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Miles

“Hi, Miles! I’m here with Kurt.”

I sat on the bed in shock as Brandy smiled at the camera. What was this?

“Miles? You coming in?” My mind reeled as I heard Brandy call from the bathroom.

I looked back at the screen, watching as my sweet, dark-haired wife crawled across the sheets towards the camera.

No, not the camera. Kurt, she was crawling towards Kurt.

“Fuh...fine.” I called back, unable to keep the shakiness from my voice. “I...I’ll be right back.”

I scooped up the phone, unaware of where I was going, only knowing I had to get out of that room. My world was shifting on its axis, threatening to spill me off the edge of a cliff.

I stumbled down the steps, only realizing my destination when I slammed the guest bathroom door open. I shut it behind me and locked the door.

I sat down on the toilet and looked back at the phone.

Brandy, my beautiful Brandy, crawled across the bed, all the time smiling at the camera.

What the hell is this?

It couldn't be real, but there she was, my wife, making her way across crumpled sheets.

The camera shifted and that's when I saw what she was after. It was impossibly big, as long as Brandy's forearm. It was thick, too, pumping veins running along the length of it, the flesh red and livid in the camera lens.

"Are you already hard for me?" Brandy giggled. "I can't believe it. It's only been a few minutes!"

"You do that to me." Kurt's voice was different. Low and husky. I recognized the need in his voice. It was the same need that was making my cock hard.

Brandy giggled again, like a schoolgirl pleased with herself. She reached out and I shivered as she lifted Kurt's thick flesh in her small, pale hands. She kissed the tip slowly, reverently, her dark eyes gazing through the screen and into my soul.

"Am I bigger than Miles?"

Brandy moaned and I moaned with her. She placed small, worshipful kisses along the shaft, stopping at the base. Kurt’s flesh dominated the screen. He laid the heavy shaft across Brandy’s cheek, the fat head touching her hairline. She nuzzled his balls.

“Well?” Kurt grunted.

Brandy pulled back and looked directly into the camera. Into my eyes.

“You know it is.” She smiled and I heard the deep bass of Kurt's chuckle throb in my ear.

“Tell him.” He ordered, “Tell your husband.”

Brandy frowned. She was being reminded of me and it was getting in the way of her pleasure. The camera trembled in my hand. My other hand had fallen limply into my lap and was now moving, unconsciously rubbing the tent in my underwear.

“I don't want to play anymore,” she said, “please... I just want you.”

An icy spike pierced my heart. The words were sad and desperate. She wanted Kurt and she didn't want to be reminded of me. I rubbed my cock faster.

“Come on, Brandy,” Kurt’s voice was a soft, murmuring wheedle, “do it for me.”

He pulled his cock away and my wife chased it with her lips. Kurt let it spring back and slap her in the mouth. She opened her mouth and the flared head rolled over her plump bottom lip.

A lip I had kissed just moments ago.

God! It was too much! But, I couldn't stop watching. Like a car wreck, I was transfixed. Kurt pulled his cock out of Brandy’s mouth and slapped her cheek with it. Those eyes, the eyes that had looked at me with love on our wedding day, now looked with love at another man.

“I’m sorry.” She whispered.

“Sorry, for what?” Kurt said and held the head of his cock inches from her lips.

“I’m sorry, Miles.” Her large brown eyes begged for forgiveness. “I’m sorry, but it’s so much bigger than your cock.”

“Oh, fuck!” My cock was throbbing. I felt the sticky pre-cum seep through the cotton of my underwear. I had come just an hour ago, yet here I was, hard and on the edge again.

And why? Because I was watching my wife with the man I hated? Watching her worship him the way she never worshipped me?

It was more than that. I wasn’t just watching my wife fucking another man. I was watching her being teased and controlled. Humiliated. Kurt was doing things to my wife I could never do. If I had tried, Brandy would have destroyed me with one, icy look.

With Kurt, she was different. She was his creature. So much so that she didn't even care that she was ripping out my heart with each word.

“That's a good girl.” Brandy smiled at his words, a mixture of love and hunger in her eyes. It was too much. I was almost ready to burst as Kurt slid the fat head of his cock into my wife's mouth.

She can't take it all!

I watched, mesmerized, as inch after inch of gleaming flesh disappeared between Brandy’s lips.

“No.” I whimpered. I rubbed my cock, the pleasure greasy and slick in my gut. I felt the desire rise like a slippery eel fighting to escape my balls.

I watched in horror as Kurt forced his entire length into Brandy's waiting mouth. She gurgled as her nose touched the golden thatch of pubes at the base of Kurt’s stomach. 

I almost came. Only at the end did I realize what I was doing. I dropped my hand off my cock. It pulsed and throbbed in my shorts. I continued to watch, not touching myself, as Brandy began to suck.

“That's it, slut. Show me how much you love that cock. Yes, just like that.”

Kurt's growling encouragement burned hot in my ears. Brandy broke contact, the thick flesh popping from her mouth. Her chin was slick with spit. She lifted the shaft, laid it across her cheek, slurping on Kurt's balls. Her brown eyes never left the camera.

“You like that?” Kurt said.

“Mmmf...love it,” Brandy said between sloppy, slurpy kisses, “I love your cock.”

“Tell your husband.”

Brandy rubbed her face against the wet shaft, coating her mouth and nose with Kurt’s scent and taste.

“I love this cock, Miles!” She laughed. “I love it so much!”

“Miles?”

The phone slipped in my hands. Shit! Brandy, sweet, innocent Brandy, was calling me from upstairs. I dropped the phone as dirty, slutty Brandy giggled on the screen.

What the hell was I doing? I didn't know. The lust receded to a dull pain in my stomach only to be replaced by a simmering anger.

“Miles?” Brandy called again.

I couldn't reconcile the image on the screen with my wife's curious voice, her sweet innocent face. I couldn’t see her. Not now, not like this. I did the only thing I could.

I ran.

Luckily, there was an old pair of sweats stuffed in a small hamper that we always forgot to empty. They were musty, but I pulled them on over my boxers. Barefoot and shirtless I left the bathroom and grabbed a hooded sweatshirt from the rack by the door. I scooped the keys from the glass bowl on the credenza.

I looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was sweaty, my eyes wild with anger, lust, and pain. I looked crazy, but I didn't care.

“Miles?”

Brandy was coming down the steps, but I didn't wait for her to see me. I took one last look at myself, then left, slamming the door behind me.


Brandy

“Miles?”

I heard the front door slam and a sliver of worry went up my spine.

I padded down the stairs in my towel. There was no sound. For some crazy reason, I thought Miles had taken out the trash, but it wasn’t trash day.

Where the hell are you going?

I heard the car start and I hurried to the front window. I slowly peeled back the curtain.

The Accord Miles drove back and forth to work zipped out of the driveway. The tires squealed, which was ridiculous. You had to really stomp on the gas to make that happen.

Where was Miles going in such a hurry?

I went back upstairs, searching for my phone. I found it on the bathroom counter, next to the bottle of bubble bath. I looked down at the bubbles, wondering whether I should let the water out, but I still had hope there was some reasonable explanation for Miles’s sudden departure.

Me: Where are you?

I sent the text and waited. No moving ellipses to tell me Miles was texting back. Of course, he was driving, so he might not be able to text.

I waited for a couple of minutes, but after no text, I hit the call button.

I sat on the toilet and trailed my fingers in the frothy, lavender bubbles. The phone rang and I knew there would be no answer. My heart was frozen in my chest and I felt my stomach began to ache. An automated message picked up.

“The number you have dialed is not available. Please leave your message after the tone.”

No message. Miles would never waste the time making a custom message.

“Miles,” I said, after the beep. My voice was way too high and whining, “Miles, where are you?”

I searched for something else to say, but came up with nothing. Nothing at all.

Deep down I knew what had happened. Miles had found out. The affair, Kurt, everything. He’d found out and now he was gone and he was never coming back. Not ever.

“Just come home.” I said finally, unable to keep the tears from spilling out of my eyes and down my cheeks.

How did he find out? Was it something I had done? Had he tasted Kurt on my body?

An idea pushed at the back of my mind. A horrible idea that I didn't want to contemplate. I sat on the toilet seat, steering the bubbles, wondering if I should pull the plug. There was nothing sadder than emptying a perfectly good bubble bath. My thoughts only made the sadness worse.

I was still sitting there, listlessly turning the bubbles, when my phone pinged. I grabbed it and looked at the screen.

A text! Thank God!

My relief turned to horror when I looked at the text. It was a video, a blurry pink image frozen on the screen. I knew what it was before I even hit play.

“Hi, Miles,” I said, grinning at the camera, “I'm here with Kurt…”

I managed to hit the button on my phone to make the scene go black, then placed it on the bathroom counter. I trembled as I slid off the toilet and onto the fuzzy pink bath mat. I reached into the water and pulled the plug. Tears dripped from my cheeks, broke the bubbles, then were pulled into the tiny whirlpool as the water was sucked down the drain.


Miles

I had no idea where I was going. I was driving in a fugue state, the city lights floating by with no recognition. We lived on the southeast side of Portland. On this side of the bridge, the buildings were lower and there were fewer lights. As my car made its way deeper into the residential neighborhoods, the lights receded until I felt like I was driving in near darkness, street lights glowing ghostly in the foggy night.

I drove without thinking about the destination. I just needed to get away. Away from Brandy. Away from my shattered life. The phone was on the seat, screen down, but I could still hear the buzz when Brandy called. The sound made my heart clench, but instead of blood, it felt like battery acid was pumping through my veins.

No matter where I drove, I could not get away from my thoughts. I saw Brandy's lips on Kurt's glistening flesh. I heard her giggles as she enjoyed the feel of it on her face and in her mouth. Her dark eyes flashing as she looked at me.

No, not at you. At Kurt.

I hit the steering wheel and pain flared in my hand, but it was nothing compared to the pain throbbing in my heart. I imagined Kurt in my dining room, in my bedroom. In my bed. Comforting Brandy. I pictured them laughing together at her pathetic husband.

I had to stop. I found one of the many unimproved roads on our side of town and pulled over, shutting off the lights and resting my head on the seat.

I waited to see if headlights would come down the road. My car was somewhat hidden by the thick foliage and a large evergreen tree that stretched up into the darkness. I felt safe. Safe enough to look at my phone.

A text from Brandy. Where are you? What are you doing? I growled and my mouth curled into an ugly sneer. Ugliness that wasn't me.

Like adding salt to a wound, I listened to her voicemail.

“Miles?” Her voice was filled with concern and fear. How appropriate. “What happened? Where are you?”

She paused, I heard her cry and God help me! I enjoyed her tears! I wanted her to feel at least some of the pain I was feeling. I needed her to hurt.

“Just come home.”

What happened? She wanted to know what happened? Viciously, I forwarded her Kurt’s message. Would this hurt her as much as I wanted it to hurt her? I didn't know, but I jabbed at the button like I was jabbing someone in the eye. Maybe Kurt. Maybe Brandy. I could never do that. I could never hurt my wife like that. All I could do was send her the poison that had just destroyed my life.

I sat back, strangely relaxed. Only then did I notice the throbbing pain in my crotch. I brushed my hand across the tent in my pants, hissed as the fabric scraped the head of my penis.

I was so hard. Harder than I'd ever been in my life. My crotch was throbbing so much that I felt sick to my stomach. The pain I felt only seemed to heighten the emotions roiling inside of me. I was going insane. I needed something, anything to release the pain.

What kind of drug could make this go away?

I looked at the phone. Brandy had not responded to my message. Instead, the video sat there, frozen in time. A time before I had seen the true nature of the woman I had been living with over the last ten years. If I could just unsee it, maybe everything could go back to the way it was.

Instead, I hit play.

Brandy's face hit me like a fist to my stomach. Without thinking of anything but release, I pulled out my painful flesh and stroked as my wife stroked the powerful, thick shaft of her lover. It was more exciting than any porn movie I'd ever seen. I knew how it felt to have Brandy's hand on my cock. I knew how it felt to have her hot, wet mouth on me, sucking me in until I could  think of nothing else. The knowledge made the pleasure more intense. The pain felt like ice spreading out like needles through my veins. I was on the edge before Kurt pushed Brandy back onto the bed.

The camera shook, but my wife stayed in focus as the lens took in her whole body. Her thighs opened and I saw the luscious, pink sex I had licked clean just an hour before.

“You want me?” Kurt grunted and I knew what the answer would be, even before Brandy’s voice spoke.

“Yes.” She choked out the word, her voice heavy with lust. “God, yes!”

“Tell your husband.”

Brandy looked at the camera and frowned.

“I don't want to play this game anymore.” She moaned.

“Why?” Kurt asked and the camera closed in on her face.

“It hurts too much.” She whined. “Please! I just want you right now! Just fuck me, Kurt!”

Those words hurt more than the fucking. She didn't want to think about me. The pain was too great, but that did nothing to assuage my pain. She didn't want to think of her husband, but she didn't want to stop. She wanted Kurt to make her forget.

“Fine,” Kurt said and the camera pulled back, “just you and me then. Like it should be.”

Just you and me. Like it should be.

The words echoed in my ears, vibrating down my spine. The camera moved and I thought for a moment that Kurt shut it off, or dropped it. My heart sank and my cock twitched in agony. I needed to see more.

The camera settled and Brandy was back in the frame. Kurt used one hand and pushed the base of his cock, rubbing the fat crown against Brandy's wet, swollen sex.

