
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming Brandy/Karen: 8 Book Bundle

Manus Dare

Published by Manus Dare, 2021.


This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

CLAIMING BRANDY/KAREN: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

First edition. December 14, 2021.

Copyright © 2021 Manus Dare.

Written by Manus Dare.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Claiming Brandy/Karen: 8 Book Bundle

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Miles

Brandy

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Epilogue

Miles

Miles

Karen

Karen

Karen

Karen

Karen

Miles

Miles

Karen

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Karen

Miles

Karen

Karen

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen

Karen

Miles

Karen

Karen

Karen

Miles

Karen

Miles

Epilogue

Read on for the all-new Alternate Ending

Miles

Karen

Miles

Karen


Claiming Brandy




Part 1


Miles


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

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

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

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

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

Those days, however, seemed so long ago.

“Miles?”

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

“Yes, Karen?” I sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I took a deep breath to quiet my boiling stomach and let Brandy’s smile fortify me. Then, I snatched my laptop off the desk and hurried to a meeting for which I was already late.

[image: ]

THE ‘WEEKLY ROUNDUP’ as Kurt liked to call his little meetings, was an opportunity to see what all of the agents at Brock Advertising were doing on their various accounts. In the old days, when Howard Brock ran the company, the roundups were fun places where executives were encouraged to bounce ideas off of each other, to riff and play, and to come up with the best direction for an ad campaign to take.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry, I’m late,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was also my account.

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

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

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

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

“Old?” Jared piped in with a chuckle.

“No, that’s not it. Pete?”

“Outdated?” Pete tittered, like a schoolgirl

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looked directly at me.

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

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

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

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

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


Brandy


“Ow, shit!”

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

“Are you alright?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A credenza,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“That would look great in our house.”

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

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

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

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

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

“You sure you’re alright?”

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

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

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

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

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

I needed my husband.

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

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

Miles looked at me and smiled.

“Yeah.” He nodded his head sadly and my heart went out to him. “That bad.”

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

“Want to talk about it?” I asked.

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

“You want some dinner?”

He smiled again, that same sad smile.

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

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

"You know what I want?" he asked and looked up at me with those sad, sad eyes.

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

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

“I'd like to get drunk and mess around.”

"Really?” I laughed.

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

"Oh yeah," He smiled.

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

"Well, then," I said shaking the bottle so he could hear the gin slosh. "How about another drink?"

[image: ]

“THAT’S IT, MILES! I need it so bad!”

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

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

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

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

I was close, so close.

“Yes, baby! Yes! Do it!”

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

“No! Goddamn it!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No," he said bitterly. “It’s not you.”

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

“Is it work?” I asked.

“I don’t want to talk about it," he said.

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

“It won’t help.”

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

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

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

“I’m sorry.” He sighed again.

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

“Is it Kurt?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It doesn’t matter," he said. “Kurt Brock just doesn't like me.”

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted a family.

“I suppose you’re right.” He sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was at least worth a shot.

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

“Don’t worry, baby," I said and stroked his hair as his breathing deepened and his eyes closed. “Everything’s going to be alright.”

[image: ]

THE NEXT DAY, I SET about resolving matters on my own. I knew that Miles wouldn’t appreciate the meddling, but I also knew that my poor husband could not keep going like this for much longer. I had known Miles for a long time and I had never seen him this depressed. If a call to Kurt could help, how could I not try?

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

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

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

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

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

When I came out, Kurt was there.

“Hey, there," he said, leaning casually against the wall.

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

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

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

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

“What? Jealous?” He laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just like me. I thought.

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

“Excuse me, Kurt?”

A crisp, cool voice snapped me back to reality. Kurt stood up as I pushed away from him.

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

“Time to make a speech to the troops.”

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

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

“Maybe next time," he said, and then he was gone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Brock Advertising. Kurt Brock’s office.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you.”

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

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

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

“I want to talk about Miles," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sighed.

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

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

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

I was speechless. Lunch?

“Oh! I... uh... I don’t know," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not a date.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So, would you like a drink?”

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

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

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

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

His choice of liquor was not lost on me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kurt smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

“Better than your husband, huh?”

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

“Miles is doing fine. He works hard.”

Kurt laughed and took another sip of brandy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We really need that account.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And I suppose that’s you?”

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

“Yes," he said simply. “I am. And...”

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

“I can prove it.”

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

A Plaza room key card.

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

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

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

He slid his brandy across the table.

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

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

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

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

I looked down at the drink.

Brandy, just like me. I thought.

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

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


Miles


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maybe Kurt was right, maybe I was getting old.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh hi, Miles," she said and her smile slipped a little.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Brandy


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fine," he said. “I like a challenge.”

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

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

It just wasn't in him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yes! God yes! It is so much bigger!

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

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

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

The urge to suck it.

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

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

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

“Oh, God!” I moaned.

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

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

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

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

“Yes,"  I said. “You’re bigger than Miles,"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re mine now, Brandy," he said.

“No," I whined. “I love Miles.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was going to lose.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kurt had other plans.

“Wait! What are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me you want me," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look beautiful," he murmured and, to my surprise, bent down and kissed me.

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

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

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

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

My husband.

Kurt smiled down at me smugly.

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

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

“I want you to taste me when you kiss your husband tonight," he said.

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


Miles


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

He paused, searching for the right word.

“... push. Know what I mean?”

“Sure," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Brandy


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here," I laughed. “Let me do that.”

Miles turned and gifted me with a huge smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You could say that," Miles said.

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

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

“What?” I said.

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

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

“What about Tyler?”

He smiled.

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

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

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

“That’s... that’s great!” I said.

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

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

Did that afternoon of blackmail and sex mean nothing?

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

“Travel?”

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

“How much travel?” I asked.

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

“So much?”

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

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

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

“I know," he said. “I’ll miss you too.

I swallowed my tears and managed to smile.

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

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

“Miles?” I said and he smiled.

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

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

Suddenly, he pulled back, his face perplexed.

“You smell different," he said and I stopped rubbing his cock.

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

“Smells good," he murmured and gave my neck a small bite that made me jump.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh god!” I said. “I’m sorry!”

“OK," Miles panted and worked my jeans down my legs. “S’OK. OK, OK, OK.”

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

“Shit!”

I giggled. I couldn’t help it!

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

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

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

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

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

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

Stop thinking of Kurt!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Almost there. Almost there!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good," he said, happily. “That’s good.”

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

You are a terrible wife. I said to myself. 

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

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

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

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

You’re mine now.

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

I was his right now.

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

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

“Brandy?”

I said nothing. I held my hand over my mouth as Miles rolled over and his arm flopped over my breasts. I was trapped, the juices from my pussy leaking into the sheets.

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

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

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


Part 2


Miles


For the first time in a long time, my life was firing on all cylinders. I know it's crazy to think that a simple promotion at work could do that, but the mind and body are a funny thing. That connection is so close that when something happens to your mind the body can't help but respond.

My success at work made me feel more confident than I had felt for a year. The confidence fed my fragile ego and I found myself appreciating all aspects of my life. My house was a home. My office was no longer a prison.

And my wife was the sexiest creature on the planet.

The sex those first few weeks after my promotion was phenomenal. I had no trouble getting hard and I wasn't afraid of showing Brandy. I wanted her all the time. In the living room, in the car, in our bed. Anywhere she would have me. Just like when we first met.

Brandy, for her part, was game. The first few times were as awkward and disappointing as the night I'd gotten the promotion. But soon we got back into the rhythm of regular sex and we were both happy as far as I could tell.

The sex had been even more insistent in the last few days. I was leaving for my first Seattle trip the next morning and I felt like a soldier about to leave for war. I would be away from Brandy for a whole week.

I almost couldn't bear to be parted from her, especially with our newfound sexual attraction. But, I knew that part of the confidence I felt was because of my job. I needed to do well, to prove to Brandy I was still the man she had married. That I still deserved to be with her.

Brandy responded to my advances in her own, good-natured way. She always seemed pleasantly surprised by my attempts as if she just couldn't believe I wanted her.

How could I not want her? She was gorgeous. Full-figured, with round, lush curves that begged to be grabbed, spanked, devoured. Her dark hair fell down over her shoulders, wavy and sleek. I loved the way the black strands would fall in front of her dark eyes as she rode me to orgasm. Her smile was cute and sexy and would so often curl up into a mocking grin that drove me insane.

She was perfect, even in an old pair of jeans and a t-shirt, which is how I found her when I came home. She was bent over the counter in the kitchen, cutting vegetables for stir fry. I could see a glass of white wine on the counter. I noticed that she had taken to drinking a bit more than usual, but it didn't worry me. When she drank, it made her feel sexy and uninhibited. I knew, after a few glasses of wine, we would always have sex.

Just like the good old days.

So, I slid up behind her and squeezed her, pushing my crotch against the round swell of her ass. She giggled pleasantly and turned her head to look at me.

“Hey you," she said and I kissed her. She tasted of wine and spices. Her tongue slid across my lips, a sign of acceptance.

“Hey you,"  I said and kissed her deeper, harder, already wanting her. “I've been thinking about you all day.”

“Really?”  she said with disingenuous innocence.

What had I done to this poor woman over the last year? What happened that she seemed constantly surprised by my affection?

I knew the answer. I had withdrawn from her, ignored her in a lot of ways. Part of me had even become resentful of her attempts at love as if she was trying to hurt me by calling attention to my own inadequacy. I had shut down completely. In the depths of my depression, I hadn't seen it.

I meant to make up for it now.

“Let me show you how much.”  I murmured and kissed her neck.

“Miles," she moaned as I slid down her body, running my hands over the round swell of her bottom. “Miles, I'm making supper.”

“Don't worry," I said. "Keep working. You won't even notice I'm here.”

She chuckled as I knelt behind her, rubbing her ass through her jeans. My mouth was dry, but my cock was rock hard. My new sex drive was a little daunting and I always expected Brandy to say no, to stop me. She never did and I could only conclude that she was as excited as I was.

So, I tugged at her jeans, encouraged by the wiggle of her hips as I slid them down over her ass. I was surprised by the very skimpy, red underwear she was wearing. It was tight around her hips and the red strap disappeared between the fleshy hills of her buttocks. I laughed.

“When did you get these?”

“You like?” She turned and looked down at me. “I got them for later. You know, as a going-away present."

“Yeah?” I said. “Just for me?”

“Always,"  she said and she wiggled her ass in my face, teasing me with the jiggling, hot flesh.

I had never tried this before, eating her out from behind. I'd never had the confidence. But now, I wanted to try new things. I wanted to be spontaneous. I never wanted to go back to the boring, old Miles who couldn't get it up.

I pulled the strap of red nothing from my wife's perfect ass and reveled in the fact that this woman had chosen me, only me, to be with forever and always. Not only did she choose me, but she also wanted me. She needed me as much as I needed her. That was something few people found in life and I wasn't going to lose it.

I dove forward, no longer thinking, and drove my face between her cheeks. The smell was hot and sweaty but not dirty. I surrounded myself with her wonderful, warm skin. I dug deep trying to find her pussy. Instead, my tongue found something else. The hot, hard ring of her anus.

“Woah, boy!” Brandy gasped. “That’s the wrong hole, baby.”

“I know," I said, but I had felt a tremble of lust quiver through her body when I touched the sensitive bud of her asshole.

Was I really going to do this? Would she even like it? Something inside of me said yes. I reached forward and slid my fingers into my wife’s wet sex. Brandy moaned and fell forward. I made my move. I slid my tongue between her cheeks and licked her asshole.

“Shit!” Brandy cried and I felt that shiver again. “Shit, Miles! What are you doing?”

I have always loved Brandy’s ass. She complains that it’s too big, but I never listen. I often dream about the flare of those hips, the round, firm swell of her cheeks. The soft, silky feel of her skin against my face. It was right that I do this. I should have done it a long time ago.

I dug my fingers deep into her quivering, wet flesh as I licked and probed at her asshole with my tongue. It was so dirty, but so, so hot.

Brandy was done cursing. Her moans had become guttural grunts of lust. Her ass cheeks tightened against my face and I smothered myself in her, filling my head with her hot, smelly flesh. Her bottom clenched and drew my tongue and nose deeper into her ass.

Brandy’s body trembled. She could barely stand up from the pleasure, but I wanted to do even more. I wanted to give her the best orgasm of her life.

I’m not a porn star, but I’d seen enough movies to know what I needed to do. I spun on my bottom and slid under her. Brandy spread her legs as she realized what I was doing. I looked up at the wet, inflamed flesh of her pussy and I was hungry for her. I pushed my face upwards. My fingers snaked around her backside and I pulled her ass cheeks open. As I attacked her pussy with my mouth, I shoved my finger deep into the tight round bud of her asshole.

“Oh, you dirty bastard!” she spat down at me, "That’s it you little fucker. Just like that!”

I didn’t know where the words came from, I had certainly never heard them before, but I was beyond caring. Brandy was humping my face, using my nose, my mouth, and my tongue to get off. I dug my fingers into her ass and I was fucking her from both ends, making Brandy squeal in ecstasy.

Suddenly, my wife’s body tensed and her hands dug into my scalp. She pulled me even further into her flesh and I was trapped, helpless in her hot, swollen sex.

She burst like ripe fruit against my face. I heard her moan reverberate through her entire body, the juices of her pussy spilling down over my nose, lips, and chin.

