

It just wasn't in him.

So, I prepared myself to be taken, to be ravished like one of those weak heroines in the trashy romance novels my mother used to read. I steeled myself for his attack willing the growing fire in my belly to be calm.

Except he didn’t attack. He stood above me, his chest heaving and I saw the hunger in his eyes. He smiled coldly and let me take in his gorgeous body. The finely tuned muscles, the heavy ridges of his chest with brown nipples I could tell were hard for me. I felt that excitement in echoed in my own nipples.

My eyes reluctantly followed the glistening muscles down, down, down to that thick V of muscle that tapered away under the fluffy, white towel.

“Like what you see?” He teased and placed his hands on the towel.

“No.” My voice cracked  as his hands slowly undid the towel and let it fall to the floor.

He was so big! His cock hung between his legs, the fat tip kissing the muscle of his right thigh. It wasn’t even hard and it was already twice the size of Miles’s cock.

I wasn’t a virgin when I met Miles, and I’d certainly seen bigger members than my husband, but I had never seen anything like this! In fact, I had always felt cocks were funny, not very attractive appendages created for one purpose. To inseminate. A man’s phallus had never been a turn on for me.

But as Kurt towered over me, I couldn’t take my eyes off the thick rod of flesh and muscle swinging between his legs. It was beautiful and mesmerizing. My mouth went dry at the sight of him. The sheer size of it coupled with his beautiful body sent signals to that primal woman deep inside of me.

“Bigger than Miles, isn’t it?” Kurt teased.

“No.” I said but my body was screaming something entirely different.

Yes! God yes! It is so much bigger!

Kurt reached down and pulled me up to a sitting position until I was face to face with his massive cock.

“Touch it, Brandy.” Kurt ordered. “Touch my cock.”

I reached out tentatively, my hands cradling the thick, veiny flesh. It was so alive and so big. My mouth went from parched to flooded as I looked at it. Did I really want this? Or was it just my body reacting to such a primal specimen of male potency? Either way, I got that urge, the one that usually took a couple of drinks to get.

The urge to suck it.

“Tell me it’s bigger than Miles.” Kurt said.

“Why?” I said. “Why do you have to be so mean? He’s not even here.”

“Because it turns me on.” He said and even as the words left his mouth I felt his cock throb  between my fingers. “Because I want to hear the best thing in Miles’s life tell me I’m better than he is.”

“Oh God!” I moaned.

Kurt didn’t just want me. He wanted to hurt my husband.  I thought about it. Was I the best thing in Miles’s life? Yes, I was. I had always been there for him. Caring for him, supporting him, loving him. Now, here I was, another man’s cock in my hands. I was about to sully the last good thing in his life.

“Say it.” Kurt ordered and his voice cut through my reluctance like a knife.

If I said it, it would mean nothing. It was bigger than my husband's cock. So much bigger! And it would get Kurt excited, which would mean this whole, horrible experience would be over that much sooner.

Sorry Miles.  I said to myself as I looked up at Kurt’s cruel, grinning face.

“Yes.”  I said. “You’re bigger than Miles.”

“Good girl.”  Kurt smiled down at me and that smile stung deep in my heart. “Now, kiss it.  I want to see those pretty lips you kiss your husband with on my cock. Now.”

I leaned forward and felt a fresh wave of shame and guilt run through me. Still, as I lifted the heavy shaft of his cock, I felt the primal lust deep inside my body. I gave the tip of his cock a chaste, closed mouth kiss. Even this small connection, this simple act, sent shivers of electricity coursing through me. The taunting words and the gorgeous, thick manhood in front of me touched off something inside of me that I had never known was there.

“Look at me.” Kurt ordered and I looked up in his eyes. They were no longer cruel, but they were hungry. Hungry for me, for my submission. His need fed my own lust and I lost control of my pussy . Hot juices soaked through my panties and dripped down my leg.

God how I tried to push it back, but when Kurt smiled down at me, my need became more urgent. He pushed open my lips slowly, forcing my mouth to accept his hot flesh. The same lips I had kissed Miles with that morning stretched open to take his bully’s cock. The guilt, the shame and the lust were too much. My mind went blank. I was only able to concentrate on Kurt’s heat as he fed me inch after inch of his cock. My mouth was filled with hot, pumping flesh. My mouth had never been this full before!

Kurt gave me only half his cock before the meaty tip hit the back of my throat.

I gagged on his pumping flesh. Spit gurgled out of my mouth and dripped in thick droplets down my chin. I closed my eyes, but Kurt’s voice brought me back to him.

“Keep looking at me, Brandy.” He said. “I want you to look at me and know that it’s not your husband’s cock in your mouth.”

I whined deep in my throat, a noise of animal pain.  Kurt pulled back a few inches and let me breathe, then thrust forward again and again. He attacked my mouth with his massive flesh. This wasn't at all like being with Miles. Miles was smaller and thinner and always hesitant to push too hard.