“Please!” She whined and looked at the camera. “Please Kurt, please put it in me.”

She was looking at Kurt, but she was looking at me too. I couldn't decide whether to watch her face or Kurt’s hard flesh pushing inch by throbbing inch into my wife's body. I groaned with Brandy, my own hand working my cock.

Just like when she was sucking him, I couldn't believe Brandy could take his whole cock. I couldn't believe it was my wife lying there, her legs spread, her pussy stretched for another man. It was unreal, yet my mind was filled with memories, memories of my own cock inside of her. I remembered Brandy’s encouraging words, nothing at all like the animal moans she was giving to Kurt. She was being filled, being stretched. Being pleasured in a way I could never pleasure her.

I was on the edge again. I stopped and watched as Kurt began to slice his thick flesh deep into Brandy's body. God! It was brutal! Brandy cried out in pain as Kurt bottomed out inside of her. He must have hit something precious and vulnerable, because Brandy's pitiful cry hit me in the heart. Kurt pulled back and stabbed again and again. The wet smacks of their bodies accompanied by my wife’s moans filled the small car.

I watched, helpless. Kurt was fucking her, truly fucking her. I had never seen anything like it. My cock was dripping and it was all I could do to keep from coming. I took my eyes from the screen for a second, just a second, and looked at my cock. I’d always thought I was average, a little better than average, but I was nothing compared to that glistening flesh pounding into my wife.

“Fuck me, Kurt!” Brandy cried out in desperation, searching for something, needing something. “Please, baby! Please don't stop! Please take me!”

Kurt said nothing. I could hear his heavy breathing in the phone as he pumped harder into Brandy's body. His panting made my cock throb even harder.

Suddenly, Brandy’s eyes looked into the camera. The look on her face was desperate with need. Her dark eyes filled with tears of pleasure as her orgasm ripped through her body, making every muscle tense. The tendons in her neck stretched and pulled as she threw her head back and dug deep into the pillows. Her whole body arched upwards to meet Kurt.

“Take it!” Kurt's growl hit me in the balls. “Take it you hot, little slut!”

My orgasm swelled up like a balloon in my balls and then burst in long, thin streams of hot cum. As Kurt grunted his lust in my ear, my own hot seed splashed across my hands and thighs.

“Oh shit!” Brandy moaned. “I can feel it, baby! I can feel you filling me up!”

My body jerked on the front seat of the car. Kurt was coming inside of my wife, filling her up with his hot, thick seed as my own wasted load soaked into my sweats. The guilt and shame bubbled up in my throat.

I managed to wrench the door open just seconds before I felt the vomit burst out of my throat. The contents of my stomach splashed onto the dirt and gravel.

I held myself there for a few minutes, waiting for my stomach to stop gurgling. That's when I saw the light.

“Hey, buddy.” A voice came out of the dark. “You okay?” 

I sat up too quickly, the blood rushing to my head. A man was a few feet away illuminated by the glow of the streetlamp. He had a lab on a leash, the lab's collar flashing green in the dark night.

I realized how I looked. My sweats pulled down, my cock flopping on my thigh and puke drooling from the corner of my mouth.

“Fuh...fine.”  I said and slammed the door shut. I started the car and without looking back, tore off down the pitted alleyway, my head hitting the ceiling as the car hit a pothole.

“Fuck!” I yelled, one hand on the steering wheel, the other trying to pull up my sweats. “What the FUCK?”

I pulled out onto Harold Street, relieved to see no other cars or pedestrians. I took deep breaths and forced my hands to stop clenching the steering wheel. Finally, after a few blocks, my body relaxed.

It wasn't till I turned north that I realized, in my fear and worry, I'd instinctively turned towards home.


Brandy

I was still sitting on the floor in the bathroom when I heard the car pull up outside.

Miles!

My heart leaped at the dizzying thought, then rattled like a rock in my chest. Miles was home, which meant it was time to face up to what I had done.

I heard him come in the front door. I waited, still in my towel, unable to move. Before, when we would fight, it was always Miles who apologized. I would maintain silence, a way of passive aggressively telling my husband the fight was not over and he better do something, or my silence would last for days. And Miles always apologized.

Always.

But, I'd never been so wrong before. I'd never done anything like this, to Miles, to anyone. I still didn't understand it. Okay, I understood the biology, the lust, but I still didn't understand how I could have let it go so far.

I knew I had to get up and go downstairs. It was obvious that Miles wasn't going to make the first move. Nor should he. This was my fault. No matter what happened, I needed to go down those stairs and face my husband.

I hauled myself off the floor and stood in front of the dresser. I dropped the towel and opened the drawer.

What do you wear for a situation like this? Not something sexy, surely? That would just remind Miles of what I had done.

Something comfortable? Maybe some warm clothes? Something I could wear if Miles did the right thing and kicked me out.

The breath hitched in my throat as I fought back tears. No tears. Tears were for people who had been hurt, not for people who destroyed others. My tears would not be fair to Miles. I wouldn't give in to them.

I pulled on a pair of jeans and a soft sweater. I left the bra in the drawer, took comfort from the soft fabric of the cotton on my nipples. I wondered if I should pack a bag, then decided against it. I didn't want Miles to think I was leaving him. 

Finally, I was ready. I walked down the stairs slowly, like I was descending into a lake of fire instead of the bottom floor of my own house.

I found my husband in the dining room. He was hunched over the table, his hand wrapped around the neck of the whiskey bottle. Miles and I didn’t drink whiskey, but we’d bought a bottle ages ago for some party or other.

He looked up as I entered the room. His eyes were red, blurry and wet with tears. The look he gave me, one of sadness and disgust, made my stomach tighten and my heart feel like it was being ripped from my chest. 

“We were out of gin.” Miles said, nodding towards the whiskey.

“Okay.” I didn't know what else to say.

I moved to the table and sat down in a chair across from him. Miles looked over at me for a second, but said nothing. Finally, he pushed a half-full glass of whiskey towards me.

It reminded me of Kurt pushing a glass of brandy at me at the Plaza Hotel. A flash of what had happened after that drink penetrated my mind. The crush of Kurt's body on top of me. His smell in my nose. His hot growls in my ear.

My hand unconsciously touched the tabletop, rubbing the wood beneath my fingers. Kurt had taken me right here as well, our juices flowing out onto the wood. Even now, there was a slight stain where our fluids had defiled the smooth surface.

My face grew hot. Miles glared at me and I hoped he couldn’t read the thoughts on my face. I scooped up the glass to cover my nervousness and took a large swallow of whiskey. The powerful alcohol hit my throat and burned away my burgeoning desire. I coughed and barely managed to keep down the harsh liquor. I expected Miles to come to me then, like he had always done, but he just sat there and stared at me with hooded eyes.

“I'm sorry.” I croaked when the coughing fit subsided. Then, thinking that Miles might think I was apologizing for not being able to drink, I said it again. “I'm sorry.”

I reached out a hand and placed it on his. He didn't move for a moment and I felt a flare of hope in my chest. Maybe we could talk. Maybe there was a chance for me to explain. I could never justify my actions, but if we could just talk--

Miles pulled his hand away from me and grabbed the whiskey bottle. He turned it upwards and poured, actually poured, whiskey down his gullet. Drops of the strong liquor dripped over his lips and down his chin. I fought the urge to hug him and kiss the whiskey from his lips.

I'd never seen him drink like that before and, I have to admit, it was sexy. Manly in a way I could not describe. But, he wasn't doing it to show off. He was doing it to dull the pain I had caused.

Finally, he was done with his drink and he slammed the bottle down so hard I gasped.

“Sorry?” Miles spat and his voice made me shrink in my seat. “So... fucking... sorry.”

Oh God! He was mad. I had destroyed him. My Miles, my sweet, sweet Miles. I had taken his heart and I had speared it with a knife. I had driven my Miles away and he had been replaced with this man I didn't know.

“You think sorry fucking does anything?” Miles grunted. “You think it makes me feel better knowing you're fucking sorry?”

“I--”  I almost said it again. Almost pleaded with him. Miles watched me, one corner of his mouth curling up into a small, humorless smile.

“Yeah,” he said and took another drink from the bottle, “fucking thought so.”

I didn't like this new Miles. I understood his pain and his anger, but his rage shocked me.

I took a deep breath and reminded myself I had done this. This was all my fault.

“I...I understand,” I choked and finally let out a sob.

I’d told myself I wouldn't cry. I wouldn't act like a victim, but I could not hold in the tears. I sat there and sobbed quietly, allowing myself to feel the pain. I couldn't explain myself to him. There was no explanation I could give him that would make everything all right.

Miles glared at me and took another pull from the bottle. Still, after a minute, his expression softened. I didn't cry in front of him very often and something about the sight of me being vulnerable tugged at his angry heart. That made the tears come harder and faster. 

You shouldn't feel sorry for me, I thought, but a small part of me was glad that he did.

“So, you do care,” he said.

“Did you really...” I stopped, swallowing a sob along with a nose full of snot, “did you really think I didn't care?”

Miles shrugged, but for the first time since I’d sat down, he looked away from me and stared into the golden liquid inside the bottle. A small spark of hope tingled in my belly.

“I hate you.” The words snuffed the spark out. “How could you do this?” 

“I don't... I don't know.” And I didn't know. I didn't know how we’d gotten here. It was so confusing. Like a long, drunken weekend, I couldn't remember the details except for flashes of Kurt's body and my own intense need.

“Do you love him?”

The words rocked me back in my seat.

“What?” I said and even as I said it I remembered the emotions I’d felt the day I tried to end the affair, “No! I don't.”

Miles nodded, somewhat mollified. I put my hand out and brushed his fingers.

“Miles, I'm so sorry.”

“Show me,” Miles’s voice was so low I almost didn’t hear him.

“What do you mean?”

Miles stood up and looked down at me. There was more than anger burning in his eyes.

“Show me how sorry you are.”


Miles

I hoped that Brandy couldn't see that I was trembling like a leaf. I was angry, so very angry at her. The way she had come down the steps as if nothing happened. The way she sat there in that sweater she knew was my favorite and refused to cry or show any emotion whatsoever. How could she be so fucking cold?

She didn't look so cold now. Her face was flushed and her eyes, those deep, dark eyes were wet with tears. Her vulnerability touched my heart.

I couldn’t let her off that easily. I let the anger wash away my pity. If my rage began to subside, I just thought of the video, her eyes on the camera, looking up at me with undisguised lust. But she hadn't been looking at me. She'd been looking at Kurt.

I could not reconcile that wanton creature on screen with the woman sitting next to me with tears dripping out of her eyes and her lower lip trembling.

“What do you mean?” Her voice was small and weak and filled with fear.

Something inside of me burst open and I felt my cock harden again. The anger, the jealousy, the shame. All of the dark emotions made me bigger. Harder. I was full of anger, blood, and semen. I was ripe for another release.

I had never been this hard three times in one night. I'd always gotten tired after sex. If I was lucky, I could perform again in the morning. This level of arousal was unheard of. I was as angry as I'd ever been, but that rage turned me on.

“Show me how sorry you are,” I said again and unbuttoned my pants.

Brandy gasped as I pushed my pants down over my hips. It wasn't the sight of my hard cock, that was for sure. After seeing Kurt’s monster, how could she be impressed by my pale, thin shaft?

It was the fact that I was hard at all. That was the shocking part. I was angry. I wasn’t supposed to be hard. Yet, here I was, my cock bouncing just out of reach of her lips.

My gut roiled as I watched her lips part. Those lips that I'd first kissed after a midnight showing of the original Star Wars Trilogy. The same lips I kissed two years later at our wedding. 

The lips that had stretched over Kurt’s cock.

“I want you to suck me like you sucked him.” My voice was trembling. If Brandy noticed anything but my barely suppressed rage, she didn't say anything. She looked up at me.

“Like?”

“Kurt. I want you to suck me like you sucked Kurt.”

She couldn't suck me like Kurt. I wasn’t near his size or length. She couldn’t gag on my flesh the way she had gagged on her lover’s.

I wanted to feel what it was like to dominate my wife, to feel completely in control. I wanted to be sucked with wild abandon.

Brandy nodded. Despite her sadness, she kissed me lightly on the tip of my cock. She licked the belly of my shaft down to my balls. She sucked one ball into her mouth and her hand stroked me, her wedding ring flashing in the light.

Her attention felt wonderful, but that wasn't what I wanted. I wanted her mouth. I pushed my cock down and she opened her lips. She was hesitant, reluctant, not at all what she’d been like with Kurt.

“Goddamnit,” I grunted, “suck it, Brandy! Just suck it!”

She kneeled and pushed me into her mouth. Her hand cradled my balls as she shoved me between her lips with one, quick gulp. So easy.

Pain and shame hit me in the gut and I could feel my arousal slipping away. Desperately, I thought of Kurt's flesh punching in and out of those pink lips and I got hard again. Really hard. Brandy saw my excitement and she sucked faster, her wet mouth taking me deep.

The blowjob was wet and wild, but I never made her gag. She moaned, but not in abandon. Instead, she moaned encouragement, soft sweet noises that only made me hurt inside. My pain and anger receded and with it my erection. I had already come three times. It was stupid to think that I could come again. All the frustration and pain I had experienced over the last year swelled up inside me and I could feel the same feeling of emptiness as my cock softened.