Her legs grew weak and I felt a wave of pride go through me. I had done that! I had made my wife weak in her knees! Brandy ground her hips against my face and squeezed out the last drops of lust onto my chin. Finally, she pulled back and allowed me to breathe.

“Holy fuck!” Brandy cried out as she trembled against the counter. “Holy Jesus fuck that was good!”

I drew in a ragged breath and with it the musky, sweaty scent of my wife’s pussy.

“I’m glad you liked it," I said as she backed tentatively away from me.

She smiled down at me and ruffled my hair.

“I loved it," she said as I saw tears of joy in her eyes. “It was so, so good!”

I managed to stand up, my cock throbbing in my pants. It was painful, but I didn’t care about the pain. It had been so long since I had felt a hard-on like this.  I savored the feeling.

As I got to my feet, Brandy pinned me against the counter and kissed me. We shared her lust between us. Through the tangy taste of her juices, I felt the salty taste of her tears.

I must really have made her feel good if she was crying.

We kissed for a while and she finally pulled away from me. I grinned, my face was wet and sticky with her our spit and her cum.

“I’ve never seen you cum like that before," I said.

She reddened and looked away from me. A tear dripped down her cheek.

“Why didn’t you ever do that before?” she asked.

I was shocked for a second. Why hadn’t I done that before? And why wasn’t she looking at me? I lifted her chin so I could stare into her eyes.

“I’m sorry," I said. “I guess I was just scared.”

She looked at me with her wet eyes and my heart went out to her.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yes!” she smiled and kissed me again. “I’m great. I... I’m just going to miss you.”

“I’m going to miss you too," I said and we kissed for awhile. I took ahold of her hand and placed it on the bulge in my pants.

“Well, I’m not gone yet," I said.

“No," she grinned and gave my cock a squeeze. “You are definitely here.”

She took my hand and pulled me away from the uncooked dinner. She looked back at me, her face shining wetly, and led me to our bedroom.


Brandy


Iam a terrible wife. As I led Miles up the stairs to our bedroom still humming form his amazing head, I couldn't help but feel guilty. The same guilt that had been worrying at my heart the last few weeks threatened to rise within me. I pushed it down, intent on keeping my thoughts on Miles, my husband, and far away from that other man. That despicable, horrible man.

Kurt.

Even thinking the name brought up conflicting feelings of shame and lust. I had slept with him just once in an attempt to save Miles from the shame of losing his big account. But, instead of giving Miles his old account, he had given Miles an even more lucrative assignment. An assignment which would take my husband away from me, just when things had begun to heal between us.

For twelve long months, Miles had been unable to perform in bed. I didn't blame him. Not really. The stress of working under Kurt, an often cruel, bullying boss, was putting a lot of pressure on my poor husband. This had culminated in Kurt's threat to take away Miles's biggest account. An account that would mean a loss to our family and Miles’s self-esteem.

So, I had done the unthinkable. I had slept with Miles's boss. Well, ‘slept’ is a poor word for what happened in that hotel room. I had been fucked. Fucked so hard and long I had cum harder than I ever had in my life. The combination of Kurt's firm, hard body and his thick, long cock had unlocked something in me, something that Miles, sweet and loving man that he is, had never been able to do.

And I couldn't forget the way it felt, the way Kurt's body felt against mine, the way he had filled me in a way Miles never could. Most of all, I could not forget the way he had claimed me with his hard, powerful fucking. It was like nothing I had ever experienced.

Even now, with Miles's renewed confidence and sex drive, I still couldn't banish thoughts of Kurt's beautiful cock giving me orgasm after orgasm. I could not forget the memory of my own surrender to another man.

I led my husband to the bedroom and sat down on the bed, pulling him towards me. I wanted more than anything for sex to be the way it had been between us, before the job worries and the stress. I needed my husband to be sweet and loving and gentle, but I also realized I needed so much more. Kurt had awakened a thirst inside I didn’t even know I had and as I worked at the buttons on Miles’s pants, I felt it rising within me like a powerful tidal wave.

“Brandy?” Miles said, a little worried, a little excited, just like he always was when I dared to show him my true sexuality. I knew what worried him. He was afraid that he wouldn’t be able to satisfy my needs, that all of the failed attempts over the past few months would come back to haunt him and his poor cock would shrivel back into lifelessness.

“I just want to give you a little reward," I murmured as I tugged down his pants.

Miles hissed as his cock sprang free.

It’s so much smaller than Kurt’s.

The image of Kurt’s thick, veiny cock flashed through my mind. I pushed down the memory and focused on the lust I felt. Miles had done that in the kitchen. He had surprised me with one of the best rounds of head I had ever gotten in my life. The fact that it was Kurt I was imagining in my mind when I came on my husband’s face made the guilt worse, but it didn't matter. Miles was the one who had given me pleasure.

I needed to focus on that. Focus on our love as I took Miles's thin cock in my hand and stroked it. It was as hard as it had ever been, but even hard it was half the size of Kurt’s thick flesh.

It doesn’t matter. I said to myself. This is your husband. This is the one you love.

I bent forward and took Miles easily in my mouth. Miles moaned. It was not often that I did this for him. It had never interested me before. Unless I played with myself, I had never gotten any pleasure from it and I had always found it messy, dirty and a little bit degrading.

That was before Kurt, of course. Before he had shoved his flesh deep down my throat. Before I let him do the unthinkable and cum all over my face. I could still feel the heat of his seed as he marked me. I had cum with him as his hot load sprayed over me. The degradation brought tears of shame to my eyes, but the humiliation only seemed to fuel my lust... Giving into Kurt had allowed me to feel pleasure in my shame, even though I was cheating on my husband.

Miles. I thought. Focus on Miles!

And I did. I brought my thoughts back to my husband and sucked him deeper, easily taking him to the back of my throat. I felt his groan at the base of his cock.

“Brandy! Oh, baby! If you don’t stop I’m going to... going to...”

His words drowned in a wet gurgle. I sucked harder on his flesh, thrusting him all the way in and holding him there, pulsing and twitching against my tongue. I tasted the sour spurt of precum and I knew he was close. I didn’t care. It didn’t matter to me that Miles would not be able to fuck me. I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I wanted to taste him as I had tasted Kurt.

I reached up to his buttocks. Miles had given me an idea downstairs and I took advantage of that now. As he tensed, I opened up his ass cheeks and I slid a manicured finger around the bud of his anus. Miles gurgled again and jerked. I would have smiled if I could because I knew as I probed his backside and washed his cock with my tongue, he could hold out no longer.

He gave out a strangled cry when I shoved my finger in his asshole. It was easy, a little pop and I was in, pinning my husband between my hot, wet mouth and my finger. MIles’s body bent backwards and he gripped my head for balance.

His cock twitched in my mouth and I readied myself for the blast of cum. His cock throbbed weakly, and his sour seed splashed against the roof of my mouth. It even tasted different than Kurt’s salty, sweet cum, but I held it anyway, proving that I loved my husband by taking all of the lust he had to offer.

It wasn’t much. Not nearly as much as Kurt had given me. The younger man’s orgaasm had seemed to last forever as he fired off blast after blast of thick, hot seed. But, Miles gave me what he could and I was happy when I finally swallowed my husband’s offering and looked up at him with a grin on my face.

Miles gave out a final, pitiful groan and collapsed onto the bed.

"Wow!" he said. "That was..."

"Nice?" I giggled before he could finish and wiped my lips clean with a flourish.

"Awesome!" he said. "I was going to say awesome. I didn't know you had it in you."

I turned away from him, my cheeks burning. What would he think if he knew that I had done the same for his boss? He wouldn't be so happy then.

"I guess we're both full of surprises tonight," I said and turned over, slipping my hand over his cock, tickling it absently. It didn't really matter that he was smaller than Kurt. It wasn't the size that mattered. Love was the important thing. And I loved Miles with all of my heart.

"So..." I said and gripped his softened cock, trying to will the wrinkled pink flesh back to life. "Do you think you might be able to... you know..."

I looked into his eyes and gave him my most pleading look.

"Oh, babe," he said. "I'm sorry. I think you took all of it out of me."

I wonder if Kurt could get hard for me? The traitorous thought snuck up on me and I quickly buried it.

"Besides," he said. "I've still got a lot of work to do tonight. To get ready."

"Of course," I said, keeping the disappointment from my voice. "I understand."

Miles kissed me, on the cheek so as not to taste the cum I had so recently swallowed. I laid back on the bed as he got up and headed to the restroom. I smiled at his cute, skinny buttocks as they disappeared behind the door. I decided I wasn't disappointed. We had both gotten brilliant, hard orgasms from someone we loved. That was enough.

It had to be enough.

I closed my eyes, basking in the warm glow of love for my husband. I knew the guilt and shame would fade away the further I got away from my time with Kurt. Soon enough, our lives would get back on track and everything would be better.

As I lay there feeling peaceful for the first time in weeks, my phone dinged. I picked up my phone absently, thinking it was probably my mother.

When I picked up my phone, my fragile sense of peace shattered.

Miles is leaving soon. The text said. I think we should meet.

My heart stopped and for a minute I forgot to breathe. I didn’t recognize the number, but I knew who it was even before his next message came through.

This is Kurt. I can't stop thinking about you. Tell me when.


Miles


Iwoke up the next morning, with a bittersweet feeling. I was excited about my new job. Hell, I was even excited about the short flight to Seattle. In a way, it made me feel like I was moving up in the world. Taking a private plane. Meeting with new company owners. Talking strategy for my first national campaign, a campaign that millions of people would see. It was one of the greatest moments of my life.

But, it also meant leaving Brandy. We’d been married right out of college, and had never been apart for more than a day at a time. We even had an apartment the last year of college. As I showered and dressed, I began to feel a little spot of homesickness creep into my heart.

When I came back into the bedroom, a towel wrapped around me, Brandy was sitting up in bed, checking her phone. She seemed intent on the screen for a minute, but when she saw me she quickly placed it on the bedside table.

“You can finish," I said as I went to the dresser to pick out my clothes. “I have a little bit of time.”

“It was nothing," she said and smiled sweetly. “Just a text from my mom. I can call her later.”

“OK,” I looked at her in the mirror, saw her give the phone a worried glance.

“You sure everything is alright?” I said.

She smiled.

“Yes.” Then, she pulled up the covers over her breasts and hugged herself with the downy comforter. “I’m just going to miss you, you know?”

I pulled on my pants and shirt.

“I know," I said, trying to sound more cheerful than I was. “But, it’s only for a few days. Then, I’ll be back.”

She slid from underneath the comforter. She had slipped on a silky nightgown last night. It was sheer and clung to her generous curves. It was the one she always wore when she wanted to be intimate and I was happy that she had been wearing it the entire week. It made me feel good that my wife still wanted me, even after months of disappointment. With Brandy’s love, I felt like I could do anything.

“I can’t wait.” She began to button my shirt up for me. “Maybe we can finish what we started last night.”

“I’d like that.”

Both of us had done something new last night. We had both been seeking the other’s pleasure, without thought to our own needs. And we both got what we wanted, even though I wished I could have gotten hard a second time. I would have loved to feel Brandy around me one last time before I left. My cock shifted in my pants as Brandy’s pretty fingers buttoned my buttons and I took in her scent of sweat and musk still lingering from the night before.

She finished buttoning my shirt and I pulled her close. She giggled as she felt my cock get hard against her thigh. If only it had done that last night! I wanted nothing more than to curl back up in bed with her and spend the whole day making love, only rising when we needed something to eat or drink.

Instead, I had to board a plane and head off to Seattle. This Bad Wolf Brew account had given me back my confidence. So, if I wanted to keep a good thing going, I had better suck it up and get on that plane.

“How much time do you have?” Brandy grinned and rubbed her thigh against me.

I groaned.

“Not enough for that," I said and kissed her lightly on the lips.

“Do you at least have time for breakfast?” she said.

“Sure.” I smiled. “I have time for breakfast.”

Brandy threw a robe over her nightgown and I watched as her pretty curves disappeared under the terry cloth. She smiled and gave me a wink, scooped up her phone from the bedside table, and headed into the kitchen.

I took a last look through my baggage, making sure that I had everything I needed for the three days I would be in Seattle. After that, I looked once more around the bedroom. I sighed and picked up my bags and followed my wife out to the kitchen.

When I got there, Brandy had her phone in one hand and a spatula in the other. Her brow was furrowed, a look she got when she was worried.

“You sure everything is alright?” I asked again as I came up behind her.

Brandy hit the button on the side of the phone and the screen went black. She smiled as she flipped the eggs onto a plate.

“It’s nothing,"she said. “Just Mom checking up on us.”

“Yeah?” I said, not entirely convinced as Brandy handed me a plate and a cup of coffee. “Did you tell her the big news?”

“Of course," Brandy said and sat down at the table across from me. “You know the first thing she said, right?”

“What’s that?” I took a sip of the coffee. Strong and bitter, just the way I liked it.

“When am I going to get a grandchild?”

I laughed. Brandy’s Mom had been after us to have kids since the moment we were married. It had been ten years and her mother was going crazy waiting.

I reached across the table and took Brandy’s hand in mine.

“Soon, honey," I said. “I’m sure it will happen soon.”

Brandy smiled back and her phone pinged, indicating a new message. She turned the phone upside down and ignored it.

“You can text her back if you need to," I said.

Brandy squeezed my hand.

“It can wait.”