No. This was wet and hot and slippery. Kurt fucked my mouth with his cock, the huge head probing the back of my throat. He was stretching me, pushing me, molding me to his pleasure.

I couldn't think. All I could do was look at those green eyes and focus on the living, pumping flesh being fed to me. Finally, with a grunt of passion Kurt did the unthinkable. He gripped my head in his huge hands and forced me down on his cock. My throat stretched and I couldn't breathe.  He held himself there at the back of my throat and then, with a pop that filled my brain, his cock broke through and slid down my throat.

My brain was full of his pumping, throbbing muscle. He held me there and let me feel him pulsating in my throat. His entire being penetrated my senses until I thought I was going to pass out.

Then, he let go and his impossible cock burst out of my mouth along with gobs of spit and drool. I was still catching my breath, trying to make sense of what had just happened when Kurt turned my face upwards to him.

“Fuck! You are so hot!” He growled hungrily and I felt an insane pleasure from his words. I even smiled as the spit dripped off my cheeks.

Kurt bent down and kissed me hard. My face was a mess of spit and precum, but he didn't care. I tasted his tongue and sucked it into my mouth. I'm sure he tasted his own cock on my lips. But he was still kissing me and that it made it hotter. We devoured each other, shared our juices without a care about the mess.

“I need you.” Kurt said and there was an intense need in his voice I recognized because it was the same need I felt deep in my belly.

“I know.”  I said. “I still love Miles. This is just for him. Not for you.”

I needed to say the words to myself as much as I needed Kurt to hear them.

“Whatever you say.” Kurt said. He was beyond caring. This had ceased to be an easy game of cat and mouse. He was overwhelmed with lust. He was going to have me no matter what I thought about it.

He pulled at my clothes and I didn’t stop him as he ripped at my blouse. He tore the silk down over my shoulders, revealing my black lingerie. His hands were strong and, worried that he might tear my clothes, I tried to help him. Then, his mouth was on mine and he pushed me back on the bed.

He pressed down on top of me and pulled down my bra. I was ashamed of the hardness of my nipples and even more ashamed of my moans as Kurt’s strong fingers twisted the sensitive flesh. Even his hands were larger and stronger than Miles. He controlled my body and sent shocks of pleasure coursing through my nerves. I lost myself again as he squeezed and twisted my breasts with one hand and loosened my clothes with the other.

“I’m going to take you.” He growled, voice heavy with lust. “You’re mine now.”

“No.” I moaned as I felt his thick, pumping muscle burning against my stomach. “I love Miles. I’m only doing this for him.”

“Keep telling yourself that.” He said and pushed me harder into the bed with one, strong hand on my throat. “You might actually start to believe it.”

He gripped the waist of my panties, I shook my head numbly, but he paid no attention. With a quick wrench of his arm, he ripped the silk away from me. The thin strip of fabric left a burn across my hips and thighs. For the first time in years, I was exposed before a man who wasn’t my husband. To my shame, I was dripping, my sex swollen with blood and lust. It was a lust Kurt could clearly feel as he rolled his hot, pumping muscle along the wet folds of my pussy.

“You’re mine now, Brandy.” He said.

“No.” I whined. “I love cMiles.”

“Sure you do.” Kurt said and before I could say anything else, he shoved his cock deep into my exposed, helpless flesh.

I screamed. I tried to hold it in, but I couldn’t. He was so huge! No matter how wet I was or how ready my sex wanted him, nothing could prepare me for the way his thick muscle split me open. He was tearing me up inside, ripping me open and laying waste to me. He was going to ruin me.

He didn’t let up. My screams subsided into guttural grunts as his thick flesh opened me up and penetrated my wet, warm center. He lowered his strong, muscular body on top of me and thrust into me until his heavy balls slapped against my upturned ass.

I opened my mouth to cry out and he covered my mouth and invaded me with his tongue. I was penetrated with his tongue and cock. He forced me open, forced my body to accept him. And I did. The pain slipped away and became wet, throbbing pleasure. Kurt’s body was everywhere. Inside of me, on top of me, around me.

I had never been so filled with a man. Miles in his wildest, wettest dreams could could not have made me feel this way. Kurt’s living, pumping flesh stretched the walls of my pulsing pussy. As he pounded into me, his hot skin rubbed against my clit. His balls, heavy with lust, smacked wetly against my ass, sending even more shocks of pleasure shooting to my brain. My muscles relaxed around his cock. My body folded around him, then clung to his flesh, unwilling to let go.

My lips accepted him as well. Before I knew what was happening, I was kissing him back, sucking his tongue deep into my hungry mouth. My hips bucked on the bed and soon my body was meeting him thrust for thrust. My body, my traitorous, worthless body wanted this.

Slut! My mind screamed. Stupid horrible slut! What about MIles!