I pulled out of Brandy's mouth, still hard enough to roll across her cheek. I desperately wanted to hate her, but I didn’t. I needed her to be my wife. I also needed her to hurt me. I knew it was crazy, but I had known it ever since I'd seen the video. I didn't know why, and I didn't care. All I knew was that it was what I needed right now to receive the pleasure I deserved.

“Do you like his cock?” The words caught in my throat, but Brandy heard enough. Her eyes locked onto mine.

“What?” She was frightened. Her fear excited me.

“Do you like his cock?” I asked again. My voice was firm. So was my cock.

“Miles, please.” She moaned and stroked me, kissing my shaft. My cock reacted with a twitch against her lips.

“Tell me,” I said, “tell me you like his cock.”

She didn’t like this game. It was one thing to say it in the heat of the moment when the beautiful, throbbing cock of your lover is in front of you. It's quite another thing to say it to your husband's face.

“SAY IT!” I yelled and she flinched. A part of me regretted that, regretted ever causing my wife pain. But the other part of me, that dirty, lustful part fueled by the video, overwhelmed everything else.

“Say it, Brandy.” I spat and I hit her in the face with my cock, then pulled away from her. I wasn't teasing, I was serious. I wanted her to say it. Needed her to say it.

“You said it to him on the video, you bitch!” I felt shame as Brandy flinched again. “You said it to him. Now, say it to me!”

Brandy bowed her head and I could hear her crying. Then, she looked up at me and my heart stopped when I saw the tight, cruel twist of her pink lips. She was smiling.

“Yes.” She hissed and gripped my cock hard. “Yes. I fucking liked it.”

My rage left me as she sucked my cock deep into her mouth. She gagged this time and I felt a rush of hot spit roll over my flesh. I moved my hips and realized I was fucking my wife's mouth, something I've never done. It felt slippery, wet and glorious. I was in control now and I pumped between her lips and felt the power surge inside of me as she moaned and gurgled on me.

It wasn't enough, however, not nearly enough to wipe away the shame and fear she'd given me. I reeled back on my heels and pulled my cock from her mouth. I wobbled, my legs weak.

I looked down at my wife and I expected to see disgust or anger. Instead, she casually wiped her lips and gave me a satisfied smile. That smile made me angrier and I reached down and hauled Brandy to her feet. She was nervous, but she looked at me, waiting for me to make the next move. I grabbed her hand. Mine was sweaty and slick, her hand was warm and somehow comforting even though I didn't want to take comfort in her touch. I wanted the raw, sexual experience I had seen on that video.

I pulled on her and she followed me up the stairs. She gave me a nervous giggle and the sound of it incited my lust. Was she having fun? Was she fucking enjoying this?

Isn't that what I wanted? For her to enjoy it? I did, I really did, but as we slammed into the bedroom, I saw the smile and wanted nothing more than to wipe that grin off her face.

“Did you fuck him in here?” I rasped. “Did you fuck him on our bed?”

Her smile slipped. She glanced quickly at the bed and I knew. She’d fucked him there. While I was gone on a trip to support our family, she had been fucking him. 

My rage was so intense my body went numb. I couldn't trust myself to stay still, to stay calm. I'd never felt so much anger and it scared me, yet I managed to stay still. Instead, I smiled as cruel and twisted a smile as she had given me downstairs.

“Take off your clothes.”

She gave me a look and I expected her to argue. Instead, whatever she saw in my face made her change her mind. She pulled her sweater up over her breasts and only then did I notice she wasn't wearing a bra.

No bra? Had she anticipated this? Was her plan to seduce me all along? To make me forget about her infidelity?

Even with my anger, the sight of her naked body made my balls hurt. She stood and slid off her jeans, revealing a pair of her older panties stretched over her naked bottom.

“What?” I said. “No red ones? What's the matter? Did you get them dirty when you were fucking Kurt?”

She had the decency to look away and I felt another pang of regret. Despite my rage, I did not like hurting her. Another thing that I noticed was when I hurt her, my lust receded. I had no idea what was happening to me, but for the first time in my life, I threw away my insecurities and just decided to do what felt right.

“Did you buy those panties for me?” I asked. “Or Kurt?”

“You,” she said, weakly.

“How can I believe that?”

She stepped forward and raised her hands to touch my face. I gripped her wrists.

“Stop,” I said.

I looked down at her body and imagined Kurt between those legs, those legs that should have been mine. I shoved her away from me. Not hard, but hard enough that she stumbled backwards, yelping  as her legs hit the bed. She flopped onto the mattress. I didn't give her time to recover.  I fell on top of her and pinned her down.

“Did you like him better than me?” I asked as I held her with one arm across her chest while my other hand clawed at my shirt. She ignored my question and tried to help, but I slapped her hands away.

I finally got my shirt off and came down on top of her. My cock was hard and hot.

I pressed my lips to her ear and whispered gently, lovingly.

“Did you?” I moved my hand over her sex. “Did you like it better with Kurt?”

“Miles, please!” Her whine was so much like the whine she used when she’d wanted Kurt to fuck her.

“Tell me,” I said and pulled aside her panties, “I’ve already heard it, but I want you to hear you say it.”

The shame and the pain were a living thing in my guts and balls. I wanted her so bad and the humiliation was adding to the fire in my body.

“Tell me,” I said and thrust my fingers deep inside of her.

She was loose. At least, I imagined she was loose. Stretched by Kurt’s cock. Then, I felt her muscles contract around my hand. I couldn't tell whether she was turned on by me or her memories of Kurt. It didn't matter anymore.

“Yes.” She gasped and I almost didn't hear her. I put an arm over her collarbone and applied pressure until she could feel my forearm on her throat. Not choking, just threatening.

“What?”

“Yes!” she moaned and shifted her hips upward against me. “Yes! He's better than you.”

Those words. They drove a nail into my chest, but I felt that pleasure in my cock too. I drove forward at once trying to reclaim my wife and knowing that I never could. The two thoughts, one of rage and one of shame, fueled my thrusts. Brandy’s wet sex engulfed me, held me, lured me in.

“Miles? It's okay, baby. It’s okay,” Brandy mewled softly and it was only then I realized I was crying. 

Brandy reached out to wipe away my tears, but I shook my head and bit at her hand. I thrust harder. Luckily, I had come before and I could hold out. That was good, because I wanted to punish her the way she needed to be punished.

She felt it. Her eyes were shut, but I saw her brows knit and felt the familiar tensing of her body. She was close. We were both close. I growled desperately as I drove into her, sobbing the whole time. I felt no more pain, no more fear. The boil of poisonous emotions was purged when I heard Brandy cry out and dig her nails into my buttocks. My whole body coiled like a metal spring, then snapped as the powerful orgasm burst from my cock.

I fell on top of my wife, my tears mixing with the sweat between her breasts. I lay there sobbing, but the pain was gone. I'd given her everything. All my rage, all my fear, all my lust. It was all inside of her. I had nothing left.

She stroked my sweaty hair back from my forehead, an act so loving it lured me in with its cozy familiarity.

“That was good,” I said after several minutes.

“Really?” Brandy said.

“Yes,” I said. “Didn't you like it?

Her brows furrowed, but she nodded.

“Yes it was... intense,” she said. “Did it hurt?”

I wondered if she meant the cheating or the dirty talk. They both hurt, but the hurt was gone now.

“Yes, but it felt good, too,” I said. “I can't explain it. Knowing you were with...him made me want you more.”

“It helped?”

I rose up on my elbows and looked at her. Even now I could feel my cock twitch as I remembered the video. Her sex exuded that heavey musk after being fucked. That must have been what she smelled like when she was with Kurt. Did he hold her like this? Did she pet his head like she petted mine?

What did they whisper about when I wasn't there? Did they talk about me?

All of these questions and thoughts whirled in my head, But, here in my wife's arms, those questions didn't seem to matter.

“Yes. It helped,” I said.

I kissed her. She hesitated and kissed me back, her nails running up and down my back sending shivers of pleasure shooting up my spine.

“Do you want to see him again?” I searched for the right question. “Or are you... do you want him?”

I didn't know what I wanted to hear, until she said it.

“No,” She said firmly, “I don't. I want to be with you.”

I let out a relieved sigh and rolled to the side.

“Good,” I said.

“That felt like a test,” she said, an uncertain smile on her lips.

She didn't trust me and honestly, I didn't blame her. I didn't know exactly why I was turned on, or why the lust did what it did to me. It just did. I did know one thing. If she slept with Kurt again, it would ruin me. The idea might be exciting, but the thought of him inside of her again made me crazy.

“Maybe it was,” I said I rolled over to look at her. “I don't know if I could take it...if you did it again. Hell, I don't even know if I'll feel this way tomorrow. I might still leave. I don't know.”

She nodded and I saw fresh tears glisten on her cheeks. For the first time since I came home I felt genuine pity for her. Pity and love.

“You can’t expect me to get over this in one night.”

“No, I know,” she said, “it's just...I know.”

She rubbed her cheek against my hand. I slid my other hand down her body.

“So he was really better than me?

She looked at me worried.

“What do you want me to say?”

I slipped my fingers into her sticky, swollen sex. She gasped as I curled the tips upwards, rolling them in her messy folds. She tilted her head back and moaned.

“The truth.”

“Yes,” she moaned and her admission sent another shock of lust to my balls. “Yes! He was so much better!”

“And how about this?”

I rolled over and kissed her lips, then her breasts, suckled her nipples. I kissed my way down her body, my finger working her pussy. I buried my nose in the wet thatch of her pubic hair.

“Oh! Don't, Miles! You don't need to.”

“You like it, don't you?” I kissed the small place where her clit hid under the fold of her lips. “You like it when I eat my cum from your pussy?”

She gasped as my tongue split her lips, ran up through my sour cum, and nudged her swollen clit.

“Shit!” she hissed. “Yes! I like it!”

“Better than Kurt, right?” I drove my finger into her. She was smelly, my cum flowing in thin, sticky trails which I caught with my tongue and licked away with a flick of my tongue.

“Miles, yes,” she cooed and gripped my head in her hands. “Yes!”

I felt a moment of victory and dug in even harder. There was no Kurt here. She was only thinking of me. My tongue, my fingers, my cum.

She moaned and thrashed on the bed as I worked her pussy with my fingers and tongue. I remembered eating her in the shower. The smell of her, the taste of the thick juices cascading out of her into my mouth. I saw Kurt in my mind coming into her unprotected pussy.

“Did you…” I hesitated. “Did I eat his cum out of you?”

She looked at me, frightened. Then, she nodded.

“Yes. I'm so sorry. I... yes.”

“You dirty, little slut,” I said and looked down at the mess of her pussy. “You liked that, didn't you? You liked making me clean Kurt’s cum  out of you?”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, baby! I'm so sorry!”

“So fucking dirty,” I said then dove down and licked my sticky semen away from her. She was mine now.

“Yes, Miles,” she said and her sobs of sorrow turned into moans of pleasure. “Yes! You are so much better at this than Kurt. So fucking good!”

The next word she said filled me with joy.

“I love you, Miles,” she cried out as she tumbled over the edge of her orgasm.

I didn't answer. I didn't need to. I showed her how much I loved as she continued to moan and thrash on our marital bed.


Brandy

I was still reeling when Miles finally came up for air.  He’d been good at eating me out before, but it was propelled to a whole new level now. Not only was he thorough, hitting every spot with precision and care, he was also hungry. So hungry. He bit and licked until another orgasm ripped through my pussy.

“Miles, please!” I moaned and clawed at his scalp. He stopped, threw his body on top of me and smashed his lips against mine. I tasted our lust on his lips and tongue. We attacked each other with hard, forceful kisses that bruised my lips.

“So,” he said, grinning. “You still want that bath?”

I looked over at the clock. It was past 1.  We'd been up all night.

I looked up at Miles and saw the eager look in his eyes. He was back. Scared yes, but still there.

And the sex! It had been ages since he’d given me an orgasm with his cock. I couldn't even remember the last time.  And now? Miles wanted to give me more. More pleasure, more love that I deserved.

He wanted to soak with me. Even after everything I had done to him, he still wanted me. 

And if I said no, would he leave? He’d made it clear that could still happen. Could I really blame him? I cheated with a man he hated. I had stomped on his heart. I had nearly destroyed him.

He was still here and I was not going to lose him. Not ever.

“Yes,” I said and gave a genuine smile I actually felt. “Yes. I would like that.”

Miles was about ready to jump off the bed, but I stopped him.

“No,” I said, “let me do it.”

Miles nodded and smiled. With a heavy, satisfied sigh he rolled over and put his hands behind his head. He was sated and happy. I got up and padded to the bathroom. I turned at the door and looked back over my shoulder. Miles was propped up on an elbow, watching me.

“You're not going to leave are you?” I asked and Miles smiled.

“Not tonight,” he said and the answer sent a thrill of fear through my chest.

Not tonight. Which meant he could leave tomorrow, or the next day. Or the next.

It was his right. I was the one at fault, but my heart raced as I ran the water in the tub. My fault, but how long would this purgatory last?

I sat down in the tub, ignoring the cold porcelain on my ass. I saw my phone on the bathroom counter. I turned it over and immediately saw the text from Kurt.

Kurt:  how'd Miles like our video?

I nearly slammed the damn thing down on the counter. I knew it had been Kurt who sent the video. I knew why, too. He still wanted me. He must think that the video would drive a wedge between me and Miles. Well, it had, but not in the way Kurt expected.