We shared a nice, tender moment together. We ate our breakfast and I savored the last few minutes before the Lyft arrived. Finally, I couldn’t put it off any longer. I gathered up my bags and headed to the door with Brandy behind me.

We hugged at the door and I took in her scent for the last time, only now noticing that she had gone back to her original shampoo.

“You changed your shampoo again?”

“What?” Brandy said and looked surprised. “Oh, that? Yeah, I decided it wasn’t for me.”

“Oh, I kind of liked it.”

She hugged me tight and I knew she didn’t want to talk about shampoo. When she pulled back, her dark eyes were wet.

“Hey,” I said. “It’s only going to be a couple of days, remember?”

“I know," she said and dashed a tear from her eye. “I’m just going to miss you.”

“Me too," I said. “But, I’ll call as soon as I get in and let you know how everything is going. OK?”

I tilted her chin up so she could look at me.

“OK," she said and she kissed me.

I let the kiss linger, relishing the closeness of my wife and the feel of her lips on mine. Her phone pinged again and I drew back, laughing.

“You’d better text her back, or she’ll just drive you nuts.”

“I know," Brandy said and put her hand into the pocket of her robe where she kept her phone. “I love you, Miles.”

“I love you too," I said.

I gave her one more quick kiss and opened the door. When I got to the Lyft I turned back to wave goodbye, but Brandy already had her phone in her hand and didn’t notice. I stood there and watched as she turned and the door closed silently behind her.


Brandy


Would you stop texting me!

I was still typing the text when the door shut behind me. After I typed in the message, I turned around and looked at the door. I went to the window next to the door and pulled back the curtain, but the Lyft was already driving away with Miles inside. I felt angry and ashamed that I had let Kurt’s text distract me from saying goodbye to my husband.

The phone pinged in my hand. The first thing I did was shut off the stupid ringer. I should have done that this morning. Every time the goddamn thing went off I felt another stab of guilt. Kurt was sending me texts even as my husband kissed me goodbye.

I just want to see you. The next text said.

I knew what that meant. He didn't just want to see me. He wanted to fuck me again. I knew it, and even as I thought of it I was getting wet. Damn! My body had never betrayed me like this.

The truth was I couldn't stop thinking about Kurt, about his sculpted body and his beautiful, thick cock. He was built for sex and my body wanted him even if my mind knew that it was wrong. So wrong. But, I had gotten a taste of what he could offer and I knew I couldn't trust myself to see him again alone.

And that's what I was. Alone. Miles was already on his way to Seattle and I wouldn't see him for three days. Just when our sex life had begun to heal, he had to leave again. I knew it wasn't his fault. In fact, it was Kurt's fault. Kurt was the one who had engineered Miles’s new account. An account that would take him far away from me and leave me with nothing but my thoughts and my desires.

Leave me alone! I texted back to Kurt. I don't want to see you.

I went back to the kitchen and plopped into the chair. I was breathing heavily as I willed my body to relax.

But, I couldn't relax, because the next minute, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I jumped, the vibrations causing a tremor to ripple through my already overwrought nerves.

Reluctantly, I picked up the phone. I expected another request to meet. I looked at the screen and nearly dropped it.

It wasn't a text. It was a picture.

I gasped. Kurt was standing tall and proud in front of a mirror, absolutely naked. I had seen him naked before, but that had been mixed up with rough, hard sex. That day had been about touching, exploring, penetrating. I hadn't been in a position to really look.

Now, here he was, on my phone, frozen in all of his magnificent glory. The lovely muscles I had run my hands over were on full display. The sight of his sculpted form, so much hotter and harder than Miles, made my mouth dry and my pussy wet.

And that was before I focused on the muscle between his legs. It was limp, but still huge, hanging halfway down his thigh like a sleeping anaconda.

How did that fit inside me?

It was the first thought that flashed through my mind followed quickly by the memories of it actually inside of me, stretching me and battering me in places that my husband could never reach.

I should have deleted the picture immediately. I should have trashed the whole conversation and blocked Kurt's number right then and there.

But, I couldn't look away. I sat there, my panties now definitely soaked. Before I knew what I was doing I slid a hand down my body. I rubbed my breast through my silky nightgown and found a hard  nipple. I bit my lower lip and moaned. My eyes focused on Kurt's proud smile, his strong jaw, the heavy muscles running down, down, down his body. I let myself gaze at his cock and remember the pleasure it gave me. My hand slid under the hem of my nightie.

"Oh shit!" I hissed to myself as I felt how hot I was. I pushed my fingers under the waistband of my panties and felt my flesh gush with juices around the tips. I was so wet! As wet as I had been the night before when Miles had worshipped me with his mouth and hands. Maybe even wetter. The thoughts made my cheeks flush with shame, but that didn't stop me from probing deeper until I found the sensitive, inflamed bud of my clit.

My back straightened in the chair as I diddled my pussy. My hand trembled, but I kept the picture of Kurt in front of me, focused on his magnificent body as I worked my fevered pussy to the edge of orgasm.

My phone vibrated. I almost dropped it. Kurt's picture shifted up, his face disappearing, but leaving his glorious cock still exposed. Under the picture another text appeared.

What's the matter? You don't like the pic?

The reality of what I was doing landed on me like a ton of bricks. I let out a howl of frustration as the guilt and shame poured back into me, forcing the orgasm away.

"Fuck! Jesus, fuck!" I grunted as I furiously worked my clit only to have the pleasure slip further away under a mountain of emotions.

No.

I typed back, furious that Kurt had destroyed my fantasy.

Come on. I know you've been thinking of me.

I gritted my teeth.

No. Stop texting.

I sat back in the chair, breathing heavily. I looked at my phone checking to see if Kurt was typing. He wasn't. I placed the phone on the table and sighed. Maybe he had taken no for an answer.

I should have known better.

The phone buzzed, still in vibrate mode, and I hesitated before picking it up. I should have ignored it. Again, I should have blocked his number. There were lots of things I should have done. Picking up the phone and looking at the text was definitely not one of them.

Did you get the flowers?

What the hell are you talking about? I typed back angrily punching the screen of my phone with the pad of my thumb.

That's when the doorbell rang.

I looked up from my phone, my heart hammering.

No way! I thought. No way! No way!

I got up slowly and stumbled towards the door, tying my robe around my nightie. There was no way that Kurt was here. That was crazy. And why the hell was my heart hammering at the prospect of seeing him again?

I pulled aside the curtain, peering out on the stoop. My breathing eased a little. It wasn’t Kurt. It was a delivery man in some sort of yellow outfit. In his arms was an enormous bouquet of flowers.

I looked past the delivery guy to the street and saw a large, yellow van with vines and flowers painted on the side. The words Springtime Flowers were nestled among the vines in big, green letters.

“What the hell?” I muttered to myself and finally opened the door.

“Hello!” The delivery guy said. He was a young kid with longish red hair stuffed under a yellow cap with Springtime Flowers printed on the front. “Are you...”

He looked down at the card on the side of the bouquet.

“Brandy McCabe?”

“Uh...” I held my robe tightly around me. I looked at the flowers. They weren’t roses, thank god, but the display was beautiful. It was yellow, my favorite color, done up with a collection of posies, tulips and my favorite, sunflowers. “Um... yes, that’s me.”

I couldn’t believe this was from Kurt. How would he know what kind of flowers I liked, or that my favorite color was yellow? While the thought was fluttering through my brain, the kid waited with the large bush of flowers.

“Excuse me, Miss," he said deferentially. “Would it be all right if I set these down?”

“What?” I said absently, then looked at him hopping from foot to foot in anxious silence. “Oh yes! Of course. Bring them through here.”

I led him into the entryway.

“Watch out for the the...” I started to say just before the kid barked his hip on the wooden table. “... credenza.”

“Sorry," the kid mumbled.

“That’s alright. I should have warned you," I said, but my mind was a flood of thoughts. Of Kurt, of Miles. Of bright yellow sunflowers.

I led him into the dining room and looked around absently. The bouquet was too big to fit anywhere else but the table. I quickly removed a handcrafted wooden bowl that Miles had gotten me for my birthday and motioned to the delivery guy.

“Right here would be great," I said.

And, when he put them down at the center of the table, they did look great. They lit up the whole room like a little basket of sunshine. I couldn’t help but smile, even though I knew who the flowers were from.

“Thank you, Miss," the young man said and actually tipped his cap to me in an odd, old world gesture. “I’ll be going now.”

“Of course," I said, still flustered. As the young man moved towards the front door I stopped him.

“Wait! Let me get you a tip!”

“All taken care of, Miss," he said and winked at me. “Your man was very generous.”

He tipped his cap again and left, closing the door softly behind him.

I stood for awhile and looked at the door as if expecting the young man to come back and explain what was going on.

Your man? I thought.

Could Miles have sent the flowers? Well, then, how in the hell would Kurt know about them?

The only thing left to do was read the card. My hand shook as I plucked the white paper from the fuzzy, green stalks.

Congratulations on your success! I look forward to working with you in the future!

-Kurt

Fuck! I thought.

The card and the flowers could easily be interpreted as a gift to Miles, a boost to his ego to help keep his spirits up with his new account. But, I could read between the lines. The choice of flowers, my name on the card, even the message were meant for me. Kurt was telling me I had done a good job when I had slept with him and he looked forward to doing it again.

Fuck. I thought again, wondering if I should just throw away the flowers when my phone buzzed.

Turn off the phone!

Instead, I swallowed and looked at the screen. , expected to see Kurt’s number. Instead, I saw My face and Miles smiling faces. It was a cute selfie pic I used as Miles's profile picture. I swiped to accept his call.

“Miles?” I said, bewildered.

“Yep," he said. “Just about ready to get on the plane and wanted to call. Did you get the flowers?”

I nearly dropped the phone.

“What?” I said. “You knew?”

“Of course I knew!” he said brightly. “Kurt thought it’d be nice to get us a gift. I suggested the flowers. You like them?”

I reached out and stroked the bright, yellow petals of the nearest sunflower.

“Yes," I said softly. “I love them.”

“I thought it was a nice gesture, especially with all the hell he’s put me through. Did he get the sunflowers?”

“Yes," I said again. “Was that your suggestion?”

“Yes, well, sort of," Miles said. “Kurt asked me what kind of flowers you liked so I told him. Where’d you put them?”

“On the dining room table," I said, numbly. So, Miles had been the one to tell Kurt my favorite flower. The information felt like a violation, even though it wasn’t some big secret. Still, to make my husband complicit in Kurt’s machinations felt wrong.

“I bet they look great!” Miles said. “Send me a picture?”

“O... OK," I said. “I will when I get off the phone.”

“Awesome!” he said. “God, I miss you already.”

“I miss you too, babe," I said and I felt my eyes grow misty.

“Well, look," he said. “I have to get on the plane. I’ll call you when I get done with my meetings, alright?”

“Ok," I said.

“I love you, Brandy.”

“I love you, too," I said.

Miles disconnected the call and I was left alone again, staring at the flowers my husband had helped his boss pick out for me. What was going on in Kurt’s mind? Why go through all this trouble? He’d gotten what he wanted. He’d had me in the most intimate, humiliating way possible. If that was all he wanted he certainly didn’t need to send me flowers.

My phone vibrated in my hand like a rattlesnake.

So, do you like them? Kurt’s text said.

I thought about telling him to fuck off. I thought again about blocking him. I should have done both. But, he was still Miles’s boss and he could still make my husband’s life hell.

Besides, I did like the flowers. I liked that he had gone through the trouble, even though he must know that I wouldn’t sleep with him again. It was just not going to happen.

I sat at the table and gazed at the flowers. I wasn’t going to throw them away. I was going to keep them as a reminder of my mistake and how it would never happen again.

Yes. I finally texted him back. They are beautiful.

I knew it! Kurt texted back. Miles helped me pick them out.

He sent me a winking smiley face.

I know. I texted. He just called.

He did? What a good husband.

I could feel the sarcasm through the phone.

So, how about lunch?

I stared at the screen. The nerve on this bastard! Did he really think I was going to let him take me to lunch?

No. I texted back. No way in hell.

The phone was blissfully silent for a moment, but I could see Kurt was typing. I found myself waiting for the response. Despite the sheer wrongness of this whole conversation, I was excited by the game of cat and mouse. Texting was an innocent way to pass the time. I didn't have to talk to the man. I just had to punch some buttons into the phone. It was safe.

And, if I wanted a look, all I had to do was scroll up and gaze at the gorgeous man himself. His ripped body, his thick legs and the long cock that had given me so much pleasure.

Why do you have to be so gorgeous? I asked myself.

The phone pinged again, just as I was losing myself in another fantasy.

Too late. It said.

What did that mean, too late?

I was just about to text when the doorbell rang again.

Oh shit. I thought. What now?
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ANOTHER DELIVERY PERSON was standing at the door. He was older than the flower guy, with long hair held in place by a red Grubster hat. In his hands he was carrying a bag with a Grubster logo on the side.

“Hello, is this the McCabe residence?”

“Y... yes," I said and looked again at the bag. I recognized it as the thermal bags that food delivery services used when they picked up food from local restaurants.

“I have food from Le Rouge," he said and began to open the bag.

“Really?” Miles and I had been to Le Rouge once, on my birthday two years before. I remembered loving the food.

I also remember the price tag.

“Yep.” He checked his ticket. “Looks like it’s already paid for up front. I guess someone really wanted you to have a nice lunch.”

I reddened. Goddamn that Kurt! Not only had he invaded my home with flowers, now he was pushing expensive food at me. At least he wasn’t delivering the damn food himself. That’s all I needed.