And I did think of Miles, even though it was killing me. My sweet, loving husband. How hurt would he be if he saw me now, responding like some whore?

“I knew you wanted it.” Kurt hissed. “I knew that little bastard couldn’t make you happy.”

The shame and guilt swamped my heart. Instead of driving away the lust it only made it more potent. I shook my head against the pleasure, tears in my eyes.

“N...No!” I cried out. “I don’t...I don’t want this. Please just get it over with!”

I felt the orgasm build in my body. It wouldn’t be long. If Kurt kept going, if my body kept responding, I was going to cum and it was going to be huge. I didn’t want that. I didn’t want to have an orgasm for this gorgeous, awful man.

But, I could not hold it back. It had never  felt so much pleasure from sex, not even when Miles and I were newlyweds. I wasn’t going to be able to fight it.

I was going to lose.

Just when I couldn’t take it anymore, the pressure was suddenly lifted. Kurt ripped his cock away from me, leaving a cold, gaping hole where heat and flesh had been a moment before.

I moaned with pain and loss. Kurt laughed at me.

“What’s the matter?” He said. “I thought you didn’t want this?”

“I don’t.” I cried, my body twisting in the wet sheets. “Please! Just put it back in.”

“Oh, I will.” Kurt said. “I’ll put it in and when I’m done you will never want that loser you married ever again.”

I thought he would fuck me again.  That he would redouble his efforts and pound me into submission. I might have been able to handle that. I might have ridden the hot, rough wave and managed to keep what little pride I had left.

Kurt had other plans.

“Wait! What are you doing?”

Kurt didn’t answer, only gave a low, animal growl. He forced my thighs back painfully and pushed them down until my legs were pressed against my breasts. My exposed sex was open and glistened with juices like a ripe fruit.

“Don’t!” I screamed, but it was too late.

Kurt dipped his head and his hungry mouth closed over my helpless, swollen sex.

My protests turned into a wet gurgle. This was not the awkward, self conscious licking that Miles sometimes tried. This was wet, hungry feasting on my rope flesh. His tongue split me open and tasted me deep inside.  My burning pussy felt like jelly as he ferociously lapped and sucked at my sex like a hungry animal.

There was no way to hide it. I was wet, I was hot, and the pressure in my pussy was too much to be denied.

“I knew it you little slut!” Kurt murmured as he sucked hungrily on my swollen clit. “I knew you wanted it.”

I tried to cry out, but already I felt the juices inside of me boil up to the bubbling point of release. Kurt shoved his long fingers inside of me. He bit the hard bud of my clit as he worked my pussy expertly, hitting all of those placesMiles could not reach.

“No!” I cried out in protest. “No, don’t! Stop!”

My pussy suddenly exploded. Hot streams of my cum burst from my pussy and splashed across Kurt’s hand and chin. My back arched as my body was lifted by my orgasm. Kurt continued to plunge his fingers into me. I came again, unable to stop the flood of juices that spilled out of my pussy. Proof of my lust. Proof that my body wanted it, that my body needed it.

Just as my body came to rest on the bed, Kurt rose up. His cock stood straight out from his body, wet and hard.

“Tell me you want me.” He said.

Oh, I did. His mouth and fingers had given me my first squirting orgasm. His face and chest were covered in my juices. Yet, looking at that cock, I knew that my orgasm wasn’t enough. Not nearly enough.

I needed his cock. I needed that hot flesh deep inside of me even though I wanted to deny it.

I shook my head and Kurt nudged the spongy tip through my swollen lips. My body shook with lust.

“Tell me you want it.” He grinned. “Tell me you want it more than Miles.”

Miles! Oh God! Miles, what have I done?

Kurt swabbed my pussy with the head of his cock which made holding the thought of Miles impossible. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I needed to feel what it felt like to cum with such a powerful man inside of me.

“Yes!” I screamed and I looked deep into Kurt’s green eyes. “Yes! I want you more than Miles!”

Kurt growled that low, animal growl and that same primal need inside me rose up to meet him. There was no pain, only pleasure. My body had melted, stretched and reformed to accept the awesome gift of Kurt’s burning, pumping flesh.

He filled me, completed me. I felt like he was stabbing me all the way into my chest. I clung to his fantastic muscles. I kissed his exposed flesh as he hammered me into the bed. Every thought in my head, Miles, my marriage, my life, was fucked out of my head by Kurt’s awesome strength. All I could focus on was Kurt’s beautiful body and his hard cock turning me inside out.

The whole time, he hissed hot words in my ear, penetrating my brain while his flesh invaded my body.

“Say your husband’s a loser.” He said. “Tell me you deserve better!”

I felt his cock growing inside of me as he taunted me. My shame turned him on.

If I gave in, I knew it would drive him crazy and carry him over the edge. I saw a glimmer of hope. If I just played along, Kurt would get so turned on that he would blow and this would all be over. It didn’t mean I believed the words. It was just a game, a game that I was playing to excite him and bring this beautiful bastard off.