Kurt didn’t know that, of course. All he knew was that he had hurt Miles and that Miles must have hurt me. And now, he thought he could swoop in and pick up the pieces.

My fingers hovered over the screen. So many things I wanted to say, but none could really describe what I was feeling. Rage, frustration, helplessness. Fear.

And, underneath It all, a small frisson of excitement. Two men wanted me. Two fantastic men. For a moment, I’d thought I could have both, but we don't live in a fantasy world you read about in books. There was no way this was going to turn out well.

I couldn't have my cake and eat it too.

My fingers flew over the keys. There was only one thing to do.

When the prompt came up to block Kurt’s number, I didn't even hesitate

Fuck You, Kurt. I set the phone down on the counter. Then, I went back to preparing a bath for my husband.


Miles

The problem with work was you have to go back to it. I did not want to leave Brandy alone after what had happened. Not because I didn't trust her, but because I felt we'd only scratched the surface of our powerful feelings.

I knew she wanted Kurt’s body more than she wanted mine. I wasn’t stupid. But, I also knew she wanted me, all of me. The jealousy, the anger. She wanted to take it all from me and make it her own. She accepted her mistake and I accepted her desire for another man. Accepting that made me love her all the more.

And it made me want her more too.

It was hard to get out of the house. All I could think of was her soft, lush body underneath her fuzzy, pink robe. I wanted to take her in the kitchen, in the dining room, in our bed. I wanted to reclaim her again and again, like some sort of animal who wants to breed as many times as possible and stake his claim on his mate.

I didn't know how long we could sustain this lust. It might dissipate, or the emotions might come back to hurt us both. But right now I didn't care. I was a bull in heat.

Going back to work presented other problems, too. Brandy told me that Kurt had texted her. She showed me his number on a small list of blocked numbers. I was angry, but also gratified. She had made her decision without any prodding from me. She made her choice.

Kurt was another matter. I didn't relish the smug look on his smug face when I went to work.

Still, I had to go. I had to follow up with a few smaller clients and have a conference call with Rod in the afternoon. I wasn't getting out of work, so I decided to make the best of it.

Brandy walked me to the door in her robe. She kissed me and straightened my collar, like a happy 1950s housewife. She curled her fingers around my neck and ran her hands through the short hairs in the back of my neck. The tickle sent shivers up my spine.

“You okay?” She asked.

“Yes,” I said. “Just...you know... Kurt.”

“You don't have to worry about him,” she said and pulled me into a kiss. “You just need to remember I'll be waiting for you.”

She took my hand and put it under her robe. I felt her hard nipple against my palm. She was excited by all of this.

So was I.

“You know, this doesn't make me want to leave.” I chuckled.

“I never want you to leave.” Brandy said and I saw her brows knit with sorrow. I hadn't yet made the decision to stay and she knew it. I was confused by my own feelings.

“I can't... not yet.”

“No, I know.”  A tear slid down her cheek. “Look at me, ruining this moment. I ruin everything.”

“Brandy…”

She forced a smile and squeezed my neck between both hands.

“Go get them, baby,” she said.

“I will,” I said and gave her another, lingering kiss. “See you soon.”

***

I didn't have to wait long for Kurt to confront me. He stood in the doorway of his office, talking to Karen. As I passed by, he stood up and smiled at me.

“There he is!” Kurt said. “Karen and I were just wondering when you would get in.”

“Hello, Karen,” I said.

“Hi, Miles,” she said and managed a weak, sympathetic smile. “How...how was your weekend?”

Such an innocent question, but under Kurt’s gaze, loaded with innuendo. I could not look at him without imagining his voice growling at my wife. Making her do things, say things that drove me to rage. I tried to focus on Karen even as images of Kurt’s cock splitting my wife open filled my brain.

“Fine,” I said, amazed that I kept my voice steady. “Just fine.”

Karen handed me a stack of mail, which I accepted. Kurt pushed himself away from the door and came up to me.

“So, Miles.” He gave me a slap on the shoulder. “Did you get my text? I never heard back from you.”

I managed to smile. I knew how to handle this, how to handle Kurt. He wanted to hurt me, to force Brandy and me apart. But, Brandy had made her choice. That made me stronger, and more confident.

I shrugged his hand off my shoulder.

“Text?” I said innocently. “Sorry. Must have missed it. You know, ever since I got home Brandy has not wanted to leave my side. Making up for lost time, you know?”

Kurt’s eyes narrowed and his smile froze on his face. I looked down at Karen and could tell by her smile that I'd scored a point. I winked at her and walked away down the hall.

“If you don't mind, lots of things to do. You know, can't keep the clients waiting.”


Brandy

"I want you to come meet me for lunch."

Miles spoke into the phone with a breathless huff.

"Miles? What are you talking about?"

"I want you to come to the office and pick me up for lunch!"

"You took the car," I said.

"Listen," He was excited, his words tumbling out of his mouth. "I want you to get down here. I want you to wear your red panties, and I want you to put on the sexiest dress you have."

"Really?" I felt a flush hit my cheeks.

"Yes!" Miles nearly shouted into the phone. I heard him take a deep breath. I was reminded of phone sex with him. The memory brought up images of Kurt fucking me senseless while I spoke to my husband.

I pushed the memories aside. There was danger in those memories.

"Ok," I said, finding a laugh. "I'll do it."

"Good. Wait for me at the front desk. Have Karen call me, ok?"

I wondered about that. Usually, I just checked in, then went to Miles's office. There was no formality and I had been there so many times the people knew me. There was no reason for me to wait at Karen's desk.

"Miles, what are you up to?"

"Just do it!" he snapped in desperation. Then, he took another deep breath and his voice was softer. "Please?"

"Of course, baby," I said and I could hear the relief in Miles's sigh.

"Thank you," he said. "This is going to be so much fun!"

I hung up the phone still wondering what was going on. Miles seemed to have a plan and his excitement was infectious. I decided to do it right.

The first thing I did was find the red panties. They were still at the bottom of a hamper, forgotten amongst the dirty sheets. I pulled them out and threw a load of colors into the wash. 

I went to my closet. I looked through the clothes searching for the one dress that met Miles's criteria. It was a low cut, dark red minidress. I had bought it three years ago for an anniversary party for some friends. It was one of those things that looked good on the hanger, but when I put it on, felt nearly naked. Still, I'd worn it to the party and the stares only made my self-consciousness worse.

Miles had loved it! The way the dress hugged my natural curves and showed off the shape and muscles of my legs to nice effect. He'd also loved the way other men had watched me. Miles had been glued to my side all night and, when we got home, was all over me like a teenager.

I wondered if that had been an early sign of his obsession. Had he always fantasized about me with other men? Had it always been there, buried beneath the surface and only unlocked when he had seen the video?

Miles had never told me of any desire to see me with another man, certainly not a man like Kurt. But, facts were facts, and the truth was undeniable. It turned Miles on.

I had to admit, it was affecting me too. As I rode in the back of the Uber to the office, I could feel the wetness collecting between my thighs.

***

My heart beat faster as I entered the office. Karen looked up from her computer when I walked in. She stared at me through her glasses, her green eyes flashing. This was the look I’d gotten at the Christmas party. Disapproval and a hint of something else.

Jealousy?

Once again, I wonder how much she knew.

I pushed the thoughts away.

“Hi, Karen,” I said, trying to keep my voice light.

She gave me the slightest smile and looked at my tight dress.

“Brandy,” she said. “You look...nice.”

Her disapproval stung and I immediately felt defensive. Who the hell was she to disapprove of me?

“I'm here to see Miles,” I said coldly.

“Of course you are,” Karen said. “Who else would you be here to see?”

My blood froze. Fuck! She knew. She had to know, but what could I do about it? I was still trying to think of something to say when Kurt came out of his office.

“Brandy?” Kurt said and stepped towards me too fast, too eager. His hands went to my shoulders, but I put a firm hand on his chest. “What are you doing here?”

The fucking nerve of him! Did he think I was here for him? Jesus! How conceited could he be?

Yet, he had every right to be conceited. This was the man who had seduced me, ravished me in the bed I shared with my husband. I'd woken him up in the morning with a blowjob and, with the taste of him in my mouth, I'd made him breakfast. And, after breakfast, I'd fucked him again and again.

Didn't he have every right to be conceited?

Kurt leaned back and looked at me in my tight dress.

“God! You are gorgeous!”

My heart beat faster in my chest and I felt the heat gather between my legs. How often had that look in his eyes right before he took me? All of the desire I'd felt for him came rushing back. I felt faint.

“Yes, she is,” Miles’s voice spoke loudly from the hallway. “And she's all mine.”

Kurt stopped admiring me and turned to face my husband. For a minute, we all were frozen in some sort of strange foursome. Karen's mouth opened slightly. I shrank back, my shoulders hunched as if Miles had caught Kurt kissing me. Kurt pulled his large shoulders back and he stood at his full height. It was a posture of intimidation.

And Miles? Miles was calm. His whole body was relaxed. I almost didn't recognize him. It had been so long since I'd seen him this confident.

"You are--" Kurt began and stopped as Miles walked towards him, then passed him and took me into his arms.

I felt his calm, cool love as he wrapped me in his arms. The fire between my legs cooled.

"You are a lucky man," Kurt finished.

"I know," Miles said and he drew me into a kiss.

When the kiss broke I looked at Kurt. I saw the jealousy and anger on his face. But what could he do? I was with my husband. Two men, my two lovers, both wanted me. This was a contest of wills and my husband was winning. I laughed and hugged Miles again, knowing how it was driving Kurt crazy.

"We're going to lunch," Miles said, looking up at Kurt. "I'll be back in what? Two hours?”

He looked at me and gave me a suggestive lift of his eyebrows.

"At least," I said, grinning.

With dancing eyes, Miles put his arm around my waist and walked me to the door.

"Back in two hours, Karen," He said as if she was his secretary.

"Okay, Miles," Karen’s voice was neutral, but I saw the hatred in her eyes. No matter what I did, I couldn’t please her, but I was enjoying myself too much to care.

"Wait," Kurt said in an icy tone as Miles opened the door. "I need you back in an hour."

Miles turned and stared at him. His eyes were steady, his voice even.

"What are you going to do, Kurt?" Miles asked. "Fire me?"

Without waiting for an answer, we left Kurt standing there with a look of shock on his face.

***

"That was fucking priceless!" Miles howled when we got in the car.

He sat back in the seat, breathing heavily.

"I can't believe you just did that"! I said. "What if Kurt fires you?"

"For what?" Miles scoffed. "For taking a long lunch? Besides, he can't fire me, right? Not now that I'm knee-deep in this Bad Wolf account."

I wondered about that. I'd never thought that Miles would have enough leverage to stand up to Kurt. I also never knew he had it in him.

I looked at my husband. What had happened to him? In just a day he'd gone from a nervous wreck to someone stronger, more confident. I didn't understand it.

I put my hand on Miles's thigh, suddenly needing to touch him.

"You got me," I said. "Now, what are you going to do with me?"

"You know, I hadn't really thought about it."

"Really? All of this and you didn't think about where we were going to go?"

"Honestly?" I just wanted to see the look on Kurt's face." He laughed. "You have to admit, that was priceless."

I thought of that last look Kurt had given me. It had pulsed with anger, shock and a whole lot of jealousy.

“Yes. It was priceless,” I said, but something about that look in Kurt’s eyes scared me. The look of an animal denied his prize.

“We could go back to the house?” I suggested.

“What kind of nooner happens in your house?” Miles asked. “I want to do something different. Something spontaneous.”

Miles’s smile suddenly evaporated. He was thinking of something, something that chased away his good humor.

“We could go to the Plaza.”

Miles saw my body go rigid.

“He took you there, didn't he?”

“How? How did you know?” My chest felt like someone was squeezing my rib cage and forcing the words out.

“I know Kurt’s got a suite at the Plaza. You know, someplace he took his...ladies. So, I just assumed he took you there.”

I sat there for a long minute. All of my suspicions were true. Thomas meeting me in the lobby. The same room each time. The feeling that this had all been done before.

Is that what I was, just another conquest in a long line of conquests? I'd always suspected it, of course. I’d just never felt it. Until now.

Miles put his hand under my chin and forced me to look at him.

“He took you there, didn't he?”

“Yes.” It was barely a whisper. “Yes, he did.”

“Good,” Miles said and his smile was back. “Then, I guess we go to the Plaza.”

***

The Plaza felt different walking beside my husband, his hand in mine. There was no Thomas to greet us as we walked across the marble floor to the admission desk. There was, however, the same buzz of nervous excitement in my stomach.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked Miles.

I could tell by his excited eyes that he was not going to back down.

“Yes.” He grinned. “Why, getting scared?”

I pulled him to the side and pushed him up against the pillar.

“God yes! I'm scared, Miles!” My voice shook with fear and excitement. “This is all so crazy!”

There was a flash of strength in Miles’s eyes. The same strength he displayed in the office. He wasn't going to back down from this. Whether it was lust or anger, I didn't know, but it was scaring me.

“So, you want to leave?”

Shit, shit, shit.

There was an implied threat. Do you want to leave, might as well have been, do you want me to leave? I trembled against the pillar, imagining my life without Miles. Truly without Miles.

I gripped his hands tight.

“No,” I said. “No, I don't.”

Miles smiled again.

“Good,” he said. “Come on.”

He pulled me by the hand and walked up to the front desk.

“How can I help you?”

Instead of Thomas, there was an older black woman behind the counter. She was no less professional, her smile neutral.