The delivery boy looked at me awkwardly, just like the flower guy while I wondered if I should accept the food. By accepting it, was I accepting Kurt’s advances?

In the end, simple courtesy got the better of me. I didn’t want to hurt the kid’s feelings by refusing the food. Nor did I want to explain my rejection. Instead, the path of least resistance was just to accept it.

“OK," I said. “That seems very nice.”

The young man smiled and began pulling tasteful black packages from the bag, each one stamped with the name Le Rouge in flowing script. I took each one until my arms were full of food.

“Th... Thanks," I said, then added. “You want to wait for a tip?”

He looked down at the ticket again.

“No need. It’s already been added.”

Of course it had. Kurt had taken care of everything. I was beginning to understand that Kurt was the kind of man who never let details slip when it came to women. It was probably one of the reasons that he had a new girl on his arm every week.

He’s also built like a greek god! Don’t forget that!

How could I forget when I had a picture of the god himself on my phone?

I wandered back to the dining room table, the food warm in my arms. I couldn’t believe the attention Kurt was lavishing upon me. Why the full court press? I had assumed the rendezvous at the Plaza had been Kurt’s way of hurting my husband. His way to prove that he could have what he wanted, when he wanted, even if it was his employee’s wife.

But this? This was excessive. I laid out the boxes and opened up each one and the delectable smell of French cooking filled the dining room. There were mushrooms sauteed in oil and garlic, seared chicken in a hearty red sauce, and a beautiful, multi-colored ratatouille as a side dish.

I stood there looking down at all that food, shocked into paralysis.

That’s when the doorbell rang again.

What now? I thought as I stomped down the hall.

This was too much. The flowers, the food, the texts. I didn’t know how much more I could take. I was flattered, but I was also angry as I pulled open the door, expecting to see yet another delivery person standing outside the door.

Instead, it was Kurt, a bottle of wine his hands. He grinned down at me and my knees wobbled.

Shit, shit, shit.

The word repeated itself over and over in my mind. Kurt stood there, enjoying my shock and surprise.

“So,” he said. “Ready to eat?”
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“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” I cried.

"What?" he said, grinning. "I’m hungry."

"That's bullshit and you know it!" I shouted.

"Brandy," Kurt said, his voice smooth and calm. "Are you sure you want to be screaming like this?"

He looked around at the houses next door.

"What will the neighbors think?" He looked down at me and only then did I realize that I was still in my robe with nothing but a thin nightie on underneath. I gripped the edges and pulled it closed.

"I don't give a fuck!" I yelled, even though I knew how bad it looked.

"OK, OK," Kurt said and held up his hands in a calming gesture. One still held the wine which I noticed, looked expensive. "I get it. You're mad."

"Damn right I am!" I said but his acknowledgement of my feelings took away some of the anger, leaving me free to feel the ridiculousness of my situation.

"Look," he said and glanced nervously at the neighbors' doors. "I'm sorry, alright? I know I went too far. I just want lunch. Ok?"

I suddenly realized that Kurt was embarrassed too. The great flatterer, the healthy specimen of male virility, the hot ass wooer of women was actually embarrassed? I gave him my most evil smile.

"Lunch, really?" I said. "We both know how that worked out last time."

"Yeah." He smiled sheepishly. "I remember. I haven't been able to forget it."

He said the words with such genuine longing, I felt my heart beat a little faster. Could it be? Could he really be feeling something for me?

"Stop it," I snapped and looked up at him, his smug smile gone and a look of vulnerable boyishness on his face. I finally risked a glance at our neighbors, wondering if anyone was home and if they were watching this scene as it played out on our front porch. Finally, I gave in to the pressure.

“Fine," I said and stepped aside. “Just lunch. Then you leave.”

Kurt grinned like a schoolboy. God! That smile. I shivered inside, shaking it off as  Kurt slid by me, the masculine scent of his cologne burning my nose. I took a moment to notice that he was wearing tight jeans and a lovely silk shirt that accentuated his tall, muscular body. I watched him as he sauntered down the hallway, looking at his finely muscles ass..

Get it together, Brandy!

I shook my head, closed the door and followed Kurt into the dining room.

Unfortunately, the table looked like it had been set up just for him. I knew what was going through his mind as he took in the sight of the flowers in the center of the table and the open boxes of food waiting to be eaten. Kurt reached out and stroked the sunflower with the same long fingers that had stroked my pussy not so long ago. I shivered at the memory.

"You kept them," Kurt said, turning to me. "I thought you would throw them out."

"I should have," I said petulantly, then relented. "But, they are pretty. And Miles did help you pick them out."

"That he did," Kurt said, his voice neutral. "I’ll be honest. I would not have chosen sunflowers."

"Yeah?" I said and moved around the table. The way my heart was racing, I thought it best to keep the solid wood between us.

"Yeah," Kurt said as he absently fondled the yellow petals. "I've just never been into yellow."

He looked at the flowers in their basket and nodded to himself. Then, he looked at me.

"I can see the attraction." He smiled and I blushed. "They light up the room. Kind of like you, Brandy."

It was a line, I knew it was a line, but it still made my heart hiccup.

"Really Kurt?" I laughed and he looked back at the flowers with a sheepish grin. "You've already had me. Do you really need to try and flatter me? Seems kind of unnecessary."

Kurt nodded.

"It's not like that, Brandy," Kurt said. "What I did... well... I shouldn't have done it. I mean... I wanted to, but I shouldn't have done it that way."

"Well, it's the only way it was going to happen," I said.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I just wanted to be with you. And, now that I have, I just needed to see you again."

"You've seen me," I said raising my arms, indicating my body. "Had enough?"

Kurt looked like he was struggling for something to say. Finally, he raised his hands in surrender.

"Yes, you win," he said. "Is it OK if we just, you know, sit and eat?"

I could have gotten rid of him then, he was in such an awkward state. I should have gotten rid of him, just like I should have deleted that damn picture on my phone. But, I didn't. He had dropped his charm and stood there looking vulnerable and meek. I had never seen him like that before, except when he was ten years old. My heart went out to him despite my misgivings.

"Fine," I said. "We can eat. Then you really have to go."

"I understand," Kurt said and gave me a grateful smile. "I promise."

I left Kurt in the dining room and hurried to the bedroom. I shut the door and fell back against the wood, suddenly light-headed. I took deep breaths until my head cleared. Once I felt steady enough, I began to wonder what to wear. I didn't want to signal my desire for this man I was supposed to despise, so I decided on simple jeans, not too tight, and a blue t-shirt tucked into the waistband. It was far from shapeless, but showed off the round swell of my breasts without being too sexy.

Finally, I self-consciously checked myself in the mirror, thought about pulling my dark, unruly waves of hair into a ponytail, but decided against it. I didn't want Kurt to think I was trying too hard. In the end I didn't even brush it, just raked my fingers through the thick waves. When I looked in the mirror one last time, I was pleasantly surprised by the cute way my uncombed hair framed my face.

What the hell are you doing?

I was dressing for yet another date and taking far too much time doing it.  A blush crept to my cheeks

This time was different, however. This time, Miles's job was secure. Kurt wasn't holding all of the cards.

"Brandy?" Kurt called, interrupting my thoughts.

"Y... yes?" I called back.

"You have a corkscrew?"

The wine. It wasn't a good idea to drink, but I was shaking so badly, a little alcohol seemed like a good idea. I found Kurt in the kitchen, snooping through the drawers, the wine bottle gripped  in his other hand. I gently pushed him aside, trying to ignore the heat from his body. I opened a drawer and pulled a corkscrew from among the other miscellaneous utensils.

"Perfect," Kurt said and plucked the corkscrew from my hands.

The bastard had made himself comfortable in my short absence. He had moved the boxes of food around the table, setting them up according to the different courses. As I set plates down, on opposite sides of the table, Kurt busied himself by dishing out the food. It was surreal, seeing this good-looking man serving me in my own home.

"Madam," Kurt said as he whipped out a napkin from somewhere like a magician. I sat down in my seat as he leaned over me.

He took his time as he laid the napkin in my lap and let me get another dash of his amazing scent.

"I got it," I laughed, pushing him away.

"Of course, Madam," he said good naturedly and slid gracefully into his seat. He made no move to be closer to me, which I was grateful for.

Kurt took the wine bottle and spent some quiet minutes as he worked the foil up over the top and dug the screw into the tender cork. My face felt hot as I watched his strong hands grip the bottle and I had a flash of him stabbing me with his cock, driving his flesh deep inside of me the way he drove the corkscrew into the bottle. My mouth was suddenly dry and my heart was pounding fast. It was intolerable. Kurt hadn’t even done anything and here I was as nervous as a schoolgirl.

I was so lost in my fear, I jumped as Kurt popped the cork. He looked at me and shrugged.

“Sorry," he said.

“No," I said and tried to laugh off my fear. “I’m just... I’m just a little nervous.”

“Really?” he said and he took a glass and filled it half full of wine, then slid the glass over to me. “Why?”

“Why?” I snorted. “Why do you think?”

I grabbed the wine and took a big swallow. It was dry and sharp and instantly melted on my tongue. It was the best wine I had ever had in my life! For a moment, I was distracted by the heady aroma and the bite of really good liquor on my senses.

“Kurt, you blackmailed me!” I finally spluttered. “You blackmailed me. You fucked me. Then you sent Miles away. And you sent a goddamned naked picture to me where my husband could have seen it!”

Kurt sipped his wine calmly, but I could see his smile just under the red liquid. He licked his lips, which were stained red by the grape, and set the cup back down on the table.

“Did you delete the picture?” He asked.

My mouth opened in shock. I felt my face grow red and I looked down at the plate of food. Instead of answering, I stabbed my fork into a piece of chicken.

“I take that as a no.”

“That’s beside the point!” I said and waved my fork at him, the piece of chicken dangling from the tines. “I did delete it. I will delete it.”

“I’m just joking, Brandy," he said and held up his hands. “Really, I’m just messing with you.”

“Well stop it you... you...” I struggled for the right words. “You overgrown manchild.”

It was weak, I knew it was weak and Kurt did too. We sat staring at each other for a moment. The chicken gave up the fight and fell from the fork and plopped onto the table with a gentle splat.

I don’t know who started laughing first. It was probably me. I just couldn’t hold it in anymore. The whole situation was ludicrous. My laugh went from giddy to hysterical. Kurt was laughing too. That is, he was laughing until my giggles turned into tears and I bent my head forward and covered my face with my hands.

“Hey," Kurt said and got up from his seat. “Hey, it’s all right.”

I felt his strong, warm hands rest on my shoulders. I tried to shrug him off, but I was weak. Like a child trying to act tough. Kurt kept his hands on my shoulders and waited for my tears to subside.

“It’s all right," he said and I felt even worse. I was being comforted by the man who had ruined me. Yet, his deep voice calmed me. My breathing came easier and the tears stopped. I took a deep breath and raised my head.

“What did you do to me?” I said and Kurt looked surprised.

“Do?” he said. “You know what I did. I gave you pleasure. More pleasure than Miles could ever give you.”

“Stop," I moaned. “Please, just stop.”

Kurt nodded, reached over and picked up the wine bottle. He refilled my glass, his large, masculine body behind me. I could feel the heat off of his skin, a heat that was flaring everywhere inside of me.

Suddenly, I wanted his hands on me, all over me. But, if I did that, I would be admitting that I needed him and that was something I could not do.

I reached out a shaking hand and took another long drink of wine. It was good. Very good. Dry and tangy, it evaporated on my tongue and sent a warmth through my body that settled into my limbs. The butterflies in my stomach quieted.

Kurt stood behind me, warm hands on my shoulders. As my body relaxed he lifted his hands and turned to move away. My arm shot out and, without thinking, I grabbed his hand.

"Wait," I said.

Kurt stopped and looked down at me. There was a shadow of a smile on his face. He had known this would happen. My mind screamed at me to drop his hand. If he had spoken in that moment, I would have. I would have dropped his hand and maybe, maybe everything else would have turned out differently.

He didn't speak though. He reached down with his other hand and turned my face upwards. He bent forward and kissed me. I tasted wine and musk on his tongue, a hint of sweat where it had beaded on his upper lip. His tongue eased forward. He took his time and teased my tongue from my mouth. My lips opened and I took him in, taking a long pull of him like he was a strong liquor. My nose tickled and my lips burned, but I kept drinking from him as if I was dying of thirst.

Finally, our kiss came to an end. Kurt pulled back and locked his green eyes onto mine.

"I've wanted you since I was sixteen years old."

My confused mind ran through my memories. Sixteen years old. I remembered vaguely that Kurt's mother had just left. Noone really knew the whole story behind that, but Howard had never remarried and never talked about it.

Kurt had been tall and gangly and his face had a rash of pimples. It was a very brief, very awkward stage.

"Really?" I shook my head, not believing it. I had been in my mid-twenties. If I had ever thought of Kurt, it was as that cute, gangly kid who hardly spoke when we had dinner at Howard's house.

"Believe it," he said.

I did believe it. It suddenly made sense. This wasn't just another conquest for him. It was a fantasy, a desire that had been lingering for over ten years. The thought of that, of being desired by this man, of being wanted by him, made the lust rise like a hot snake in my guts.

He kissed me again and I kissed him back. Our wet lips and tongue explored each other. He guided my hand to him. He was hard under his pants, his flesh throbbing against my palm. I gasped at it, the thickness and the length of it. The sheer hardness of it.