“My husband’s a loser!” I cried and Kurt pounded into me harder and faster. “I deserve better!”

Even as I opened my mouth I realized how badly I had been mistaken. Instead of driving Kurt over the edge, my submission touched something off inside of me. All the walls of resistance gave way and I screamed as the last words left my lips. I squirted again, hot fluid flooded over Kurt’s pumping cock. Heat flared in my body and, in that moment, I lost everything. Miles, Kurt, the room I was in. I didn’t know where I was or who I was with anymore and I didn’t fucking care. All I wanted was the wonderful pleasure of being fucked senseless by this gorgeous man.

Kurt suddenly tensed and I looked up at him. His green eyes were intense and bored deep into me. He was holding back his orgasm, yet, he kept pounding me mercilessly. He drove me into yet another orgasm before my body finally came to rest underneath of him.

“Please.” I begged him, my voice hoarse from screaming. “Please no more. You win.”

“Good girl.” Kurt said and I felt shameful pride. I had pleased him and he had given me pleasure. More pleasure than I had ever dreamed of receiving from a man.

“Please.” I said again, putting a hand on his chest. “Please don’t cum inside of me.”

“I’m not going to cum inside of you.” Kurt said and his cock surged with a new heat. “I’m going to cum all over that pretty little face.”

I moaned, but I was helpless. I had never let Miles come on my face, not even in our drunkest, most debauched moments. I didn't care anymore. Part of me even wanted Kurt to do it, to prove he could have me in ways that Miles never could. He could mark me and make me his with his cum.

What I didn't expect was for him to start fucking me again. He hammered that thick flesh deep inside me and I had yet another orgasm. Not as strong as the others, but still powerful and painful. I had reached my limit and so had Kurt.

He pulled out of me and yanked on my wrist. I sat up as he gripped his cock tight to hold back his seed.

“Get on your knees.” He ordered and I slid to the floor, numb and exhausted.

I looked up at him and he stroked his massive cock. it was glistening with my juices and his fist shucked fast and hard on his shaft. I felt the shame of it, of kneeling before this man my husband hated, but that didn’t stop that primal part of me that wanted to please him.

Kurt howled in pleasure and I my body responded to that primal howl. Suddenly I was hungry for a man’s cum in a way I had never known before. I opened my mouth instinctively and was rewarded with a thick, syrupy blast of semen. It was so much thicker and richer than Miles’s cum and I couldn’t believe how good it tasted. The heat of it on my tongue, my lips, my face made more shivers of pleasure run up my spine. It wasn’t an orgasm, but I was enjoying it.

His cum covered me from chin to hairline. It clung in hot, thick strands on my cheeks and chin. Thick droplets fell from my face and stung my breasts. I must have been a frightful mess, but instead of feeling dirty, I felt sexy, I felt slutty. When Kurt lifted my chin to gaze at my face, I smiled.

“You look beautiful.” He murmured and, to my surprise, bent down and kissed me.

I tasted his seed on my tongue as he invaded my mouth again. I was full of him, his taste, his touch, his smell. This horrible, amazing man completely owned me and I found myself melting into that kiss.

Then, the moment was over. Kurt stood up and I knelt there. I was suddenly cold and wet and sticky and I wondered what would happen next.

“The room has a shower.” Kurt said. “Take your time. I have to get back to the office. I'm late for a meeting with your husband.”

I moaned. Miles.  Of course, Miles. In my brief moment of passion, the explosion of my orgasm, I'd forgotten why I was there in the first place.

My husband.

Kurt smiled down at me smugly.

“Don’t worry. I’ll keep little Miles at work for the next couple of hours, so you have plenty of time.”

He knelt and took my chin in his hand. He pulled my face upwards and slid a thumb through the thick cum on my face. He scooped a dollop of his cream into my mouth and held it there until I sucked it off.

“I want you to taste me when you kiss your husband to night.” He said.

Then, he left me all alone in that beautiful room to contemplate what I had done.


Miles


Kurt kept me waiting all afternoon. I called Brandy to tell her I'd be late, but she didn't answer. I wondered idly what she was doing that she couldn't accept my calls, but chalked it up to her being away from her phone. So, I left a voice message.

“I still haven't seen Kurt all day.” I said, sighing. “Hopefully, I'll be talking to him in the next hour or so. I hope your day was better than mine. Talk to you soon. I love you.”

I smiled as I hung up the phone. No matter the problems in my life, no matter the setbacks at work, or even in the bedroom, I knew I could count on Brandy. She was always there for me through thick or thin. There was no better feeling in the world.

By the time Karen called, I was feeling pretty good.

“Miles?”  She said. “Kurt's ready to see you now.”

I grabbed my laptop and my files and took a deep breath. I looked at Brandy’s smiling face in our wedding photograph.