“We'd like a room,” Miles said and pulled me closer.

“Of course, sir.” She looked at her terminal. “One bed?”

Miles smiled at me and I blushed. I didn't know he could still make me do that and it felt wonderful.

“Definitely.”

“How many nights?”

“Do you charge by the hour?”

The joke fell flat against the woman's professionalism. I couldn't suppress my groan.

“Sorry.” It was Miles's turn to blush. “One night please.”

Miles’s confidence had taken a hit as we rode the elevator up to the fourth floor. His hand touched me, and I felt his nervousness. Despite his bravado, there was still so much of the scared little boy inside of him.

Kurt had been different. So calm, so self-assured. So cocky. He had known I would fall and loved the chase. He loved taking me down.

Miles liked that feeling too, but there was more to it than just the need to dominate me. He had a need to hear about Kurt, to keep that pain fresh in his mind. Reopening the wound only seemed to strengthen him. I didn't know how that worked exactly, but I wanted it to work. I wanted to make Miles happy.

I gripped his hand, pulled it to my crotch and guided his fingers up my thigh. I was wet, thinking about Kurt’s shocked face. I relished Miles’s victory. I expected what was to come.

“Kurt was always on the third floor,” I said as Miles grazed my sex through the sheer fabric of my red panties. “We always had the same room.”

Miles trembled, his fingers fluttering around my pussy. He was exploring, but not invading.

“Yes?” His voice was husky. He wanted more.

“Yes,” I said and spread my thighs. “He had his own suite. A big one. He must be very rich and very powerful.”

Miles groaned deep in his throat and I felt the excitement throb between my legs.

Suddenly, the elevator door slid open. Miles quickly pulled his hand away as we saw the faces of a family of four on vacation and sporting their Trail Blazers and Timbers T-shirts proudly. The parents glared at us as we blushed. We slipped out of the elevator as the family replaced us.

As the door shut, I saw Mom still frowning, but Dad had turned his head and was smiling at her. She seemed to ignore him, and yet I saw a slight smile appear as the elevator doors slid shut.

“Dad might have some fun tonight,” I said and Miles laughed.

“Our fault, I guess.”

He took my hand and we ran down the hall, giggling like school children. The combination of fear and naughtiness was heady, and I felt that fluttering lust I’d felt when we first met. It was the same feeling I’d felt with Kurt.

Miles opened the door and pulled me inside. I looked around. The room was smaller than Kurt's, but no less nice for all of that. Miles didn't attack me, and that made me nervous. Excitement warred with love and shame. I wished Miles would just take me the way Kurt had taken me. Rough, hard and without permission.

Instead, we stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, staring at each other. My heart hammered in my chest.

Finally, Miles spoke. His voice was calm.

“Sit down on the bed.” He commanded.

I walked across the room and sat on the bed. Miles nodded to himself as if he had come to some decision.

“Pull up your dress.” He tried to keep his voice neutral, but I heard the tremble of need.

I slid my fingers under the hem of my dress and pulled it up over my hips until my panties were showing. Miles looked at me with barely disguised hunger.

“You wore those for him, didn't you?”

His voice was soft and low, almost a murmur.

“Yes,” I confessed. I didn't know what to do with my hands. I wanted to touch myself, but I didn't want to unless Miles wanted me to.

“You bought them for me.”

I gasped. My pussy throbbed as I thought of it. Thought of the pain I must have caused him, the anguish. My gift to him, worn for Kurt.

“Yes.” There were tears of shame in my eyes, but the pain didn't make the lust go away. It made me hotter. It heightened every emotion as my husband's eyes caressed my skin, searching for blemishes left by the hands of another man.

“Take them off,” Miles ordered.

I sat up and pulled the dress off. Miles’s voice stopped me.

“Slowly.”

I had never done this before. I was both self-conscious and exhilarated. I stood and, when Miles didn't object, I turned to show him the lush round curve of my ass. Slowly, so slowly, I pulled my panties down over my bottom. I looked back over my shoulder, trying to gauge Miles’s reaction. I couldn't see him, my ass was in the way. I wondered if this was sexy or if it looked stupid, then decided I didn't care. The panties slipped down my legs and I stepped out of them, keeping my heels on. I turned around and could finally  see Miles.

He was leaning against the small dresser, and I could see his chest moving under his shirt. I heard his breathing. He wasn't touching himself, but I could tell he wanted to.

“Give me your panties.” He ordered, and I bent at the waist, letting him see my long thighs and firm calf muscles. My buttocks flexed to perfect advantage. Now, this was sexy. I could see it on my husband's face.

I picked up the panties and took the small step to Miles. I handed him the scrap of red fabric, my other hand brushing against his chest, slipping down to his crotch.

Miles grabbed my wrist and stopped me. He wanted me. I could see it in his face and in the tent in his pants. He wanted me to touch him, but he was holding back. He was making me wait.

He held my panties up to his face and took a deep sniff.

“They’re soaked," he remarked hungrily. “Are you wet for me, or that bastard Kurt?”

“You,” I moaned softly. But that wasn't entirely true.

Miles was in front of me, but I thought of Kurt on top of me, inside of me.

Miles wouldn’t let the memories die. He made me relive those moments over and over. I didn't understand, but it was making us both hot.

“You’re lying,” he said. He placed his hand between my breasts. I wanted him to touch me, stroke me like I knew he could.

Instead, he pushed me away.

“Take off your dress,” he ordered.

This time I did it slowly, without being asked, slipping the fabric over my shoulders. I turned to show him my ass, then pulled the tight, red fabric down until the dress pooled at my feet.

“The bra, too,” he ordered.

I was getting into it now. I unsnapped my bra then held my hands over my breasts, turning slowly to face my husband. I lowered my hands, bra falling down and revealing my pink nipples, hard as diamond chips.

“Beautiful.” I heard him murmur. “You are so beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I said.

I'd been naked in front of Miles before, but never on display. Not like this.

“Sit down," he ordered. I did so. His face shimmered with excitement. “Now, spread your legs.”

My cheeks were hot. I opened my legs, revealing the pink flesh of my sex. I watched Miles's face, saw the almost imperceptible flick of his tongue over dry lips. Was he tasting me in his mind? Was he cleaning me, licking his spent lust from my pussy?

The thought sent shivers through me. I moved my hand, itching to touch myself.  I stopped, not giving him the satisfaction and also afraid to move without his permission. I was aching for him, missing him, but confused about what to do next. I didn't want any further missteps. Here in this hotel room, my marriage hung in the balance. The tension was palpable.

I needed him to tell me what to do. I was here for him.

Miles pushed away from the counter. He reached up, unbuttoned the top of his shirt, and pulled open the collar.

“Go ahead," he said. “Touch yourself. I know you want to.”

Still looking into his eyes, I settled my hand between my legs and slid my fingers into the slippery folds of my sex. I gasped as I felt the rough pads of my fingertips scrape along the outer lips and up to the small pink pebble of my clit. I bit my bottom lip and moaned, working my fingers into my pussy.

“Are you thinking of Kurt?” Miles said, his voice a croaking murmur.

“What?” I stopped, but the lust inside me didn't recede.

“Are you thinking of Kurt?”

Miles pulled off his shirt and revealed the firm, thin frame of the man I'd fallen in love with. Beneath his rib cage, a small pouch was forming. Someday that would become an old man's belly. He was so much different from Kurt. I fought the memories, but I couldn't deny them. My fingers sped up, the soft squelches echoed loudly in the quiet room.

“Yes.” I moaned, and I saw the animal fire in Miles’s eyes. “Yes, I'm thinking of him. I can't help it.”

Miles pushed down his pants, revealing his hard cock. I whined as he came closer to the bed.

“Tell me," Miles said. “Tell me how good he made you feel.”

I didn't want to. I was looking at my husband, yet thinking of Kurt. This had happened before, but this time was different. Miles knew about Kurt, and he was torturing me with my own memories.

“He was so good!” The pressure was building inside my womb. I concentrated on my clit, rubbing it faster.

“Better than me?” Miles said.

“You know he was!” I cried. “He was so much better!”

My orgasm was hot and hard. I thrashed on the bed in release. Miles didn't let me rest. He fell on top of me and thrust his thin body between my legs.

When he entered me, I felt it. Hot, hard, insistent. Thinner than Kurt, but I could feel him. My body wasn't ruined. I could still make love to my husband.

I forgot any awkwardness. Miles’s eyes were crazy and his breathing like that of an animal. He thrust as deep as he could. My body responded. I lifted my thighs and pushed my heels into his buttocks, needing him even deeper inside of me.

Miles was sweating, his breath coming in short, hot growls that reached into my belly. Above his panting breath, I heard him grunting.

“Mine. All mine! Mine! Mine!”

I so wanted to be his. I rose to meet his thrusts with bucks of my hips. Our pubic bones ground beautifully, painfully together. Miles growled, and his body tensed. My body wrapped around him, cradling him, clinging to his sweaty muscles. His cock burst and I felt the streams of cum shoot against the throbbing inner walls of my pussy.

A flash of Kurt’s massive cock stretching, pulsing inside of me, too thick. I came with that memory hot in my mind. Miles grunted in pain as I squeezed him against me. I ground my pussy desperately into his crotch. I was using him to get off. He didn’t retreat. Instead, he let me sob out my orgasm into his chest.

Afterwards, we just laid there, panting. Miles’s sweaty body grew heavy, but I clung to him, my body wrapped around him, long after it grew uncomfortable.

“You were thinking of him when you came.” He pressed his cheek against mine, lips next to my ear. “Weren’t you?”

“I'm sorry.” Tears dripped down my cheeks. The throbbing pleasure of my orgasm was receding, replaced by guilt.

“It's okay," he said and kissed my cheek, his lips tasting my tears. “It's my fault. I made you think of him.”

It was true, but I still felt the sting of my betrayal.

“We don't have to do this every time.” Miles rolled off of me, and propped his head up on one elbow. “It just...it turned me on.”

“I'm okay,” I said and smiled.

Miles reached out and tenderly wiped tears away from my cheek. I rubbed my cheek into his warm palm. “I just wasn't ready for it. It's...hard.”

Miles nodded.

“I wanted to punish you," he said. “I wanted to see how you'd react to Kurt, and I wanted to punish you by making you think of him. The same way I have to think of him.”

I almost said I was sorry again, but what good could that possibly do? Instead, I slid over to Miles, and he took me into his arms. His orgasm had released the cold tension in his muscles and he breathed easier.

He slid his hand down my ribs, his fingers fluttering over my hip bone.

“Do you want me to?” He looked down at my body. “You know?” 

“No.” I smiled. “I want to keep you inside of me. I want you to wash Kurt away.”

Miles hugged me closer, and I fell asleep listening to his heartbeat.


Miles

I never made it back to the office. I fell asleep next to Brandy and woke up three hours later, her head still cradled on my shoulder. My phone was buzzing, but I didn't care.

A crazy array of emotions filled my mind. Anger, fear, jealousy. Love. I still hadn't completely forgiven Brandy for her betrayal. Part of me felt like I never would forgive her. Even after the unbelievable session we just had, that knot of anger in my belly just wouldn't go away.

What was confusing was how much that anger fed my desire. I wanted Brandy, not just because I loved her. I wanted her because she had betrayed me. I wanted her because a younger, stronger man wanted her.

I'd seen the look in Kurt's eyes when we left the office. That look of hunger. It was more than lust. His expression was pure anger and jealousy. That was a familiar feeling. If I was a different man, or in a different position, I would have been afraid. Kurt could be vindictive and cruel.

I didn't care. All of this had started because of a job I didn't want. Brandy told me what had happened that first time. How Kurt blackmailed her, then seduced her. All because I let the work get me down, make me a lesser man. I would not let that happen again.

Plus, I didn't think Kurt could hurt me. Rod Wylie and Bad Wolf Brew loved me, and they loved my work. If Kurt forced me to leave, that could cause Bad Wolf to pull the account and find a different agency.

I didn't think Kurt would let that happen. This was the biggest thing to happen to Brock Advertising in ten years. It would make him a lot of money. I didn't think he would damage that source of income. Not even for my wife.

I looked down at Brandy and smiled. I could, just for a minute, forget my anger and shame and see my wife for what she was. A beautiful, sexy creature with a rich vein of lust I'd never seen before. That it took Kurt's body and prowess to bring that wild beast out made the pain intense. That pot was open now, and there was no way to put the lid back on it.

The only question now was what to do about it.

I quietly moved out from under Brandy. She murmured in her sleep and rolled over. I picked up my phone from the side table and looked at my messages.

Kurt. He had called three times and sent half-a-dozen texts. I didn't want to talk to him, but an evil impulse ran through me. I hit the button on my phone and let it ring.

"Miles!" Kurt almost shouted into the phone. "Where the hell are you?"

"Sorry, boss," I said jovially. "Lunch went a little longer than I thought. You know how that is."

Where had this cool, cocky guy come from?

I looked over at Brandy, who stirred in her sleep. She raised her head, her long dark hair tousled and hanging over her eyes. She looked so cute and sexy, my cock twitched.

"Listen, you little fuck--" Kurt sputtered into the phone.

"Language, boss," I said and reached over to pull the covers off of Brandy's naked body. "Let's try to be professional."

It took him a moment to answer. When he came back, his voice was tight with anger.

"I can make your life a living hell." The words were meant to inspire fear. Instead, they only amused me.