“You are so hard!” I moaned into his mouth.

“For you, Brandy," he said and my name hissed through his lips and lit my brain on fire. I lost myself in his kisses, the feel of his hard cock pulsing in his pants and the sharp smell of sex and sweat on his skin. I licked his neck, trying to taste his lust and my tongue came away salty.

He pushed me back, his strong hands on my neck.

“Tell me you want me," He growled down at me. I continued to stroke him and he pulled away from me. He gave my head a little shake to show me he was in control. “Say it.”

“I can’t.” My eyes were misty. “I can’t do it.”

He growled, low and menacing, and pushed his crotch towards me. Strong fingers gripped my hair and he pulled me forward, smashing my face against the bulge in his pants. I whimpered, but didn’t fight it. I inhaled the scent of his crotch. Sweat and musk and animal lust overwhelmed my senses.

“Say it.”

“No," I said and I looked up at him, pleading with my eyes. “You have to take me. You have to force me.”

Even as I said the words, I felt the lust, hot and insistent. Blood throbbing in my pussy and filling up my clit until it was painful and swollen. I needed him to take me, to ravage me, the way he had in the hotel room. I couldn’t give myself to him, not the way he wanted. Kurt grunted in frustration and pulled me to my feet by my hair and neck and threw me against the dining room table. He held me down with one hand, his arm sweeping the fine French cuisine aside. The basket of yellow flowers quivered as Kurt shoved his body against mine, pinning me there with his manhood.

“Take you?” he said. “Is that what you want, you little tease?”

“Yes!” I cried, tears streaming down my cheeks. “Yes! Please! Take me! Do it!"

This is what I had needed from Miles, but my husband had not been capable of giving that to me. Even with his renewed sex drive, he could not force me to like it, not the way the Kurt could.

“You are a nasty little slut!” he said and slapped my ass. It hurt, even through my jeans and I howled. I moved forward and watched as the sunflowers shook back and forth. Kurt hit me again and the pain spread through my whole ass cheek.

This is what I needed. This is what I deserved.

I was helpless against his strength. I couldn't fight it. I was a terrible wife and I knew it. By making Kurt take me, I tried to absolve myself of the blame. If he forced me to accept him, if he forced me to like it, it wasn't my fault. I was finally able to let go.

Kurt grunted and tore my jeans down over my sore ass. My flesh was exposed to the cold air. I refused to look at him, to acknowledge his power. Instead, I stared at the shaking flowers, a gift from my husband and my attacker. My guilt and shame washed over me, but only added to my desire. Kurt continued to growl behind me and then I felt him, his thick cock battering at the sensitive entrance of my sex.

I howled in pain as he plunged forward. I was wet, but not loose, and his cruel thrust ripped me open. I didn’t mind the pain. I deserved it. I needed to be torn and punished.

I needed to be ruined.

"Urgh!" Kurt's angry grunt sent a spasm through my loins. His patience, already worn thin, was gone. He gripped my ass cheeks with hard fingers, dug them into my flesh and split me open like a ripe melon. “So, fucking tight! Miles must never fuck you!”

I said nothing, only whimpered, but I knew the truth. Miles had been fucking me, but his cock was smaller, less invasive. Nothing at all like Kurt’s throbbing cudgel which ripped me open and exposed the weeping, hot flesh inside. No matter how much Miles might try, he could never open me this way.

“Fuck!” Kurt grunted again and drove forward. The basket of sunflowers shook. a fragile yellow petal floated down to the table’s surface. I watched it through watery eyes as it drifted past my nose.

I struggled to breath as Kurt opened me and stretched me around his pulsing flesh. He planted a firm hand on my back and squashed my breasts flat against the table so I couldn’t squirm away from the exquisite torture of him fucking me.

“Take it, slut," He hissed painfully through gritted teeth. “Take it!”

As if responding to his commands, my body opened up to him. I stood on the balls of my feet and raised my ass to give him better access. The tight walls of my pussy relaxed and accommodated Kurt’s  thick invader.

Kurt felt me relax. He lifted his hand from my back and gripped my hips. I gasped and raised up on my elbows. Kurt withdrew, then hammered forward and drove me into the table. My thighs smacked into the the wooden edge and bruised my muscles.

The dining room table, the place where I ate dinner with my husband, shook and creaked under our weight. The plates of forgotten food clattered as Kurt stabbed into me again and again. The sunflowers shook, and the yellow petals fell like snow in front of me. Then my eyes closed and I focused on Kurt’s flesh, pounding deep into my open, helpless sex.

The table rocked perilously as Kurt drove me into the surface. His heavy balls smacked against my ass, punctuating each thrust of his powerful body. His cock stretched me, pulled me inside out, then shoved me back in with each savage thrust.

My arms flailed across the tabletop, searching for something to hold onto. There was nothing except smashed chicken and dirty plates. The flowers rustled and spilled yellow petals onto the wood.

I screamed out in orgasm, my voice booming off the walls and ceiling and reflecting back to me. My own cries echoed in my ears. I’d never screamed like that in this house, I had never felt this good and I found the echo overwhelming.

Kurt didn't give me a chance to rest. He pulled my dark hair and bent me back like a bow. He thrust upwards and lifted me up on my toes. His hand wrenched my head sideways and his lips found mine. He held me there, fucking me from behind. My body twitched like a wounded animal on his thick spear.

I came again. I'd never cum like that. Miles could never penetrate me from behind like this. He wasn't big enough, or strong enough. Kurt was strong enough. God was he strong! He held me aloft and pounded my body into quivering jelly.

Kurt let me go and I fell to my feet. He swept an arm across the table, growling like an animal. Food and plates smashed to the floor. I moaned at the mess, at the violence, but I didn't fight. Kurt was in charge and he wanted to make a mess and that was what he was  going to do. I couldn't stop it.Then, he turned me around and pushed me onto my back.

Kurt pushed me down onto my back, lifting my feet high the air to remove what was left of my clothes. I sat up on the edge of the table and tried to remove his shirt. He bat my hands away, grunted and tore the shirt off. I explored his hot, tan skin with my lips. He maneuvered my mouth over his nipple and I licked and sucked the hard knob. My hands went down between us and took a hold of his cock. It was still wet from my pussy and I used both hands to stroke him.

Kurt pushed my exhausted body back onto the tabletop, smashing the yellow petals of the sunflowers beneath me. He bent over me and I gripped his thick arm muscles holding onto his body to keep my own limbs from trembling.

“That’s it." He kissed the words into my mouth. “That’s a good girl.”

I returned the kiss gratefully and pulled his body down until his sweaty muscles rested against my tortured skin. My legs wrapped themselves around his waist. My heels dug into his hard buttocks and pulled him forward. His body was my salvation. It was all I wanted to think about.

“You want it, don’t you?” he said and I nodded.

He peeled my arms and legs away from his body and stood up. He loomed over me looking magnificent, like a statue come to glorious, warm-blooded life.

“Say it," He ordered. “Tell me you want it.”

I moaned in despair. Not because it was true, but because of the way I missed the feel of his body. I shook my head and he pulled away from me, threatening to leave me, naked and alone, amongst the fallen sunflowers.

I couldn’t let that happen.

I wrapped my legs around his retreating body and held him there, staring into his green eyes.

“I want it," I said softly.

Kurt smiled down at me.

“More than you want Miles?”

I groaned. I had given Kurt everything. My body and my pride. What more was there to hold onto?

Love. I was holding onto my love for Miles. Telling Kurt what he wanted to hear was spitting on that love. He was better than Miles, physically and sexually, but that didn’t make him a better man. I could hold onto that, use that. I could—

Kurt forced my legs open and pulled his flesh away from my burning body.

“No," I whined. He was leaving me, Just like Miles had left me. Alone and unsatisfied.

“I’m leaving," he said, but he ran the shaft of his cock up my wet slit. “I’m leaving unless you tell me what I want to hear.”

“Oh God!” I cried. My body humped on top of the table and my ass cheeks squeaked against the wet wood. “Why do you have to be so mean?”

“Mean?” He bent over me and closed a strong hand on my throat. “Mean? And what are you? Cheating on your husband, fucking his boss. You’re just using me, Brandy. Using me to help Miles. Using me to get off.”

The naked fury of his words seeped into my brain. Using him? No, it wasn’t like that. I hadn’t used him. He was using me. He had forced me, not the other way around.

However, my body sang a different tune. It wanted that thick shaft between my legs. I could feel it, so close yet so far away. I needed it to make my thoughts go away, to make me forget what I was doing. Like an addict who needed another hit to dull the pain.

God! I was using him! I knew he had wanted me. I had known this could happen, yet I had let him in. I had begged him to take me.

“Please," I whimpered. I no longer knew what I was begging for, I just wanted an end to my pain.

“Please, Brandy," Kurt echoed back to me. His voice was angry and desperate. Like a wounded child who really wanted something, but was angry at being made to beg for it.

“I want you," I whispered finally. “I want you more than Miles.”

His hand loosened around my throat, but he didn’t let go.

“Yeah?” he said. “You mean it?”

“Yes!” I moaned and I could feel what I needed. The head of his cock was nudging against my pussy. I reached down and guided him into me.

“Say it again," he grunted.

“I want you more than Miles!” I moaned as his cock split me open again. “Please, Kurt. I want you so much more than my husband.”

“Good girl," Kurt said and with a massive thrust he speared me all the way to my belly with his cock.

I screamed as he opened me, the fat head of his cock battering at the entrance to my womb. My whole body throbbed and hummed around him. He was better than Miles. God help me, I wanted him more that I had ever wanted my husband.

I had another orgasm as Kurt pounded me into the table. The sunflowers had long since fallen, the yellow petals mashed to pulp under my back. Kurt’s face was set in an intense snarl. He no longer cared about my pleasure. He was fucking me for himself now, pumping towards his own climax. The thought of his pleasure gave me another orgasm that ripped my entire body to shreds then reformed my flesh into warm, hot jelly around him. I was candle being melted down until all that was left was a puddle of wax.

That was when I felt Kurt's body tense. I suddenly realized what he was doing. He was going to come inside me! I couldn't let him cum inside me. He could get me pregnant.

“Kurt! “ I cried out to stop him, but a savage thrust stole my breath away. His body beat harder between my legs. His heavy ball sack, filled with hot seed, slapped against the sensitive opening of my ass. The idea of it, instead of horrifying me, set off another chain reaction of pleasure coursing from my ass all the way up to my chest. Like an electric bolt snapping along my spine, my whole body twitched, tensed and finally exploded. My eyes rolled up inside my head until all I could see was my own lashes fluttering like butterflies at the edge of my vision.

Kurt pushed my legs back until I was bent nearly double, my feet twitching. His cock pushed even further into me, stabbing as deep as he could go.

I couldn't even scream when Kurt grunted above me and with one last powerful punch of of his cock stabbed deep into my belly. All I could do was gurgle and give way to yet another powerful orgasm. His cock expanded and I felt nothing but pumping lust. He was cumming, I knew that. Even as I imagined it's hot, seed spilling into my pussy, my body gave one more massive throb then was still.

Kurt collapsed on top of me. All of his vaunted strength gone as he gave everything to me. We both lay like that, naked on top of the dining room table.

“That was...” Kurt gasped, searching for the right words.

“Amazing.” I finished for him and he laughed, I laughed with him. There was no other word for it. It was amazing.

Kurt gave me a boyish grin.

“It was, wasn’t it?” he said and stroked my cheek. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

The words were not a line. This wasn't the boyish cocky Kurt who had seduced me. This was genuine and my heart wanted to hear it. I had touched him, deeper than I expected. He'd wanted me for years and now that he'd had me, I had surprised him. I had given him more pleasure than he had expected. Maybe more pleasure than any of his young, pretty girls had ever given him.

“Me either," I said and I could tell by his blush that he was proud of his accomplishments. He seemed so young. “Miles never made me feel like that.”

Despite the stab of guilt at my conscience, I was happy when his face lit up in a delighted grin. He kissed me and pulled my tired body into a sitting position.

“I don’t want to leave," he whispered.

“You...” I hesitated, feeling new guilt well up inside of me. “You don’t have to leave.”

Kurt kissed me again. His cock still seemed impossibly hard. I remembered he was younger than Miles. Still, even ten years ago, Miles would not have been able to maintain an erection.

“Show me to your bedroom," Kurt murmured and ran his strong hands over my breasts, tweaking the pink nipples into life.

“My bedroom?”

Of course we couldn't stay in the dining room. Already I was feeling the bruises on my legs and back from being hammered into the table. The steady throb was almost pleasurable, but I knew the endorphins were keeping the worst of the pain at bay. Still, the bedroom sounded like a violation. The guilt I'd pushed back swam upwards again.

“Yes," Kurt said his smug grin was back. “I want to fuck you on the bed you share with Miles.”

“Oh God!” I groaned, the words sending shivers of excitement through my crotch.

My groan turned into a shocked cry as Kurt lifted me off the table and held me in his arms.

“Show me," He ordered and I turned away my head from him, but I held my hand up, pointing the way to my bedroom. Then, as naked as Adam and Eve in the garden, Kurt carried me to the bed I shared with my husband.


Miles


The Bad Wolf offices were one of those places that tried hard to be young and trendy and one of the few places where it actually worked. The whole building had been converted from an old warehouse. The inside had been decorated with hardwoods and bright colors which contrasted with the polished concrete floors.