“Here's looking at you, kid.” I murmured and left the office.

To my surprise, Kurt got up from his desk when I walked through the door. He held out his hand and gave me a wide grin.

“Miles!”  He said. His smile seemed genuine, but I was still wary.

“Kurt.”  I said as he motioned me to a seat in front of his desk.

“Sorry it’s taken me all day to meet with you.” Kurt said. “My last meeting went long. You know how those can go, right?”

I nodded.

“Anyway, the meeting went surprisingly well. Exhausting, though, I have to admit. Some clients need just a little extra...”

He paused, searching for the right word.

“,,,push. Know what I mean?”

“Sure.” I said.

He was quiet and looked off into space a small smile on his face. I took a deep breath and spoke.

“Kurt, we need to talk about the Tyler account.”

“Oh that!” Kurt said and waved his hand as if he was batting away a fly. “Sorry, Miles. Bob pitched earlier this morning. It was real good. I’m switching the account over to him.”

My heart plummeted into my stomach. Bob? One of Kurt's little cronies? The guy couldn't write his own eulogy, let alone a decent ad campaign. And it had all happened while I sat, waiting at my desk like a fool.

“Kurt, that’s not fair! You said everyone would get a chance to pitch you new ideas!”

“Hold on.” Kurt said and held up his hand to cut me off. “I know you’re pissed. But, let’s be honest. The Tyler account runs itself. Even an idiot like Bob can handle it.”

I was speechless. I had never heard him talk about one of his friends like that.

“Besides, I need you on something else, Miles. Something bigger.”

I looked into his eyes and saw a hint of amusement.

“Bigger?” I said and Kurt laughed, knowing he had my undivided attention.

“Oh yes, Miles.” He said and gave me a wide, gleaming grin. “Much, much bigger.”


Brandy


Iheard Miles hit the credenza the moment he got home. He didn’t curse like he usually did as I heard his footsteps in the hallway.

“Brandy!” Miles called up to the steps to me and for the first time in a long time he actually sounded excited.

My heart skipped a beat. I had scrubbed my body in the shower at the hotel. Still, despite my vigorous washing, Kurt’s scent still lingered in my nose and I could still taste his seed on my tongue. It was as if the ghost of Kurt was clinging to me, unwilling to let me go.

“I’m up here!” I said and looked looked at myself in the mirror.

I had changed into different clothes, an old t-shirt and jeans, and tied my hair up in a ponytail. I wanted, no needed, to look as different from the woman who had gone to the Plaza Hotel. I needed to get back to being Brandy, loving wife. Not that strange, wanton slut who had enjoyed being fucked hard and rough by my husband’s boss. I didn’t want to be that woman, not for anyone, and certainly not for Miles.

Still, as I looked in the mirror, I saw her peering back at me. Brandy the slut. Brandy the whore who had knelt gratefully before her lover and accepted his gift of hot, sticky lust all over her face. I could still feel it burning my cheeks. I reached up and touched my lips absently as if there was still cum there I needed to wipe away.

Stop it! I said to myself. Get it together!

I took a deep breath and went cautiously down the stairs. I found Miles in the kitchen. My Miles, so sweet and tender, digging in the top drawer to the right of the dishwasher. He came up smiling, a corkscrew in his hand.  It was then I noticed a bottle of wine on the counter. It was a decent red, something he picked up on the way home. Miles wouldn’t know good wine from bad wine, but he had learned what I liked in our ten years together and as he awkwardly worked the foil from the bottle, I stepped into the kitchen.

“Here.” I laughed. “Let me do that.”

Miles turned and gifted me with a huge smile.

“Thank you.” He said. “You know I’m useless when it comes to this stuff.”

I reached out to take the corkscrew, but Miles surprised me by gripping my hand and pulling me into a hug. I gasped a moment before he closed his lips over mine. As we kissed, I felt my mind thinking of Kurt’s hot and hard kisses. As Miles stabbed his tongue between my lips, trying to taste me, I was tasing Kurt’s cock and his thick, hot seed on my tongue.

I want you to taste me when you kiss your husband.

Kurt’s words echoed in my mind and I moaned. Miles took the moan for pleasure and kissed me harder. His kisses were eager and sloppy. He left wet trails of spit at the corners of my mouth until I finally managed to accept him. Miles still kissed like a teenager, something I usually found endearing. But, after the hard, tough tongue lashing Kurt had given me, I felt frustrated and guilty.

If Miles noticed any difference in my taste or my distraction, he gave no indication as he pulled away from me and flitted across the kitchen to find the wine glasses. I laughed at his obvious good mood and the guilt I felt slowly receded to a pit in the middle of my chest.

“So, it went well?” I asked as I loosened the foil on the bottle and exposed the soft, fat cork.

“You could say that.” Miles said.

He set down the wine glasses and I poured the wine. He lifted both glasses and handed one to me.