"Been there, done that," I said laughing. "Besides, I doubt you'll do much while Rod Wiley is taking my calls.”

I could see him, his lantern jaw clenched, his tanned face red as he clutched the phone.

"You don't deserve her." Kurt said, and his voice was so low, so cold, it sent a shiver up my spine.

His words pierced my confidence like a needle popping a balloon. All the doubts and fears rose inside of me. I looked at Brandy, who looked back with a worried expression on her face.

Was Kurt right? Did I deserve Brandy? What kind of husband would get turned on by his wife having an affair? She didn't want or need that.

Brandy touched my thigh. That only made things worse. Those hands had touched Kurt. They had guided his huge, thick flesh into a willing body. How many times? How many ways?

Brandy smiled at me. Her hand slid up my thigh and nudged my cock. I was already hard, my lust and shame throbbing in my balls.

"She's mine." I grunted into the phone as Brandy's lips slipped over the tip of my cock.

My doubts and fears dropped away as I focused on Brandy's mouth. Her head bobbed up and down in my lap, her mouth sucking me in and massaging the length of my cock.

"Sorry, Kurt," I mumbled into the phone. "Something just came up. I'll be in tomorrow."

Kurt said something, but I was through listening. I threw the phone down on the floor. Brandy lifted her face, a line of drool trickling over her chin. She grinned.

"You're so bad," I told her.

She winked at me and licked her lips.

"I know." She said, then she giggled and sucked me back into her delicious mouth.

I didn't last long. Brandy's sucking was insistent. She gripped my thighs, and her nails dug into the muscle. My body tensed and I bucked up off the bed, driving my cock deep into her mouth. She shoved my cock deep inside of her mouth. My balls rested on her chin, and my pubic hair tickled her nose.

I had one last flash of Kurt’s stretching Brandy’s lips just before I came. The pain was intense. The dirty thought ripped the orgasm from my balls. All thoughts melted away until the only thing that existed was the blast of my cum spraying down my wife's throat.

Brandy held me inside of her until the last twitch of my cock told her. Finally, she let me slip free from her mouth, then gave my cock a light kiss on the tip.

She sat up and smiled at me, swiping a drop of spit and cum from her lips casually.

Who the hell is this? I thought.

A woman who cheated on me, then gave me a blowjob while her lover was on the phone? This was not the woman I married.

I was too tired to make sense of it. We were together here and now. That was all that mattered.

"Well," I sighed, "looks like I've got the rest of the day off."

I looked around the room, suddenly happy to be away from work, from home. I wasn't far from either, but my life suddenly seemed miles away. I didn't want it to end.

"You want to order room service?"

***

I avoided Kurt for most of the week. At first, I was afraid of reprisals, but as I suspected, I was too important to the organization to mess with. At least not at this important stage in the Bad Wolf account.

I laid out the artwork I had assembled on a large table in our office conference room. I had more or less taken over the room. People gave me a wide berth, because they sensed Kurt's anger or because they did not want to disturb my creative process. Whatever the reason, I was happy for the solitude.

The new label for Bad Wolf brewery was finished. The wolf grinned up at me, its pink tongue lolling out of its mouth and foam dripping from its jaws. Its eyes were red, the same color reflected in the words Bad Wolf Brewing Company. All the artwork looked excellent, the artists at Brock Advertising really putting forth the effort. The account was exciting for them; something new after ads for car dealerships and health food shops.

The final pieces were the storyboards. It was my idea to tell the story of The Big Bad Wolf. The little pigs were the big brewing companies; Anheuser Busch, Miller Beer, Coors. We couldn't use the real names, but we had enough of the colors of the brands to get the idea.

The series of four spots cost a bundle, but together they told a story. The companies, the pigs, we're not afraid of the big bad wolf. He goes through each company, blowing down their houses and chasing the pigs until the wolf and the pigs are at a bar drinking Bad Wolf Brew.

It did everything I wanted. It was cool and trendy. It would attract younger drinkers, and it poked fun at the major brands out there.

I look down at the final panel. Large, red letters appeared under the grinning face of the Wolf.

“Who’s afraid of the Big Bad Wolf?”

I was still admiring my handiwork when Karen came into the room. Of all the staff at Brock, Karen was the one person who spoke to me.

"Miles?"

"Yes, Karen?"

“Rod Wiley's on the phone for you. Something about this afternoon's conference call.”

"You could have just paged me." I laughed as I walked over to the phone.

"I know." Karen smiled and lightly touched the edge of a storyboard. "I just wanted to see how you were doing."

I looked at Karen and saw her large, green eyes looking back at me. She had a cute, cherub face with red hair falling softly down to her shoulders. I'd never noticed how pretty she was before, but something about her concern made me see her in a different light.

"Really?" I stood with my hand on the phone. "That's. That's very nice."

"Well, I care," she said and her smile faded.

"Oh, okay," I said. I really couldn't think of anything else to say.

She lowered her eyes, suddenly unable to look at me. "Anyway, Rod's on line two."

She left me there with my hand on the phone. Only when it beeped did I remember what I was standing there for.

"Rod?" I said after I picked up the phone and hit the light on line 2. "What's up?"

"What do you mean, what's up?" Rod said, his voice on the edge of a yell. "What the hell is happening over there?"

"What are you talking about?" I fell into my chair.

"Why the hell did your boss call me this morning and tell me he had to take you off the account?"

I sat there for a moment, thoughts swirling in my head.

Kurt. Mother. Fucker.

"Wait a second," I said. "Kurt called you and told you I was no longer on the account?"

"Yes! What the fuck?" There was a rustle of paper being shuffled. "He told me some asshole named Bart, or Brad, or something was taking over. I spoke to the guy. He's an absolute dumbshit!"

"Couldn't agree with you more." I sat back in my chair, trying to catch my breath. "Did Kurt tell you why?"

Rod stopped for a moment and I could tell he was trying to keep his calm.

"He said something about personal issues. Look, Miles, I understand if you got things going on at home, but Jesus! Tell me you're not going to stick me with that idiot!"

"No," I said. "Of course not. Kurt did that on his own initiative. I'm not going anywhere."

"Yeah?" Rod sounded relieved. "Because if you can't, I get it. But I'm not staying with your company. I'll claim breach of contract! I'll tie your boss's ass up in court! This is a huge fucking waste of time!

"I understand," I said. "Don't worry, Rod. I'll sort this out."

***

"Where the fuck is Kurt?" My voice was loud, too loud, but I didn't care.

"Kurt?" Karen said, but I wasn't listening. I brushed past her desk and stormed into Kurt's office.

It was empty.

"Karen? Where the fuck is he?"

Karen stood up from her desk in front of me.

"I'm sorry, Miles," she said, sadly.

"Sorry? What do you have to be sorry about?"

Karen came into Kurt's office and shut the door.

"I'm sorry I didn't say anything. I'm sorry I didn't tell you."

Karen's pale cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

"I didn't think it was my place. And I didn't want you to be mad."

I shook my head, confused. I stepped forward, grabbed Karen by the shoulders and shook her. I didn't even think about it. It was instinct. I would never touch a woman, would never shake her, but I was so filled with anger I couldn't help myself.

"Karen, what are you talking about?" My voice was almost a scream.

"Kurt," She said, her green eyes wet with tears.”I knew what Kurt was doing. I knew what he wanted, from...from…"

She stopped and dashed tears from her cheeks. She looked down at her hand, surprised to see it wet.

"What the fuck are you talking about?"

"I knew he wanted Brandy," she said "I knew what he was doing, and I never told you."

I'd known it. Why wouldn't she know? She knew Kurt's schedule; she handled his phone calls. She knew the most intimate details of his life.

A rising fear replaced my anger. It spread out over my chest and squeezed. A horrible thought entered my brain. All the events over the past few weeks came crashing down on top of me.

“Where is he, Karen?" I said, finally. “Where is Kurt?”


Brandy

Miles had only been gone an hour before the doorbell rang. I meandered to the door. Between the stress of our relationship and the non-stop sex Miles and I had been having, I was exhausted.

Miles was insatiable, which was both exhilarating and frightening. Exhilarating because it was wonderful to see my husband so excited after what I’d done. Love-making had become so intense, so emotional, I almost couldn't stand it. It was almost a relief when Miles went back to work, but I would miss him when he left. Then, when he got home, I couldn’t keep my hands off of him.

So that's how I answered the door. T-shirt, no bra, and a faded pair of jeans. I had my hair pulled back into a messy ponytail because I didn’t have enough energy to brush it.

We hadn't heard from Kurt for days. Miles had avoided him at work, and I had blocked his calls. There was no way he could reach me. At least, that part of this whole mess was over.

Kurt must have finally given up.

So, it shocked me when I opened the door and found Kurt standing there, smiling.

“Hey, Brandy,” he said. “Miss me?”

“No!” I yelled and tried to slam the door. Kurt shoved his foot into the crack, keeping it open.

“Come on now,” Kurt said. With one hand he shoved the door open and, with the other hand, he pushed me back into the hall. “Is that any way to greet an old friend?”

Kurt's smile was cold, his eyes as hard as ice.

I backed away into the hall and bumped into the credenza.

“What are you doing here?” I tried to put some steel in my voice. “You have to get out of here.”

“Why?” he asked. “Miles won't be home for hours. We have all afternoon.”

He stepped forward, kicking the door shut behind him. Before I could move, he gripped me by the throat and forced me back against the credenza.

“Stop!” I cried. “You can't do this!”

My voice was trembling. Already I could feel the quiver of lust tickling my thighs, my legs opening involuntarily as Kurt stepped between them and slammed his firm thigh against my pussy. I moaned, unable to deny the feeling that passed through my body.

I opened for him, blood pumping to my breasts and thighs, my heartbeat humming in my ear. He slid his face up to mine, cheek to cheek, sniffing me like a wolf sniffs its mate.

“Have you been thinking about me?” He whispered hot and hard in my ear. “Have you been thinking about me when you're with Miles?”

God! If he only knew. If he could only see how hot it made me, imagining him inside me when I was with my husband.

He could see. He could see by my face. He didn't need to be a mind-reader.

“No,” I whispered.

“Liar,” he hissed and rubbed his cheek against mine, leaving his scent on my skin.

"No," I moaned as his hands gripped my breasts through my t-shirt. He wasn't gentle, he wasn't kind and my nipples responded to his roughness. I breathed a sigh, half relief, half resignation, when he pulled the shirt up over my head and latched onto my nipples with his greedy mouth.

“Tell me to leave,” he murmured against my breasts. “Tell me to leave and I'll leave.”

“You have to--”

He bit my nipple hard and made me yelp,

“You have to--”

I never got the word out. His mouth clamped onto mine and choked off my protest. Before I could think, my tongue was in his mouth. I sucked and licked him, the deep kisses stirring the lust in my belly to a frothy boil.

“That's it,” he murmured to me and slipped a hand between my legs. “Just give in to it. You know you want to.”

My only answer was an unintelligible gurgle as his hand popped the button on my jeans and his fingers pushed their way into my pussy.

“Fuck you are wet!” His growl made me moan. “You’re wet for me, aren't you?”

“No,” I moaned, but it wasn't a denial. It was a plea. “No, no, no.”

His hands ripped my jeans down over my ass, giving him better access to my wet sex. One hand slid between my legs, the other gripped my ponytail and pulled my head back. His teeth nipped at my neck. His other hand worked my pussy furiously. My thighs closed around his hand, but that didn't stop his fingers. He plunged and rolled them, then curled them up inside me. He let go of my hair and I fell forward, my face pressing into his thick shoulder. I squirted, my juices gushing out of me and dripping down my thighs.

Here I was, in the entry to my home, my ass wet with my juices and sliding on top of the first piece of furniture I bought with my husband. I was giving this man my pussy, giving him my pleasure. I couldn't stop him. I didn't want to stop him.

“Yes,” I panted into his chest. “Yes. I'm wet for you.” 

He tilted my head back gently, holding my chin in his strong fingers. He looked into my eyes, gazing at his prize. The cold, cruel smile curled up the corners of his lips.

“Good girl.” He murmured to me and I felt warmth flood through me. “Good girl.”

His hand slid from my pussy and he pushed his fingers into my mouth. I sucked at him greedily, tasting my lust. Salty, sweet, rough fingers invaded my hungry lips and pushed down my tongue.

He grabbed me under my ass and with a quick jerk threw me back onto the credenza. The antique table creaked ominously and I felt my ass cheek hit the edge of our pictures, pushing them over the side. I heard the tinkle of glass as the frames shattered on the floor.

“Good girl,” Kurt said again and tugged at my pants, his nails scraping the skin of my thigh with uncaring roughness. He tore off my pants and let them fall to the floor. Just like that, I was naked.

I pushed against his chest one hand, the other hand ran down his belly until I felt the monster pulsing in his pants. He was so hot, so big against my palm. I couldn't want this, I shouldn't want this but I stroked him. He grunted a hot breath in my face and I smiled as I broke through his icy calm.

He pulled back and stood before me, waiting. He didn't say anything, just stood there and looked at me. I understood. I slid forward on the credenza and pawed at his trousers. I was hot and impatient, my hands trembling. Was I really doing this?

Before any other thoughts could stop me, I pushed down his pants. His huge cock emerged, inch by throbbing inch. I slid my hands over the muscles of his ass, dug my nails in and pulled him forward.

“Do you want me?” He said, pulling back from me, keeping me from forgetting who I was and where I was. 