I passed through a glass wall just inside the front entrance into a world of low couches and throw pillows. Young people sat around sipping expensive cups of coffee and talking very intensely about, I guessed, beer. It looked more like a growing internet company than a brewery.

The only thing that looked remotely businesslike was a tall counter pushed over to the side so as not to disturb the relaxation of the other employees. Sitting behind the desk was a thin woman with very severe looking horn rims attached behind her neck with a long, black chain. She looked like an old school marm or a librarian, even though she was probably no older than the rest of the group.

She definitely looked like she was in charge.

"Hello," I said. "I'm Miles McCabe. I'm here to meet Rod Wiley?"

The woman gave me a disapproving look, a look that seemed to be her most common expression, judging from the frown lines at the corners of her mouth.

She looked down at her screen for a moment, then back at me. A ghost of a smile nudged her lips slightly upwards.

"Of course, Mr. McCabe. Please have a seat. I'll let Mr. Wiley know you are here."

"Thank you so much." I grinned warmly and was rewarded with a curt nod of the woman's head.

I sank into a low, overstuffed couch and immediately felt uneasy. I looked around at the younger faces, wondering if they thought I looked as out of place as I felt, but everyone was too involved in their own conversations to notice me.

The chair was too comfortable and I found my thoughts roaming over my presentation. Ever since Kurt had told me of the account, I hadn't been able to get the three little pigs story out of my head. And that naturally led me to what a new company might need to do to get noticed in the national market. Sure, they could be the small, boutique company that differentiates itself from its competitors by filling a niche consumers want. But what if, what if, they actually wanted to go head to head with Anheuser-Busch or Miller? What did they have that the others didn't?

My thoughts wandered as I thought of Brandy at home I wondered what she was doing right now. I found myself wanting her. Hungering for her.

I let those thoughts lead me back to wolves. Big wolves, bad wolves.

Who is the biggest, baddest wolf?

"Miles!" An excited voice said. "Nice to finally meet you!"

I looked up startled. Had I actually fallen asleep?

Rod Wiley stood looking down at me and I was happy to see that he was my age, maybe a little older. As I stood up, I noticed he was also shorter than me, with a slight paunch, probably from too much beer.

"Nice to meet you too," I said, catching up to his greeting. "Sorry, I was just..."

"Don't worry about it," Rod said and slapped me goodnaturedly on the shoulder. "Those damn chairs always make me fall asleep "

I smiled and Rod passed by the desk where the thin, disapproving woman sat.

“You have a meeting in one hour Rod," she said as if she was telling a wayward child he had five minutes before he had to stop playing.

‘Sure, Marsha.” Rod said and waved his hand.

“She seems... nice," I said as I followed Rod down a window lined hallway.

“Marsha? Yeah she’s a real peach," Rod said, chuckling and opened up a door to a conference room. “But I couldn’t run the place without her.”

“Yeah, I get that," I said, thinking of Karen. At least Karen smiled.

“So, Miles," Rod said upon entering the room. “This is the braintrust behind Bad Wolf’s image and online presence.”

He waved his hand. Sitting at a real, honest to goodness conference table were two men and a woman. They were all younger than Rod, but something about the look in their eyes made me think they were hungry.

“That’s Jared and Bart, my IT team. And this is Natalie. She’s in charge of our online presence and overall branding.”

“Nat," Natlie said and rose up to shake my hand. Jared and Bart followed.

“So," Rod said, taking a seat at the end of the table. “What have you got for us?”

I stood at the other end of the table, gathering my thoughts. The nap on the couch had actually down me some good. My thoughts were focused and as I looked at the eager eyes of the people around the table, my idea coalesced into a pitch.

“So, you’ve all heard of the Big Bad Wolf, right?” I said and opened up my laptop for the first graphic. A reimagined Bad Wolf Logo, the wolf’s teeth dripping and a huge pink tongue foaming as it lolled out of its mouth. “Who here wants to be the Biggest Baddest Wolf out there?”
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TWO HOURS LATER, I left the Bad Wolf Brewery offices feeling happy, but drained. Rod and his team had liked the pitch, so much so that Rod had incurred the wrath of Marsha and canceled his appointment to give me extra time to first layout, then discuss the ideas with his team. I was correct in my first assessment. They were young and hungry, all of them looking for the next big thing for their boss and for the company. They were so different than the arrogant, wastes of space that Kurt had gathered around him. It was no wonder he needed me to head up this project. Rod Wiley was a serious man and he wanted the best for his company.

I was the best.

I smiled with confidence as I got into the Uber. No matter how happy I was, I only wanted to do one thing. Talk to Brandy. But, I didn’t want to call from the car. Instead, I planned to go back to the hotel, take a shower and, once I was properly settled and had plenty of time, I would call my wife and tell her about my day. I could hardly wait to talk to her.

Absence makes the heart grow fonder.

I had always thought the saying was sentimental gibberish, but as I faced the prospect of going back to my lonely hotel room, I began to see the truth of it. Brandy was miles away. For the first time in a long time, I wouldn’t be able to reach out to touch her. For comfort, for warmth, for sex. She just wasn’t there.

I shook off the melancholy thoughts. Soon, I would be talking to her and we could discuss our days. I could tell her about my triumph and she would be supportive. I felt a small shift in my pants at the thought of my wife. I squirmed on the seat, repositioning myself until I was comfortable. I had a naughty, wicked thought. Maybe, if Brandy was in the mood, we could try phone sex. I’d never done it before and the thought both excited and frightened me. Still, it might be fun to give it a try.

I leaned back against the seat and dreamed about Brandy. I wondered what she was doing right now and whether she was thinking of me the way I was thinking of her.


Brandy


“Oh shit, Kurt! Im... I'm cumming again!"

"Me too, Brandy! Me too!"

Kurt slammed hard into me, his thick cock growing, growing. It was our third time having sex and already my body knew when he was going to cum. I could feel it in the way his muscles tensed and the pulsing flesh inside of me expanded just before it burst.

Kurt pushed my legs up, his heavy balls slapping against my upturned ass as he penetrated as deep as he could go before finally exploding inside of me.

I cried out and my body continued to hump against him, my clit scraping along his pelvis. I came a second later and he collapsed on top of me as we trembled with yet another powerful, shared release.

With a satisfied sigh, Kurt rolled off of me and slid his arm under my head. As if it were the most natural thing in the world, I laid my head on his shoulder, just like I did with Miles.

Miles. Oh, damn it, Miles! I’m so sorry!

I quickly pushed the thoughts of Miles away from me. It wasn’t that hard. My mind couldn't really focus on anything. All I could think about was how wonderfully tired I was from the multiple orgasms Kurt had given me. Despite the terrible wrongness of what I was doing, it felt good to be sharing a moment of peace with the man who had made me feel like a woman for the first time in a long time. I knew I should have felt guilty. I knew I should have felt shame.

All I felt was contentment.

“Hey," Kurt said, his voice disturbing the silence. “Does Miles have any beer?”

The mention of my husband in Kurt’s mouth punctured my illusion and I had to shove the guilt down into the bottom of my stomach. It felt like I had eaten some bad seafood.

“Yeah," I said. “Why?”

“Would you mind getting me one?” he said. “That...”

He indicated the bed and my naked body.

“That made me thirsty.”

I smiled despite the guilt. The idea that I could make a man like Kurt thirsty, a man ten years my junior, made me feel good.

“I guess," I said and rolled over to the side of the bed. I reached down to put on my shirt when Kurt’s voice stopped me.

“No," he said. “I want to keep looking at you.”

“Kurt, seriously?” I said and again I felt that warm feeling of pride bloom in my chest.

“Yes.” He turned over and propped his head up on his hand. He gazed at me with hunger, taking in all of my bare flesh. “I never get tired of looking at you.”

When I looked at his face, I knew he meant it. He wanted to look at me, this woman he had conquered in her husband’s bed. Even making me go get him a beer was a part of the game. Instead of feeling self conscious or guilty for being naked in front of my husband’s boss, the thought of it got me excited. I stood up slowly and stretched, allowing Kurt to get a good view of my curvy figure and the fine muscles flexing just under my skin. Despite my previous lassitude, I could feel myself getting excited under his gaze. I turned so he could see my profile, then I looked over my shoulder at him and grinned.

“That enough?” I said.

“Never," he said. “But I would like that beer.”

I padded down to the kitchen. It was only when I opened the refrigerator door that I thought of Miles. Really thought of Miles. I imagined him drinking from the bottle, his mouth on the rim. I froze. I leaned against the cold metal of the fridge, my body shaking with guilt and shame. I was about to bring my husband’s beer to another man. A man who had cajoled and seduced his way into my bed.

I thought of Kurt waiting for me upstairs, in my marital bed and a hot lick of lust pierced through the guilt. Kurt had given me back what I had lost this past year. My confidence. Suddenly, I was a sexy, desirable woman again and Kurt was the one that made me feel that way.

It wasn’t fair. Miles had tried. And much of Miles’s insecurities had been caused by the same man who had just ravished me in our bedroom. But, I wasn’t thinking rationally. All I was thinking about was how much pleasure Kurt had given me.

I pushed away any remaining doubts. I didn’t care about tomorrow, or even today. I wanted to live in this moment and savor it. So, I took the cold beer from the fridge and went back to the bedroom.

Seeing Kurt’s long, naked body stretched  out on Miles’s side of the bed made my stomach do lustful flips. He was so perfect and his muscular form filled Miles’s space. He had one arm tucked behind his head and he was relaxed, calmly claiming my husband’s place in our bed as if it were his right.

He grinned as I walked over to him, his smile making the heat flare up in my belly again. I handed him the beer.

“Thanks, Brandy," he said and took a large swig. I watched, transfixed by his neck muscles working under the skin as he swallowed. A drop of beer escaped his lips and trickled down his chin. I longed to lick that drop off his chin and continue licking up to his full lips.

“Join me?” he said and scooted over so I could sit down.

I hesitated. This was different than sex. He wanted to stay, like a true lover and not just someone who had scored with his employee’s wife.

“Come on.” he said, patting the spot on the bed where my husband slept. “I won’t bite.”

I sat down, trembling like a schoolgirl. I was sixteen again wondering if the boy I had just kissed liked me, really liked me.

Kurt took another long pull from the bottle then handed it to me. I don’t usually drink beer, but I needed something to cool the fire in my belly. It tasted heavenly, ice cold and hoppy. The liquid soothed my raw throat and chilled me all the way down to my navel.

Kurt smiled and we shared the beer in silence. It was odd, this feeling between us. Sex was one thing, but this amiable silence, this sense of sharing something with this horrible man, was too much to bear.

“We can’t do this again," I said finally and set the empty bottle on the side table. “You know that, right?”

“Why not?” Kurt said and ran a hand down my back. I shivered. “Miles will be traveling a lot. I made sure of that.”

I looked down at him in shock.

“What do you mean ‘you made sure of that’?” I jerked away from his hot touch.

Kurt sat up and slid closer to me. He was careful not to touch me, but I could feel the heat of his body and the hot, wet words in my ear when he spoke.

“It means, I did this for you," he said. “I’ve wanted you for the longest time. With Miles out of the way, I could have more time with you and you could see that there were more choices than your weak, little husband. Choices like me.”

“Miles is not weak," I said and stood up. “He... he tries his hardest.”

Kurt’s hand snapped out and gripped my arm.

“But that’s not enough is it?” he said and pulled me to him. “He isn’t enough for you. I can see that. Hell, everyone can see it. You belong with me.”

“You’re delusional!” I said, but he had already captured me in his arms.

I pushed against him, but it was just as ineffective as it had been all the other times. He nibbled my neck and nipped at my chin. Goose pimples rose on my skin and I felt myself getting wet again.

"Mmm," I moaned, not unpleasantly. “Did you really mean it?"

He stopped nipping at me long enough for me to shimmy backwards.

"Really mean what?" He asked.

"Wanting me for years? Did you really mean it?"

He smiled.

"Of course I did.” He slid a firm hand down my flank and over my thighs. I half-gasped, half-sighed as he pulled my legs open and his fingers found my swollen, sticky sex. “I’ve wanted you forever.”

“Oh, God.” The thought of it, this beautiful man wanting me, lusting after me made all the other worries drift away. He wanted me more than Miles had ever wanted me. Not only that, he could back up his need with his strength and prowess. He was everything that Miles was not.

Instead of fighting it, I let the thoughts of Miles drift through my brain. It was so wrong, thinking of my husband, as my hands gripped Kurt’s body. Kurt’s fingers worked deeper between my thighs and forced me open. I bit my lower lip as Kurt’s nails scraped across my clit. Then, he pried open my lips, still gummed together with his cum, and his fingers plunged inside.

In that moment, I finally realized the truth of Miles’s words the last few months. It wasn’t my fault. None of it. I was still desirable. I was still wanted.

It was Miles’s fault. His lack of confidence, his wilted pride and wilted cock. All of this was his fault. The realization hit me and my lust flared like a burst of flame. I moved my hips and caught two of Kurt’s fingers in the folds of my pussy. Soon, I was humping against his invading hand.

“Tell me you want me," Kurt whispered.

“I want you," I moaned and kissed him, working my body against his hand, driving his fingers in and up until he hit the right spot. The spot that sent electric fire through my cunt and up my spine. “I want you so bad, baby.”

Baby. That’s what I called Miles. Another mark of my betrayal.