“You are looking at the new account manager for Bad Wolf Brewery.” He said, as if the name would mean anything to me.

“What?” I said.

“Bad Wolf Brewery.” He said and clinked his glass to mine, taking a deep swallow of wine.

Again he made it sound like I should understand, but I didn’t.

“What about Tyler.”

He smiled.

“Bad Wolf is a local brewer in Washington and Oregon. But, they want to go national.”

“National campaign? That’s big right?” I asked.

“Big?” Miles said and took my glass from my hand and pulled me into his arms. He even lifted me up and whirled me around. I laughed in surprise. “It has the potential of being bigger than Tyler. If I pull this off, it will be the biggest account Brock has ever seen.”

“That’s...that’s great!” I said.

I was shocked. I had expected Kurt to give him back the Tyler account. I had never dreamed that he would give him something better.

How could Kurt go from dropping Miles to giving him their biggest potential account? Had he known that he would do that the entire time he was fucking me?

Did that afternoon of blackmail and sex mean nothing?

“Of course,” Miles set me down. “I’ll have to travel.”

“Travel?”

“Yeah, I’ll have to meet with people in Washington to discuss the campaign.”

“How much travel?” I asked.

“A little at first. But once the account gets going, I’ll be able to handle most of it remotely. Right now it looks like I’ll be gone at least a couple of weekends next month.”

“So much?”

“Don’t worry.” He said and stroked my cheek. “It won’t be for long. And I'll be making a lot more money, so we’ll be able to start a family. This is what we always wanted.”

“I know it’s just...” I held him tightly. “I’ll just miss you.”

He rubbed my back and I felt the tears of guilt inside threatening to burn me up.

“I know.” He said. “I’ll miss you too.

I swallowed my tears and managed to smile.

“I...I’m proud of you.” I said and Miles kissed me again. I pressed against his body and let his familiar smell and comforting love surround me. This was what I needed, I was sure, to wipe away the sin I had committed.

As I shifted, I felt something hard and hot hit my thigh. I looked down and gasped as I realized it was Miles’s cock. He was hard, so hard I could actually feel him through his pants.

“Miles?” I said and he smiled.

“I know.” He said. “It’s been like that the whole way home.”

I reached down and felt the throbbing flesh just under the fabric. It twitched in excitement and I giggled happily. He was hard again, really hard. I pressed my hand against the front of his pants and allowed him to kiss me again, awkwardly, sloppily. I didn’t care. My husband was back and he wanted me. 

Suddenly, he pulled back, his face perplexed.

“You smell different.” He said and I stopped rubbing his cock.

“R...really?” I said. I had used the hotel’s shampoo and soap. In the haze of guilt and shame I had not noticed the difference. I certainly didn’t think Miles would notice. “It’s a nuh...new shampoo.”

“Smells good.” He murmured and gave my neck a small bite that made me jump.

“Miles!” I gasped and pushed against him which only made him bite harder.

“I want you.”  He said and his crotch bumped against my hand until I grabbed him again. “I need you.”

“Miles...” I tried to protest, but he was kissing me again.

It didn’t matter that his kisses were sloppy and awkward. It didn’t matter that his mouth and body didn’t turn me on the way Kurt’s had. I was kissing my husband again and he was hungry for me.

We kissed and stumble-walked through our house. I was giggling. It was like we were newlyweds again. No jobs, no cares, no worries. Just two people in love.

We finally made it to the bedroom. We fell to the mattress, both of us laughing.

Miles couldn’t get enough of me. His hands were everywhere, roaming over my body with no real rhyme or reason. I tried to slow him down with my hands, to make the moment last, but he was already tugging at my jeans before I had a moment to breathe.

“Miles, slow down!” I laughed as he shoved my shirt up over my breasts. His hands were hot against my skin. He pinched and pulled at my nipples and I cried out in pain.

“I’m sorry!” He said and stopped pawing at me. I gripped his face in my hands and pulled him back down to my breast.

“No!” I moaned. “Don’t stop! Just keep going.”

He latched onto my nipple and sucked the hard, swollen bud into his mouth. I rocked my hips upwards, rubbing my inflamed crotch against his hip. He grunted in response to my movements. I shifted and tried to move him into a better position. Despite his overeagerness, I was responding to his lust. I dug my fingers into his hair and felt the nails bite into his scalp.

“Ah, shit!” He screamed and pulled back, fighting against my hands which only made them scratch and tear the skin on his head.

“Oh god!” I said. “I’m sorry!”

“Ok.” Miles panted and worked my jeans down my legs. “S’ok. Ok, ok, ok.”

He was saying it over and over, like a mantra. I grinned as he struggled with my pants. I lifted my hips, bumping his crotch and he groaned in pain again as his balls squashed painfully into my thigh.

“Shit!”

I giggled. I couldn’t help it!