“Yes.” My voice was a whine. I lifted my legs up around him and tried to use my calves to pull him in.

“Say it.” He ordered. “Tell me.”

“I want you, Kurt.” I pleaded. “Please. I want you so bad!”

"Good." He smiled that cruel, fucking smile. "That's good." 

I pulled him into me and cradled him lovingly between my thighs. The hot belly of his cock slid over my wet slit and the tip kissed my belly.

So big! Fuck! He is so big!

I wanted him. No matter how much I had enjoyed the last few days with Miles, nothing, nothing could take the place of my need for this man.

Without being asked, I slid my hand over his cock and guided him to my entrance. This is what I wanted. I needed to do this, be the one who pulled him in. A sign of submission, a sign of love. Kurt recognized it and growled deep in his throat. The fat head of his cock pushed into me and stretched me just like the very first time.

But, my body was ready for him now. No pain, only the intense pleasure of being filled, being taken.

Being claimed.

He stood there, holding just the tip inside of me for a moment. Then he growled and, with a single stab of his cock, he slammed me back against the mirror.

The rest of the pictures fell off the table. I heard the crashes dimly, drowned out by the heavy moans ripped from my throat. My naked ass slid on the wood, rubbing sweat and cum into the first beautiful thing Miles and I had bought together. My body’s fluids soiled that sacred piece of furniture. And I came. I came so hard I screamed and Kurt ground his cock deep inside of me. I felt like I was breaking. That small piece of furniture was going to break, just like Kurt was breaking me. Crushing me as I came on that perfect cock.

“Yes, you fucking bastard!” I snarled in his ear. “Take that pussy! Just take it!”

I spewed filth and bile into Kurt’s ear and it had the effect I wanted. He growled like an animal and slammed me harder. The credenza shook like a house of cards, the edge slamming again and again into the wall. The sound filled my ears, pounded in my brain and my blood matched the pulse of Kurt’s cock.

This is what it meant to be claimed. This is what it meant to belong to someone, body and soul.

This was home.

Kurt howled and I screamed with him. I was filled with an insane giddiness as I gave him the ultimate pleasure of conquering me.

“Yes!” Kurt cried triumphantly and he thrust deep into me. My womb, unprotected and vulnerable, opened up like a flower. My whole body convulsed and I clung to Kurt for dear life. I felt him spurt hot seed into me, filling me up and flooding my most sensitive areas. There was nothing to stop his cum from taking root. I throbbed on his spurting cock and I was unable to stop my body from giving him all I had. I was done. I was his.

And he was mine.

I shook out the last of my orgasm weakly against his body. Kirk grunted happily, then pulled out of me. I felt the thick rush of his juices spill out of my spread lips and drip onto the credenza. I felt shame, but there was nothing I could do. I was weak and Kurt was strong and I needed that strength now to keep all the bad thoughts at bay.

Kurt pulled up his pants. Then, he stepped forward with one smooth movement and picked me up in his arms. I cried out in surprise and held onto his shoulders, pushing my head against his chest. He carried me like a baby up the stairs and down the hall. Something Miles could never have done and Kurt did it as easily as carrying a child.

He reached our bedroom, kicked the door open and carried me across the threshold like I was his bride.

He laid me on the bed and loomed over me, pulling down his pants. His cock was still blessedly hard and sticky with our juices. The beautiful shaft hovered above my face and I pushed myself up and  kissed it gratefully.

“That's it.” He murmured softly and stroked my hair. “Clean it up and I'll fuck you again. How's that sound, Brandy? Do you want me to fuck you again?”

I didn't think, I couldn't think with his beautiful cock rolling over my nose and lips.

“Yes, baby,” I mumbled between kisses. “Anything you want.”


Miles

I'd been here before. Pulling up outside my house, it looked just the same as it had the day I got back from Seattle. I’d had the same feeling then. This time it was more than a feeling. More than a premonition.

I’d tried calling Brandy and there was no answer. I didn't really expect there to be. The house seemed quiet on the outside.

I felt like I was in a dream, my footsteps heavy as I walked to the steps. I looked at the front door, our front door, and I felt my chest tighten. Maybe Karen was wrong. Maybe Kurt wasn't in there with my wife. Or, maybe, even if he had shown up, she told him to go to hell. Just like she should have done in the first place.

I listened at the front door. I thought I could hear noises, but it could have been my imagination. I hesitated, my hand over the knob, then finally opened it.

The first thing I noticed was the mess. Clothes were on the floor. The credenza had shifted against the wall. The cut glass change bowl was smashed on the floor. Large chunks of cut glass were scattered everywhere. Among the ruins of the bowl were our pictures. Wedding pictures and the one celebrating our fifth anniversary. They were smashed and broken, the glass ground into the photos.

My feet crunched in the glass as I went up to the table. I noticed thick fluids on the polished wood. Some clean, but some milky white, dripping down the side. My stomach churned as I realized what the juices were.

That's when I heard the moans. Brandy's moans. Unmistakable. Moans I'd heard for ten years, moans that never failed to make me sweat. Moans that, up until a few weeks ago, had been reserved for me.

Along with the moans was a steady thump and squeak. I knew what that was. Our bed, the headboard slamming against the wall of our bedroom. The frame squeaking as bodies pounded each other into the mattress.

Reluctantly, but unable to stop myself, I climbed the stairs. The sounds got louder and louder as I neared the top. In the hallway, I could make out words. Cries, punctuated by the steady bam, bam, bam of the headboard being abused.

“Yes, baby!” I heard Brandy cry. “Fuck me, Kurt! Please fuck me! You’re so good!”

My stomach knotted up. I heard Kurt’s growls, the wet slap of flesh against flesh. I walked up to the door, afraid to look, yet unable to stop.

The first thing I saw was Brandy's feet. I know, it's insane, but that's what I saw. Her feet were near her head, not where they were supposed to be. She was bent in half, Kurt’s thick fingers in the pits of her knees, pushing down on her legs. Brandy's round ass was pointed upwards, her open, pink pussy helpless against Kut’s thick rod of flesh.

My mouth was dry. I’d never seen anything so animalistic, so beastly. So hot. Brandy wasn't moaning, she was crying out her pleasure as Kurt hammered into her.

It wasn't just the sight of them together. It wasn't just the sight of Kurt using my wife like I've never seen her used. It was the wet sound of his cock driving into her pussy, the heavy thuds of the bed against the wall, and the creaky squeaks of the mattress. There was also the smell. The thick, musky odor of sex. The sight, the sounds, and the smells made me nauseous, but my cock was rock hard.

It was too much. The rage I'd held back rose in a white, hot wave. I wasn't thinking, I rushed forward, screaming. My hands caught Kurt on the shoulder. I slipped in his sweat. God! He was strong! The muscles of his shoulder felt like skin wrapped steel.

Kurt turned and looked at me. Brandy was still crying out, her eyes glazed over with lust.

Something hard cracked into my chin. Fireworks popped off in my head and I reeled back. Kurt had hit me with his elbow.

Kurt was up off the bed. Fast and strong he came at me. Before I could react, he landed a punch in my stomach. I grunted in pain, the air whooshing out of my lungs. Then, as I doubled over in pain, his foot pushed me to the floor.

“Kurt? What?” Brandy sat up in bed. Her dark hair fell in sweaty, tangled waves over her face. The look of lust faded as she noticed me hunched on the floor.

“Miles? Oh my God! Miles!”

She got off the bed and tried to run to me, but Kurt caught her by the arm.

“Leave him,” he said.

I struggled to stand, but I couldn't breathe. I had to fight not to puke. The pain in my stomach throbbed and my jaw felt loose and achy.

“Kurt, please,” I heard Brandy say. She was trying to pull away from Kurt, but he held her easily with one large hand.

“Please what?” Kurt said. “ What do you want me to do? Let him up? Let him continue to pretend he's the man you deserve?”

Brandy moaned pitifully and Kurt pulled her close. I pushed myself up to a sitting position, bright lights still cascading down in front of my eyes.

“Stay down, you little bitch!” Kurt said and the coldness of his voice stopped me. I knew he’d hurt me again if I tried to stand. I could see it in his eyes.

I looked at Brandy. She was breathing heavily, her pupils dilated, her nostrils flaring. I watched as she relaxed against Kurt’s body. She brought her hand up to his big chest and her pink nails scratched at his fine chest hair. She turned to him, her legs spreading, her sensitive sex bumping against the flared muscle of his thigh.

Despite my pain, despite everything, she was turned on.

And so was I.

“Good boy.” Kurt smiled. “That's a real good boy, Miles.”

Shame burned in my cheeks, but my cock throbbed with lust. I’d had a hard-on ever since leaving the office, but only now did that need become insistent. I shifted, trying to give my cock room to breathe. Kurt saw my shift and grinned.

“You liked the video, didn't you, Miles?” He said and his voice wasn't cold anymore. It was a soft, low murmur, almost seductive. “You liked seeing what I could do to your wife, didn't you?”

I shook my head but my arousal was evident by the way I blushed, by the way I sat, trying not to show the lovers the tent in my pants.

“It's okay to admit it,” Kurt said softly and pulled Brandy closer. “It's okay to admit that you like to see your wife with a better man.”

He slid his hand down Brandy's flank, and I let a low whine escape my throat. Kurt’s fingers found her pussy and with a quick jab, he shoved them into my wife's hot, sticky folds. Brandy groaned and bit the hard muscle of his shoulder. Kurt chuckled and worked his hand inside of her, his palm cupping the mound of her pubic bone. Brandy’s head fell back and her dark hair spilled down over her shoulders as she exposed her neck to Kurt’s mouth. He nipped at her, kissed her, growled at her.

“Tell him, Brandy.” Kurt’s low voice shook my guts. “Tell him who you belong to.”

Brandy tried to fight it. Her ass clenched and her muscles quivered. She curled her hands around Kurt’s neck and held on tight.

“No.” She gave out a long whine of pain. “No.”

“Say it.” Kurt worked his hand faster. I heard the wet, sloppy sounds coming from her pussy.

Brandy fell back, but Kurt kept her aloft with his arm, working her pussy with the other. Brandy's body tensed, then jerked with release.

“Fuck!” Her scream made my cock twitch painfully. “FUCK!”

Brandy jerked and twisted on Kurt’s hand like a fish on a hook. She cried out in pain and pleasure. Her legs grew weak. Kurt let her go. She slid down his flank, grasping desperately at his slick skin, then finally came to a rest on her knees.

“See that, Miles?” Kurt flicked Brandy's juices at me, small splatters of her cum hitting my cheeks and forehead. “She ever come like that for you?”

No. Never.

My stomach felt hollow, carved out like a pumpkin on Halloween. Kurt had scooped my pride and sanity out of me, leaving only an empty shell.

“Tell him, Brandy,” Kurt ordered again. “Tell him who you belong to.”

Brandy looked up at him, pleading with her dark eyes. Kurt was not moved. Finally, she turned her head to me, tears in her eyes.

“I'm sorry, Miles.” The pain in her voice made my heart break. “I'm Kurt’s now.”

I felt like I was falling. The world spun. I wanted to fall back on the floo and let the world swallow me up. If I did that, however, I wouldn't see what happened next. And, God help me, I wanted to see what happened next. I needed to see it.

I focused my attention on that horrible ache in my balls, the throb of my cock as it fought against my pants. That pain was the only thing that was real in that moment, my lust was keeping me from dying right there on that spot.

Kurt gripped Brandy by the hair and pushed her towards me. Her hands hit the floor on either side of my legs and her head fell in my lap. I groaned in pain as her cheek hit the hard throbbing bulge in my pants. Brandy didn't seem to notice.

Kurt knelt behind her, his hands on her hips, pulling her round bottom up to meet him. Then, he grabbed Brandy's hair and pulled her head back so she was looking at me.

“Kiss her, Miles,” Kurt ordered. “Kiss your wife.”

Brandy looked at me through slitted eyes. Her lips opened slightly and she was panting with need. A low, insistent moan bubbled up from her throat. A moan of intense lust.

“Sorry, Miles.”

I couldn't help it. I lunged forward and kissed her. I tasted her and Kurt on her lips, salty, musky, wet. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth and I sucked her in. Kurt continued to hold her head up as if he was offering me a taste of her. Just a taste.

"Mmf!" Brandy's cry burst into my mouth, her hot breath exploding on my tongue. I fell back and saw her eyes were wide with surprise.

Kurt let her head go and it dropped as she let out a long, mournful groan.

"Oh God, Miles!" she whimpered. "Miles, he's inside me. He's so BIG!"

"That's right," Kurt jeered. "Tell him Brandy. You tell him, girl."

My wife looked at me, her hands gripping my thighs painfully. I couldn't look anywhere else but her dark, beautiful eyes.

"Miles!" she cried. "Miles! He's so much bigger than you!"

I groaned and clamped my eyes shut, tears trickling down my cheeks. I'd known it. I’d made her tell me more than once. But this? This was too real, too painful.

"Look at her, Miles." Kurt's voice invaded my ears. "Look how hungry she is for me."

I could feel him fucking her through her hands. She dug her nails into my thighs. I felt every one of Kurt's hard thrusts through my legs. Brandy's face was inches from me. Her cries were loud and I felt her hot spit on my cheeks.

Slowly, I opened my eyes and looked at Brandy. She was gone. My beautiful wife was gone, replaced by this wild, sexual creature. She stared at me, through me, lost in the pleasure that Kurt was giving her.