“I want it, baby.” Saying it again made me even hotter. “I need you so bad, baby,"

Kurt growled and began to thrust against me, driving the hard tips of his fingers again and again into that spot. I cried out, then smothered my cries with his tongue.

I came like that, in his strong arms, his hand fingering me furiously. Hot juices spilled onto the already stained sheets. He held me as my body throbbed against his hand. I shivered and he continued to kiss me. My own lips had gone numb with my orgasm, so I just held my mouth open dumbly and he licked and bit at my swollen lips.

Then, he laid back on the bed. I watched, amazed, as his cock once more grew into glorious hardness. Twice he had cum inside me and here he was, hard again. Youth was part of it, but I knew there was more to it than that. There was his need for me. That’s what kept him hard.

If only Miles had wanted me this much.

The thought flitted away as I threw a leg over Kurt’s hard body. I hovered over him, the head of his thick cock grazing my fat pussy lips. I murmured and sat on the shaft, rubbing the length of it between my lips.

“Show me how much you want me.” Kurt’s voice was low and commanding. “Stick my cock in your pussy and show me how much you want it.”

It was the first time I had been on top, the first time I had initiated contact, but I was too far gone to let it bother me.

“Yes, baby," I moaned. “Whatever you want. Baby.”

I lifted the heavy shaft upwards and angled my wet lips over the tip. I looked into Kurt's eyes and watched as the need overtook him. Then, I lowered myself on his thick shaft and he gave me a nod, then his eyes shut and he groaned in pleasure as I surrounded him with my hot, slick cunt.

I let my body fall and impaled myself on his hard flesh. I gasped in pain as the head hammered into my cervix. I could take him all the way in, but it still hurt. That pain was proof that he could fill me in a way that my husband never could.

But, I had the control now. I lifted my body up and lowered it down, my muscles controlling how deep he could go. I let the blunt head of his cock massage my womb. Slowly, I opened up to him, the entrance to my sacred place relaxed. Suddenly, it didn’t hurt. Instead, it felt great. I couldn’t stop my body from pumping up and down on his cock. The idea of his virile flesh poised to once again shoot his powerful seed into my body made the heat build deeper than ever before. I could get pregnant and the awful, dirty thought made the flames spread out from my womb, fill my belly and burn in my chest.

I had never felt anything like it! Kurt’s throbbing cock seemed to fill my whole body. My heart began to beat to the rhythm of his cock hammering inside of me. I moaned, a deep, pitiful sound that began in my gut and was forced up through my throat.

I looked down at Kurt. His eyes were opened to slits, a sliver of green flashing under the lashes. His strong hands held me around the waist, not forcing me, just holding me as I rode his cock like my life depended on it. I felt the powerful heat hit my face and scalp. My fingertips tingled. My whole body lit up like a Christmas tree, my blood the wires and my nerves sparkling flashes of light.

There was no pain now, just intense, pounding warmth. I was on the edge of something. A raging fire that would burn away all my guilt and shame. All I needed was a few more moments of this ecstasy and nothing else would matter.

And that’s when Miles called.


Miles


Ilaid, wrapped in a towel in my hotel room, my phone pressed up against my ear. It rang once, twice then three times and I began to wonder if I would get voicemail.

Where was Brandy? Wasn't she expecting a call from me?

I was trying to formulate a message in my mind when suddenly my phone beeped and I heard a rustle. From far away I heard Brandy's voice.

"No, no, no!" She moaned, then suddenly said. "Shit!"

"Brandy?" I said, smiling. She must have dropped the phone and was fighting to pick it up.

"Miles?" Brandy's voice was husky and out of breath. "Is... Is that you, um, sweetie?"

I frowned. She hadn't called me sweetie before. Was she trying something new? I didn't like it. It sounded like something my grandmother would say.

"Yes it is, sweetie," I said, laughing. "What's going on?"

"Suh... sorry, baby." That was better. "I left um... I left my phone upstairs. Had to run to catch you."

"You could have just called me back."

"I know, baby," She chuckled a bit, then I heard something like a low moan escape from her throat. "I... I really wanted to talk to you."

"You do?" I found myself grinning. "Well here I am."

"Y... yes you are," she moaned again and I heard the squeak of the box springs as she shifted on the bed.

"Are you sure you're alright," I asked.

"Yeah, of course," she said, but her voice rose on the last word. An obvious sign that something was up. "I... I'm fine, babe. I just... Oooh!"

The sound of her moan did something to me. It was low and throaty, a signal of arousal, not distress. My cock twitched under the towel.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Nuh... Nothing," she said and her voice turned sultry. "Just lying in bed and thinking of you."

That hit me straight in the gut. Did that mean what I thought it meant? Suddenly, my fantasy of phone sex seemed possible.

"Really? Well, I've been thinking of you too."

"Yeah?" Brandy moaned again. "How did your presentation go?"

"I don't want to talk about that," I said already opening the towel and releasing my cock.

“Y... you don't?" She sounded worried. "Did something happen?"

"No," I said. "Everything went great. But, I want to talk about you."

"What do you mean?" She was confused and suddenly I felt stupid. Maybe she hadn't been thinking about me in the same way I was thinking about her. Suddenly, I felt as awkward as a teenager asking a girl out for a date. But my cock was hard and I was stroking it. I decided to plow on.

"I want to know what you're wearing."

"What?" Brandy was panting now and I could hear, hell, I could almost feel her lust through the phone.

"What are you wearing?"

Brandy said nothing for a minute, then gave another low, animal moan.

"I'm not actually wearing anything," she said.

"Really?" I pictured my wife in a baggy pair of sweats and an old t-shirt, grinning at me on the phone as I made a fool of myself for her.

"Really," she said. Was she really naked? Did it matter? Now I imagined her fully naked, her head on her pillow, her hand feeling between her legs. Her fingers, long slender fingers, opened up her lips. The pink of her nail polish (in my mind it was pink) flashed against the deeper red of her swollen pussy lips as she pried herself open and stuck a finger into her wet, tender sex.

"I'm so wet," she moaned as if reading my mind. "I'm so wet for you, baby.'

I groaned. It didn't matter if she wasn't really naked. It didn't matter if she was making it all up. I didn't care.

My hand was on my cock, pulling at the twitching shaft. It was dry, so I spit on my palm and rubbed my saliva on my shaft.

"God, I wish you were here." My voice was all groans and whines.

"But, I'm not," she said and then gasped. She must have put her fingers into her pussy. "I'm not there so you'll just have to stroke your cock."

My moan was pitiful. She was teasing me, but it still had an effect. My hand flashed up and down on my cock, picking up speed as I listened to my wife's dirty words.

"You'll just have to stroke your cock and think about how nice my hot pussy would feel."

"Jesus, Brandy!" I forced my hand to slow down. I was close to the edge, but I didn't want this feeling to stop. I held my hands at the base of my shaft. My red, raw cock twisted and danced, a pearly tear of pre-come bubble up from the head and slid down the side.

"Did you come already?" Brandy giggled and I groaned, which brought on more laughter.

"Nuh... no." I found it hard to talk as another drop of precum bubbled up and joined the other drop as it ran down my slick shaft. "I want to... I want to come with you "

"Mmm," Brandy murmured huskily and her warm, rich voice made me squirm.

"Good, because I need you to come with me. Are you sure you can handle it?"

"Y... yes." I wasn't at all sure. "Yes, I can."

"Good. Because you always come so quickly."

"Oh God, Brandy." Her insult caught me directly in the balls. She had never mentioned my failings in bed except to be supportive. Now to hear my... inadequacy come up in dirty talk made my cheeks burn.

My cock, however, was harder than ever. In fact, I felt a dangerous thrill when she taunted me. I almost came and I wasn't even stroking myself. More precum spilled out and pooled at the base of my cock, growing sticky in the cool night air.

"Good," she moaned and gasped again. She was definitely touching herself. "Because I'm just getting started."

I moaned with shameful pleasure and slowly began to stroke my cock again.


Brandy


This couldn't be happening. It had to be a dream. On the verge of my most powerful orgasm and my phone was ringing.

Kurt  twisted his finely tuned upper body and reached over to the bedside table. His hand was on my phone. A flash of me and Miles smiling, then Kurt was swiping up to accept the call.

"No, no, no." I lunged forward to grab the phone. "Shit!"

"Brandy?" Miles's worried voice was in my ear.

I'm not sure what I said then, because Kurt had gripped my hips and pulled me down onto his cock. I groaned, too loud because Miles noticed, but there was nothing I could do. The sudden phone call had not dimmed my lust. In fact, it only increased the sense of danger, the sense of wrongness. It added fuel to the fire that was already raging throughout my body.

"What are you wearing?"

Damn! I'd been so focused on Kurt's throbbing cock and the pulsing, wet heat in my body, I had missed most of the conversation. What was he saying? What was I saying?

"What?" I realized I was panting. Kurt was lifting me up, up, up. I shoved my hand in my mouth and bit down hard to stop the scream of pleasure from erupting from my throat.

"What are you wearing?"

Jesus! Miles couldn't be doing this. Not now. Did he really want to have phone sex? Oh my God! He never done that before and now, Kurt's cock fully sheathed in my wet pussy, made it even more evil.

It also made it hot.

"I...I'm not actually wearing anything." Which was true. As I said it, Kurt lifted me again and slammed me down on his hot fleshl. Tears of pain and pleasure stained my eyes as I continued to leave bite marks in the web between thumb and  index finger.

"Really?" Miles asked.

"Really," I said and this time I rose myself up off of Kurt. I looked down at him. He had a cold, cruel smile on his face. He was loving this. I bit my lip this time and drove myself onto his cock.

"I'm so wet," I moaned and I wasn't lying. My cunt was drooling around Kurt's cock.

I was wet, just not for my husband.

"I'm so wet for you, baby."

I looked at Kurt when I said it. He grabbed my hips in response and lifted me. Then, when I was as high up as I could go without losing his cock, he pulled down and drove upwards with his hips at the same time.

I screamed into my hand as he battered my womb. The lust flared up in my body again. The feeling filled my body from my pussy to scalp, the greatest feeling of warmth concentrated  in my belly.

"God! I wish you were here!" Miles whined into the phone.

"But, I'm not," I hissed as Kurt drove hard inside of my pussy, his cock pulling me inside out as I rode out the waves of ecstasy. "You'll just have to stroke it."

I nearly had an orgasm when Mile's groaned my ear.

"You'll just have to stroke your cock and think about how my hot pussy would feel."

"Jesus, Brandy!" Miles moaned again and the thought of Miles, jerking his little cock in a hotel bed while I fucked his boss brought me crashing over the edge.  It wasn't the all-consuming orgasm I was expecting, but it was hot, hard and dirty. I moaned freely now, one hand on the phone the other one clawing at Kurt's chest as I ground my swollen clit into his pelvis..

"Did you come already?"I teased. It was the first time I had ever teased Miles about his inadequacy, but looking down at Kurt's smiling face, it felt right. It felt naughty.

"Nuh... no," Miles said, but I could tell he was barely holding it together.

"Mmm." I grinned down at Kurt, still grinding my pussy against his body. "Good, because I want you to cum with me. Are you sure you can make it?"

Miles gave into a  whimper and the heat flared through me. I was really doing it. I was giving my body to Kurt while talking to my husband. Not only that, I was using phone sex to cover up my infidelity. All Miles was getting was his hand while Kurt got to fuck his wife's pussy.

The feelings I had are hard to describe. The shame and wickedness of my actions only fueled my desire. I didn't need to hold back anymore. Miles would be happy with whatever he got and I was in ecstasy.

So, I rode Kurt's thick, beautiful cock, moaning and grunting into my husband's ear. Miles panted heavily and I knew he was jerking his little cock even as Kurt stabbed all the way to my defenseless womb. Heavy, wet lust filled my muscles with an incredible pressure. The heat blossomed, like a sunflower, radiating from my womb to every part of my body. I drove myself even harder on Kurt's cock, searching desperately for release.

"Fuck that is so good!" I cried into the phone while staring into Kurt's eyes. Even though I was speaking to my husband my words were meant for Kurt and he knew it. He growled and drove upwards, meeting my body with his own savage thrusts.

The pleasure built until it was painful,l and I couldn't hold back the tidal wave of heat filling my body. Suddenly, there was a pleasure unlike anything I had felt before. My whole body trembled and every muscle tensed. I bent bent backwards and planted one hand on to Kurtz massive thigh.

My other hand gripped the phone until my knuckles were white. I screamed to Kurt even though Miles thought the words were for him.

"Oh fuck, baby! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"

Then my mind exploded. Rainbow colors flashed before my eyes. I closed my eyes against the vibrant sparks, but still saw them against the backs of my lids. My body tensed and my ass and crotch ground desperately against Kurt's body until, suddenly, my whole body convulsed in uncontrollable pleasure.

Miles was moaning and I knew he was cummimg too. For once in his life he was late, grunting out his last moments as I collapsed on Kurt's sweaty chest. He held me close and only then did I realize Kurt had cum too. His hot seed filled me to overflowing, then dripped out of my pussy and down his cock.

Kurt stroked my hair lovingly with one hand and rubbed my back with the other. I cried into the phone, finally finding my voice.

"So good" I said with a little hiccup of tears. "So fucking good."


Miles


Brandy's cries echoed in my ears and I beat harder on my swollen member. I imagined Brandy on top of me, her tight, wet pussy closing on my cock. I felt her breasts, the flesh crushed flat against my hands. The smell of her skin was in my nostrils, the sound of her screams in my ears.