“I’m so sorry.” I said through my giggles and Miles finally got my pants off and threw them angrily across the room.

There was no fluidity to our movements. No grace. Months of bad experiences made us both clumsy and stupid. I pulled my shirt up and knocked him on the chin. He reeled back like a boxer, his lip bleeding. I tried to apologize but he was already flopping down on top of me, his hard cock somehow free from his pants and rubbing hot and hard against my stomach. His knee ground painfully into my thigh and I bit back a cry of pain as the muscle knotted into a charlie horse.

Despite the pain, despite the clumsiness, I didn’t want to stop. I needed this, whatever this was. We both did.

Somehow we both managed to be in various stages of undress. I felt Miles’s cock rubbing my thigh, leaving sticky trails of precum on my skin. He was smaller than Kurt, but he was blessedly hard and I hoped that was enough.

I spread my thighs and gripped him with a strong hand. Suddenly, Miles’s awkward movements stopped and he looked down at me, his breathing relaxing and his wild-eyed stare focusing on my face. I smiled at him and he smiled back. Only then did I guide him to my warm, wet center.

It had been so long! The hot and spongy grip of my pussy made him grit his teeth. He was so close already, I could feel it in the tension of his body. He closed his eyes and held his breath. I knew he was holding back the flood of lust boiling in his balls and I let him have his time. It was impossible not to think about Kurt and his incredible stamina or compare my husband's thinner, smaller penis to Kurt's impossible cock. My pussy flooded just thinking about it, the merciless way he had fucked me.

Stop thinking of Kurt!

But I couldn’t. God! I was so wet! I couldn’t believe how wet I was. It usually took more foreplay to get me this wet. Of course, I’d had an afternoon of foreplay and actual play with Kurt’s big cock.

Could Miles feel my excitement? Did he wonder why I was so wet? No. I searched his face. He was concentrating on holding back, holding back for me. His eyes were clamped shut and his breathing was erratic. He began to enter me slowly, tentatively, testing his strength  against the feeling of my slick, warm pussy around his cock. I loved feeling his hard cock inside me, but I needed more.

I lifted my thighs and hooked my heels under his buttocks, pulling him into my soft sex. At the last moment, I bucked my hips upwards and engulfed his cock into my wetness.

“That’s it, baby!” I moaned. “That’s your pussy, baby! Take your pussy!”

The words were hot and hard and not at all like me. But, I needed him to take me harder and deeper, to drive out the demon Kurt from my fevered brain. He pushed forward and I humped up to meet him. I felt him tense, but he pumped harder, his hips grinding against my clit when he was deep inside me. Even completely sheathed in my body, his cock only hit half the depth of Kurt, but it was enough. It was enough to have my husband fucking me again.

So why was my mind still full of Kurt’s body? His strong arms around me, his mouth on my skin, the smell of him in my nostrils. His hard, beautiful cock spearing deep into my belly. I felt it all as my poor husband tried to pleasure me. He was trying to make this moment last, it had been so long, but I needed him to give me his body.

“Harder!” I cried and bucked my body upwards while at the same time pulling him deeper into my hot sex with my strong legs. Miles couldn’t hold back against my strength, so he tried to give me what I wanted. He hammered forward, stabbing me as far as he could go. He slammed deep into me, as hard as he could, grinding my body into the mattress. In that moment, Miles was powerful again. He was a man taking his bride and making her his own. He gave way to his caveman instincts, claiming me after stealing me away from my tribe. He was all of those things.

I felt that spark of need grow into a flame in my belly, but it wasn't enough. My orgasm was building too slowly. The pressure on Miles was obvious. His face was screwed up in a mixture of pain and desperation. Sweat broke out on his body and his muscles were rigid. He was trying so hard and I loved him for it. I met his blows with grinding movements of my pelvis.

Almost there. Almost there!

Miles tensed and I looked up, unaware that I had closed my eyes, concentrating on his cock in my pussy, willing him to keep going  just a little longer. If I could only cum with Miles, it would wash away my sin. It would prove that we were meant to be together. It was a stupid, adolescent fantasy, but I felt it deep in my heart. I needed him to hold out.

“No!” I cried. “Not yet! Just a little more!”

“I can’t!” Miles cried back and finally opened his eyes, looking at me with lust and hopelessness in his eyes. “I’m sorry!”

His movements became jerky and unhinged as he fought to hold back. I knew he was close and I needed to be there with him. I wrapped my legs around me to pull him in as far as he could go. I humped desperately against him and the flame turned into the familiar fire of orgasm. I was so close! So close!

But, Miles couldn’t fight it any longer. With a tortured cry he thrust deep inside of me and lost himself to his pleasure.

I cried out as his cock exploded and he spurted his seed into my quivering sex. My pussy tightened on him and my own primal instinct to catch his seed and swallow it deep into my womb made his cock twitch and throb.