I tore my eyes away from her, for a moment, and watched Kurt's magnificent body glistening with sweat. His muscles flexed and he had lost his cocky smile. My wife was doing that to him, gripping him with her tight pussy. She was giving this awful, beautiful man the pleasure that should have been mine. And, he was giving her more pleasure than I ever could.

More tears spilled out of my eyes and I felt my heart break. There was nothing left. No more jealousy, no more pain. Only defeat. And, in that defeat, only lust. Hot, hard, throbbing lust.

As if reading my mind, I heard Kurt's voice over the cries of my wife and the powerful wet smacks of flesh.

"Open his pants, Brandy," Kurt said. “Take out his little cock. Let him enjoy this."

Kurt stopped fucking her. It took a moment for Brandy to come to her senses. She smiled weakly, nodding her head at Kurt's command.

I beat weakly at her hands as she loosened my pants. I wanted her to touch me, but I didn't want her to see it. I didn't want her to see my need.

She managed to get my pants open and tugged at them until I was free. My thin, hard cock twitched in the cool air, weeping tears of cum. I heard Brandy murmur softly as her hand closed around my shaft.

"It's so small." She cooed. "So cute."

Kurt laughed and the shame sent another surge through my balls. How could this be turning me on? Why was I still here? But it was turning me on, and I couldn't free myself to stand. I was mentally and physically exhausted.

"Stop," I sobbed. "Please, Brandy. Stop."

I begged her to stop. Begged her to take pity on me. I didn’t care that she fucked Kurt. I didn’t care that she needed him. I needed her, too.

I wanted to tell her, to scream it to her, but the pressure in my balls was too intense. I was too close to orgasm, too close to releasing my shame in front of my wife and my bully.

“Tell him,” Kurt commanded in his low, deep voice. “Tell him, Brandy.”

Brandy, my beautiful Brandy, lifted her head and looked deep into my eyes. Her eyes were wet, but there was a smile on her lips.

She jerked me harder and faster, watching my face contort in anguish as she pushed me to the edge. I couldn’t hold it back anymore, the need was too great. I was weak for her, had always been weak for her.

My fingers clawed at the hardwood floor, trying to hold back the shameful flood, but it was too late.

My body tensed. Brandy smiled triumphantly. She waited until I was right at the edge, before she  spoke.

“I’m Kurt's now, baby,” She said. “I'm his."

She bore down on my cock with hard, fast strokes and I screamed.

“Argh!” My howl of release filled the bedroom. The lust and shame that had been building burst from my cock in hard, hot blasts. The pain and anguish, mixed with lust, made it the most exquisite, the most painful orgasm of my life. It was all over, my soul was crushed, my heart broken into pieces like the frames of our wedding pictures. It was all gone now and all I could hope for, all I could get, was this one, fiery hot squirt of pleasure from the love of my life.

Brandy gasped in shock as she saw the streams of cum shooting from my cock. She pointed my spurting penis away from her and the streams splashed across my stomach and chest. I felt a hot splatter, like tears, hit my chin. I came so much, giving all of my seed to my wife one last time.

Brandy moaned as Kurt began fucking her again. He hammered into her body. My cock dribbled out the last of its tears as Brandy fell forward onto me. She was driven into my lap by Kurt's savage thrusts. I laid there, spent and lifeless, my body twitching as Brandy screamed into my chest.

I felt her orgasm. Her cries of pleasure were muffled as she bit through my shirt and into my shoulder.

"Good boy, Miles,” Kurt said, his handsome, cool grin burning me up inside. "Now it's my turn. I'm going to take her now. You ready? You ready to lose her?"

I said nothing, just watched as Kurt's eyes closed and he bent back his head and howled at the ceiling. That howl was painful. It forced its way into my soul. I stopped breathing as Kurt emptied his cum deep inside Brandy's defenseless womb. She clung to me as she always had, for support, for love, but her body and her mind were all Kurt's.

Kurt fell forward on top of her and both of their bodies came to rest on me. Kurt kissed Brandy's ear, nibbling at her while she smiled and cooed at him. The sight of that tender need drove the final stake into my heart.

"You're mine now." Kurt murmured softly, to my wife. "All mine."

Brandy smiled, completely lost in the feeling of lust and adoration.

"Yes." Her voice was a loving whisper. "Yes."

***

The next few moments were a blur. My lust extinguished, the pain flooded back like blood to an open wound.

Kurt lifted himself off of Brandy and she finally raised her head. The haze of desire had cleared from her eyes.

"I'm sorry, Miles." She said.  "I'm so, so sorry."

She reached forward to touch my cheek and I saw the regret in her eyes. Kurt’s hand flashed out and caught her by the wrist.

"You don't need to apologize." Kurt said. He hooked a strong hand under Brandy's arm and lifted her to her feet. "Miles understands, don't you Miles? You know she wants me more than she needs you."

I said nothing. I wanted Brandy to deny it. I wanted her to free herself from Kurt's grasp, but she was weak from her orgasm. She could only lean against Kurt and whimper.

Kurt took that as acceptance. He picked my wife up like she was a child and cradled her gently in his arms. She looked away from me and nuzzled her face into Kurt's bare chest. Kurt chuckled softly and carried her back to our bed. Or what used to be our bed.

Kurt had claimed that for himself, too.

I listened to them for a while, whispering  to each other. Brandy was crying again, but she didn't leave Kurt's arms. Kurt comforted her with his low, seductive voice.

I couldn't stand it anymore. I pulled my pants up, feeling the wet stickiness of cum on my belly. I didn't care.

I was numb, dead. I walked out the door and down the steps. I crunched through the shattered remains of the pictures in the front hall. The broken remains of my life. I left my house, stumbled to the car. I didn't know where I was going or where I'd end up. I just knew there was no road that could lead me back home.


Epilogue

"How are you doing?"

Karen stood in the small kitchenette and looked at me over a cup of coffee.

I'd been surprised when Karen had shown up at my apartment. I had assumed, after all that had happened, she would fade away from my life once I left Brock Advertising.

But, Karen had been there for me. She'd called in to check on me when I thought I had no friends left in the world. I appreciated that.

"Fine," I said, and I was surprised to actually feel it. I took a sip of coffee and felt the normal tension in my chest ease. "I am, actually, fine."

"Good." Karen looked around the apartment.

It was sparse. I still had boxes left to unpack. Everything I took out reminded me of Brandy and when I thought of Brandy, my thoughts became confused.

"So," Karen said, lifting a box from the floor and setting it on the counter, "this is what a girl has to do to get invited up to your apartment, huh?"

I looked down at the box. It was all my stuff from work. A signed St. Louis Cardinals baseball, my blue Swingline stapler.

And, right there, peeking out over the top of my desk caddy, was Brandy's face frozen in happy beauty.

"I...I didn't know what you wanted," Karen said when she caught me staring at the photo. "I just grabbed everything."

"It's fine." I tore my eyes away from the picture, but I could still feel Brandy's dark eyes on me.

Karen nervously brushed back a strand of her red hair. Her eyes were big, wide and worried behind her glasses.

"So." I said as casually as I could. "How...how are things?"

Karen stared at me, a slight frown on her face, as if trying to decide what to tell me.

"Well, you know Bad Wolf left.” 

I nodded. Shortly after I'd left, Ron Wiley called me. He offered to hire me as a marketing consultant. Somehow, he'd heard what happened and wanted my help transferring the ad campaign. I told him I'd think about it. Right now, I was working for Rod part-time and, in the time I had left I was doing what I'd always wanted to do. Writing my novel.

"How does Kurt feel about that?" I said. I couldn't help but smile.

"He's livid." Karen laughed. "He's threatening lawsuits and all kinds of things."

"Rod will eat him alive."

"Oh, I know,' Karen said, chuckling. "Kurt isn't half as scary as he thinks he is."

I felt a ghost of the pain in my jaw and stomach where Kurt had hit me. I remembered the look of lust and rage in his eyes. He could be scary if he wanted to be.

"I'm sorry, Miles." Karen reached out and squeezed my hand. The small touch, after so long without one, made me tingle.

"It's okay." I breathed deeply. "How's Brandy?"

Karen snorted. It was no secret between us that Karen did not like my soon-to-be ex-wife. In fact, her hatred of her had always been there. At first, I thought it was jealousy over Kurt, but I was beginning to see it was something else.

"She's fat!" Karen spat. “Big as a fucking barn!"

Brandy was pregnant. It was a surreal thought. It could actually be my child, the timing was right. Still, a part of me knew it wasn't mine. Just like my wife, Kurt had taken that too.

"I'll bet she still looks beautiful," I said softly.

"Yes," Karen said reluctantly, then under her breath, "bitch!"

Brandy had tried to call me. To apologize. She'd left me long, tearful messages saying how sorry she was. How she didn't understand what happened. She said she wanted to work it out.

I never called her back. Not out of rage, even though there was plenty of that. No. It was fear. Fear that when I heard her voice I would take her back. And, if I took her back I would never be able to forget. I wouldn't want to forget.

Every night I woke up from feverish dreams. I would remember her, under Kurt, screaming his name. I would touch myself and, filled with shame and self-loathing, I would jerk myself off.

I was afraid of my own desires, but most of all, I was afraid to lose her again. I was afraid of that day when she wouldn't want me. At least this way, I could pretend that there was still a part of her that needed me. It was the last ounce of self-respect I had and I clung to it like a life preserver.

"Damn it!" Karen brushed my arm with her nails. Her nail polish was a deep purple. It was pretty. "I shouldn't have said anything."

"No," I said and placed my hand over hers. It was warm. "I asked, didn't I? It's not your fault. None of it."

She wanted to say something else, I could see it. Something comforting, something happy, but she couldn't think of the words.

"Well," I said, a hitch in my throat, “you probably need to get back to the office. No one will know what to do without you."

"Yeah," she said with a sad smile. "They're all pretty helpless without me."

I walked her to the door. As she moved out into the hall, she stopped and turned.

"Miles?" she said. "You know, if you ever need to...talk, I'm here right?"

I looked at her wide green eyes looking up at me. They were pretty and sad, but there was a kind of hope there, too.

I suddenly understood. Karen wasn't jealous of Brandy because of Kurt. She was jealous of Brandy because she liked me.

Me? Really?

I didn't know how I felt about that.

"I know, Karen," I said. "Thank you."

"Maybe...maybe we can get coffee sometime?" she said, that note of hope creeping into her voice. "You know, get you out of the house?"

I thought about it. Was I ready for that? No, I wasn't ready for anything except hunkering down and forgetting about my wife. I didn't want to hurt Karen though. She was sweet and kind.

And cute.

"Sure," I said, and then added, “maybe. After a little while?"

Karen's face broke out into a wide grin so wide I saw she had the cutest dimples. If I'd had any doubts about her feelings, they disappeared when she gripped the front of my shirt, pulled herself up to her toes and kissed my cheek.

"Sure," She said and her cheeks were red with embarrassment. "Sure. Call me? When you're ready?"

"Yes, I'll do that."

I watched her walk away from me. I wondered if I'd ever call her. It was so surreal. Did she really like me?

How could she like me when I didn't even like myself?

I walked back into the kitchen and saw the box of my work remains on the counter. Without thinking I picked up the photo. The happy couple.

My cock began to harden as I stared at Brandy's face, remembering that face inches from mine, crying out in pleasure. I felt the tears too, but my cock was more insistent. I dropped the picture on the counter and scooped up my phone.

I practically ran to the bedroom. I was already scrolling through my files as I laid down on my small, thin bed. I found the file I wanted and hit play.

Brandy's face came into view, wet and glowing.

"Hi Miles." She giggled. "I'm here with Kurt."

I pushed down my pants and began to stroke myself as I watched Kurt once again take my wife. I let the shame go as I concentrated on my cock. I came when Brandy came.

I fell back against the sheets and, just for a moment, I was calm. Nothing else mattered.

I still had a small piece of my wife. An unexpected gift from the bastard who had stolen her from me.

And, for now, that was enough.


Miles's story will continue in…

Claiming Karen

Coming in Summer 2020!



The Wrong Brother

A Bully Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

All 4 books in one complete volume!

The Wrong Brother: The Complete Series!

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

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

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

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

Find out in the complete Wrong Brother Series. This includes all 4 books for over 57,000 words of cheating, betrayal and cuckolding humiliation.

What readers have said about The Wrong Brother series:

The Wrong Brother: Part 1

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

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

The Wrong Brother: Part 2

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

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

The Wrong Brother: Part 3

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

Delicious. A five star book…” - Goodreads

The Wrong Brother: Part 4

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

The Game

A Taboo Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

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

Pete and I have been married for seven years and the fire that used to burn hot between us has dwindled to smoldering embers.

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

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

And I love to tease him.

Try out the Game Series today! Part 1 is just 99 cents! Check it out here.

Or you can get the The Game: The Complete Series here for just $3.99!

Taken While Hubby Watches Series

An Interracial Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

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

Taken by the Jock

Taken by the Ex

Taken by the Rival

Get the entire Taken While Hubby Watches bundle!

Taken While Hubby Watches complete bundle!

Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales

A Fantasy Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

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

One Last Wish

The Fairest of Them All

All Grown Up

Or get the whole collection for one low price!

Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales: The Complete Collection

Holiday Cuckold Collection

An Interracial Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

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

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

Black Friday

I’m Dreaming of a Black Christmas

Valentine’s are Black

Get the whole collection at one low price!

Holiday Cuckold Collection

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