Miles collapsed on top of my sweating body and the fire that had been building receded to a depressing simmer. I wanted to keep going, but Mile’s chest was heaving with effort. He murmured like a child against my breasts, a loving, happy sound that touched my heart. Despite my frustration, I laughed. I may not have cum, but I enjoyed giving my husband pleasure. That was enough. For now.

“Are you all right?” He said after he had finally caught enough breath to speak. “Sorry, I came so fast.”

“No.” I said and bit my bottom lip. “No, it was good!”

Miles rolled off of me and sighed deeply. I turned over and snuggled against him, my pussy still throbbing with need. I pushed it away and contented myself with my husband’s happiness.

“You’re still hard.” I said when I looked down at his cock.

I reached out my finger tips and tickled the tip. I giggled as his little cock twitched out a few tears of cum, then lay still. Kurt’s beautiful cock had given me a new appreciation for the male member. Even though Miles’s cock wasn’t as big as Kurt’s, I still loved it. I loved Miles.

“Not for long.” He said. “But, at least it worked.”

“Don’t worry about it.” I said and hugged myself to him. “This is just the beginning. We have lots of time to work on it.”

I rubbed his chest and kissed his soft nipple. After a few moments of silence he looked down at me.

“Did you cum?” He asked and I realized that my cry of frustration could have been mistaken for pleasure.

I looked into Miles’s eyes and saw the worry there. Of course he wanted me to cum. He needed to prove that he was still a man. It was pride, a pride that had been beaten down over the last year.

“Yes.” I said and his face lit up with pleasure as he rubbed my shoulder.

“Good.” He said, happily. “That’s good.”

I felt the guilt and shame rise. Underneath that was the smoldering, unrequited lust deep in my belly.

You are a terrible wife. I said to myself. Soon,

Miles’s breathing slowed and I felt him relax into the mattress. Slowly, his eyes closed and I stayed there with him until I heard him begin to snore softly into his pillow. My pussy was still burning and I felt Miles’s cum slowly leaking out of me. I reached over to the bedside stand and grabbed a tissue. I reached down and wiped at my pussy. It was meant to be a perfunctory cleaning just something to stop the flow and let me sleep without staining the sheets. Instead, the paper rubbed roughly over the swollen bud of my clitoris, sending shockwaves of unexpected pleasure up my back. I trembled.

I crumpled up the tissue, threw it away, then laid back and parted my thighs. I tested my pussy with a finger. I was wet and sticky with Miles’s lust and when I bumped that swollen bud, I felt shockwaves again, the lust in my belly spread and I realized I needed it. I needed to finish or I would never get to sleep.

I moaned when my fingers touched my clit. Miles grumbled and moved. I stopped, my heart beating as I waited to see if he was awake. I felt a guilty thrill as he shifted and I kept my hand on my clit, rubbing the sticky juices  across the sensitive nub. It was wicked, masturbating next to my husband, but I was too far gone. I needed this. When my clit was swollen to the point of tightness, I shoved my fingers into my pussy. I dove deep, as deep as I could and as my fingers penetrated my wet and sticky folds I let my mind go, I let it all out. Miles with his love, thrusting into me and leaving me needy. Kurt, with his beautiful body and thick cock punishing my body until I was screaming. All of it flowed through my mind and I felt it hit my pussy. It was wrong. So, so wrong, but I no longer cared.

At the peak of my orgasm, I saw Kurt clearly, his massive body on top of me as he plunged deep inside of me, stabbing into my soul..

You’re mine now.

The words echoed in my mind and reverberated through my body. He had taken me. I had been his in that moment.

I was his right now.

I bit down on my hand to keep from screaming. The effort to hold back my orgasm made the pleasure all the sweeter when the hot explosion burst through me. My body bucked off the bed and I didn’t care. I rode out my orgasm, frigging my tight, little bud until I came again and again.

Finally, my body flopped back onto the bed. I panted heavily, trying to catch my breath. Miles mumbled in his sleep.

“Brandy?”

I said nothing, could say nothing. My orgasm had robbed me of speech. I held my hand over my mouth as Miles rolled and his arm flopped over my breasts. I was trapped, the juices from my pussy leaking into the sheets.

I lay there, silent, as Miles relaxed back into sleep. I felt a fresh wave of pain. Had I really just masturbated next to my husband while I was thinking of another man? I had. What was worse was that it had been a bigger orgasm than Miles had given me in months. 

I didn’t want to think about it anymore. The pain, the shame, my spent lust, all of it was too much to take. I was exhausted. As I drifted off into a deep, dreamless slumber I thought of Kurt again and my pussy throbbed.

What am I going to do? I thought, but I was asleep before I was able to find an answer.

End Part One
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I hope you enjoyed the first book in the Claiming Brandy Series! Please check out the entire 8 Book Bundle now on Kindle Unlimited!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09NNXMHY7

If you want updates and a FREE book every week, sign up for my newsletter!
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