"Oh, fuck, baby!" Her words were loud, too loud in my ear. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming!"

Her scream hit me in the crotch just at the base of my balls. She had never cried out like that before. She was really turned on!

My hand flashed on my shaft, the flesh red and raw from my jerking. The head of my cock flared angrily and my cock suddenly wept white tears of cum out of the slit and spilled hot and sticky into the hairs of my belly.

I grunted my lust into the phone. Then, I heard her sobbing, her voice far away.

"So good," She hiccuped. "So good."

"Are... are you alright?" I said.

"Yes," She murmured softly, the hitch of tears still in her throat. "You... you are the best thing that's ever happened to me."

"Yeah?" My heart filled with unadulterated joy. I knew I was special to Brandy. I knew that she loved me, but after all the drama of the last year, it felt great to hear it. "You're the best thing to happen to me too."

She moaned, not exactly a good sound. She sounded almost as if my words hurt her.

"I don't deserve you, Miles," she said.

"Sure you do," I said. "Don't say that."

"I'm sorry." She sniffed. "I... I don’t know what I’m saying. I miss you."

"I know," I said and tried to sound reassuring. "I'll be back before you know it "

"Yeah," she said. "I can't wait."

"Me either,” I said. "I love you."

"Love you too," she said. "I'll talk to you soon."

"Good," I said. I love-"

The phone made a bloop sound as I lost the call. I looked down at the little black screen. I smiled. I had already said I love you, but found I couldn't say it enough. Still, Brandy knew how I felt about her, how much I missed her. I was happy that she would fall asleep thinking of me.


Brandy


Istared into Kurt's eyes as I cut Miles off in the middle of yet another confession of his love. I couldn't stand to hear it. Even as I spoke to him Kurt's cock was throbbing inside of me, still trickling out his potent seed into my unprotected womb.

You are the best thing that's ever happened to me.

I had said the words to my husband, but my eyes had been on Kurt. His mouth had tugged upwards into that smug smile. The whole ordeal drove nails into my heart.

When I had said I didn't deserve Miles, I meant it. I didn't deserve to be loved by him. And Miles definitely didn't deserve what I was doing to him.

"What a nice, little wife," Kurt said. "Such a sweet, little slut."

"Stop it, you bastard!" I tried to roll off of him. He thrust upward. Hard. His cock was still hard and pulsing and his strong arms wrapped around me, at once making me feel trapped and hot all at the same time.

"I'm sorry," he whispered in my ear. "I am. I just... I just can't help it. I want you to be mine."

I pushed myself up. He let me rest my elbows on his chest. His cock twitched and I moaned, despite myself.

"I'm not yours," I said. "Miles is my husband."

"Oh, I know that," he said and forced my forehead down until it was touching his. "I saw that when you were cumming on my cock while your poor hubby was on the phone. Nice save by the way. Phone sex."

"Please," I moaned and wriggled my body on top of him which only drove his cock deeper inside of my sticky pussy. "Please I can't do this."

"Fine," he said and kissed me hot and hard. "Tell me to leave."

He kissed me again and his body thrust upwards. My words caught in my throat.

"Just say it." He teased and thrust again.

Still hard. After cumming in me twice he was still hard. Not like Miles who could barely keep it up. Was that all I was then? A little slut for a big, hard cock?

I summoned my words as he kissed me and thrust upwards. I took a breath finally and pushed my hand against his mouth . I drove down and back, burying his cock into me. He hissed as I bent his cock backwards painfully.

"No," I said finally able to speak. "No, I don't..."

Kurt looked at me and I saw the brief flash of fear in his eyes. He had given me everything and I was still able to resist him. He was afraid of the next words from my lips. Words that could crush him as easily as he had tried to crush my love for Miles.

"I don't want you to leave." I said finally. "I want you to fuck me."

Fear turned first to glee, then triumph.

"I knew it," he said. "You do want me."

"Yes." I smiled, giving into my need. "I want you to fuck me like Miles can't."

Those were the words he wanted to hear. He growled and rolled me over. I let out a shocked cry of delight which quickly turned into a hiss of pain as he roughly shoved my legs apart.

"I knew it," he grunted as he thrust deep into my cunt until I felt him hammer against my womb. "I knew it, I knew it, I fucking knew it."

He was chanting as he thrusted. I had given him what he wanted. I had given him my body and maybe, just maybe, a piece of my soul. I was beyond caring. This is what I wanted. This is what I deserved. Kurt had finally claimed me for his own.

And he could keep on claiming me all weekend long.


Part 3


Miles


Iwas exhausted when I got off the plane in Portland.  After three days of meetings with Rod and his team, all I wanted to do was go home and see Brandy.

After that first night, I hadn’t had much time to talk to my wife. We’d had a few, listless conversations, but nothing at all like the phone sex we'd had the night I got into the hotel. I was too tired and, for some reason, Brandy seemed hesitant to engage in further intimacy. I worried that I might have embarrassed her. Or maybe we were just tired.

I was working late nights, after all. By the time I got Brandy on the phone, we were both ready for bed. Instead of talking about what we were wearing, we talked about our days for a few minutes then hung up the phone so we could both get some sleep.

Brandy seemed distracted. Her mind sometimes wandered during our conversations. Often, I had to say her name to bring her back to our talks. I knew she was tired, but maybe there was something else bothering her. Maybe me being gone was harder on her than I had realized. But, if that was the case, wouldn't she be excited to talk to me?

Not that she didn't listen, she just didn't seem... present.

I called her just before I got on the plane to Portland. I didn't get an answer. I tried not to worry, but she knew I was coming home today. She should have expected my call.

So, as I exited the plane and made my way to baggage claim, I took my phone off airplane mode, hoping to see a message.

Nothing.

I felt the anger like a small weight on my chest. I thumbed open the text app and sent her a message. Still nothing.

What the hell was she doing?

I took a deep breath as I hit the telephone button beside Brandy's name. The phone rang on the other end. And rang and rang. The weight in my chest grew spiked, like a mace stabbing my heart. The sharp pressure only got worse when I heard Brandy's bright, cheery voice pipe through the small speaker in my ear.

“Hi! You've reached Brandy McCabe. I don't have my phone at the moment. Please leave a message.”

I took another deep breath and waited for the beep.

“Hey, Brandy. It's me. Just calling from the airport. I'm here. I... uh... I'm not sure where you're at, but I'm going to be home in about half an hour.  I really... I really can't wait to see you.”

Did that sound too desperate? Who cared? I was desperate.

“I love you, baby. See you soon. Bye.”

The call ended with a bloop and I walked out of the terminal to the taxi area. It was another overcast day in Portland. I climbed into a waiting taxi and, even though I knew there was nothing, I checked my phone again in case Brandy had texted.

She had not.

“Damn it, Brandy. Where are you?” I muttered under my breath as the taxi pulled away from the curb and headed towards home.


Miles


Brandy had not called or texted me by the time the taxi pulled up outside of our house. I don’t know why I was so upset, but I was. I couldn’t understand how I needed to hear Brandy’s voice, yet she didn’t even have the decency to answer a single text.

I began to make excuses for her absence. Maybe she had lost her phone. Or something worse could have happened. I shuddered and pushed away the thoughts as I got out of the taxi.

From the outside, the house looked utterly normal. Quiet. The sun was trying to poke through the persistent Portland gray. A squirrel paused in the yard, a large nut in its front paws and looked at me questioningly.

“What are you doing here?” He seemed to be saying.

For a moment, I felt strange. I walked to the front door and the squirrel ran first one way and then the other in fear and confusion at my unexpected presence. His fear and confusion was my fear and confusion. I felt like I had been gone for years instead of three days. I was gripped by the sudden sense that I was disturbing the peace of this quiet home.

All of that because of a missed phone call.

Stupid. I shook off the bad feeling and forced myself to breathe.  This was my home, my safe place. There was a good reason Brandy had not called, I was sure of it. Standing outside my home I tried to convince myself that nothing bad had happened.

The front door was unlocked, which calmed my sense of unease. Brandy was home. Well, why wouldn't she be? She knew I was supposed to return. Of course, she was home.

My heart lightened, the fear momentarily dissipated as I took off my coat. I didn’t even hit the credenza that poked its way out into the entryway. It was too big for the small hallway, but it was the first piece of furniture Brandy and I had bought together. The first time the dream of being together, forever, became a reality.

I took a moment to look down at the polished, wooden table. On top were pictures of Brandy and me, at our wedding, on our honeymoon. There was room for more, when our family grew. For now, a large, cut glass bowl sat on the surface to catch loose change, keys and whatever else came out of our pockets.

“Brandy?” I called.

No answer.

I walked into the silent house. Brandy wasn't in the living room or dining room. The dining room was clean and I expected to see the bouquet of flowers Kurt had gotten us on the table. It was bare except for a couple of yellow petals on the top. I stopped and picked up the petals. They were three days old and brittle, as if they had been there for a week instead of three days.

As I passed the table my foot squashed into something. I lifted my foot and noticed a smashed brown stain on my sock. The piece of mush was almost unrecognizable except for the flared head of the crown.

“Mushroom,"  I muttered, perplexed.

Why would a mushroom be on the floor? It wasn't like Brandy to leave food on the floor, but it could happen. I'm sure there was a story behind it. The mushrooms and the flowers. I couldn't wait to ask her.

There was no sign of her my wife in the kitchen. This was not the welcome home I had expected.

I heard the first signs of life as I put my foot on the stairs. It was faint, but I could hear something. Were those voices? I couldn’t tell, but it was obvious Brandy was home.

I ran up the rest of the steps and pulled open the door to our bedroom then suddenly stopped.

It was empty.

Not only that, but the bed had been stripped, the bedding wadded-up in a large ball and rolled into the corner of the bedroom. The ancient clock radio Brandy refused to get rid of was on, the voices of the DJs happy talk spilling into the empty space.

I stood, confused. Then, I heard the sound of the shower coming from the bathroom. I walked across the floor and suddenly noticed a discarded pair of underwear. It was the red pair Brandy had purchased as a special surprise before I left. Now they were lying on the floor, lonely and abandoned.

I shook my head and opened the door to the bathroom. The room was full of mist. Brandy was in the shower, alone. I could barely see her through the shower door. Her face was turned away from me, her head bent into the hot spray. One hand was against the wall, her wedding ring flashed against the blue tile.

I watched her for a moment as she stood there and I took in more details as the steam filtered out through the open door. Water rolled down her round bottom, the skin red and slick. My mouth went dry, looking at her, watching her. Something about the slump of her shoulders made her seem sad. Defeated. I felt like I needed to comfort her and I didn't know why.

Then, suddenly I heard something that didn’t sound sad at all. It was a low moan and then a sigh whispered into the falling water. I looked down and was shocked as I realized that Brandy’s other hand was between her legs. I watched, stunned as Brandy’s arm moved up and down as she rubbed herself. Water sluiced over her legs and spilled between her thighs.

I had never seen Brandy masturbate before. I knew she did, of course, but I was just shocked that she was doing it now, here, in the shower.

I stood there for too long. I felt like I was intruding and the sense that I didn’t belong came back to me. I didn’t know what to do. If I spoke I would scare her. If I'd waited for her to turn around I would scare her. I was stuck.

She moaned again and that moan sent shock waves through my groin. I was getting hard watching my wife masturbate privately in the shower. What was she thinking of as her hand clutched at the blue tiles? Was she thinking of me?

There was only one way to find out.

“Brandy?” I said as softly as I could.

“Shit!”  Brandy jumped and slipped on the wet porcelain. The hand between her legs whipped upwards to her breasts as she turned her head around to look at me.

“Sorry," I said, unable to stop from laughing. “Whatcha doing?

“Jesus!” Brandy cried. “You... You’re home!”

She turned and covered herself as if I wasn’t her husband. LIke I wasn’t supposed to see her naked. She looked at me and, as if realizing the absurdity of her position, she let her hands fall.

“You scared me.”

“I did call," I said petulantly, then I began to unbutton my shirt. It was hot and the fabric was beginning to stick to my skin.

“I’m sorry, babe," Brandy said. “I was trying to get everything cleaned up and... um...”

She smiled as she watched me take off my shirt.

“What are you doing?” She asked.

“I need a shower," I said and unbuttoned my pants. The missed phone calls were momentarily forgotten as I gazed at Brandy’s wet skin. Her dark hair was almost black and hung down over her shoulders, a wet tip grazing the top of her breasts. The need between my legs throbbed in my pants.

“Really?” She grinned. “Are you dirty?”

“So dirty," I said.

Despite my confidence, my heart was pounding in my chest. My need for her was hot and insistent.

“What about you?” I said. “You look pretty dirty yourself. What were you thinking about?”

She couldn't blush, not in the heat of the shower. But if she could have blushed, she would have. Everything about her face told me the truth. She had been masturbating.

Brandy recovered well. She smiled at me and pulled back the shower door.

“You, Miles," she said. “Who else would I be thinking of?”

Her words lit a fire in me and I couldn’t get into the shower fast enough. I pulled my pants down. My foot got caught in the leg and I stumbled against the wall with an unmanly yelp. Brandy laughed.

My face reddened as my attempt at being suave was ruined. Still, my cock was getting hard even as I removed my socks. I had been semi-hard constantly since we’d had phone sex. Now that I was here with my wife naked in front of me, I couldn't hold myself back.

I felt Brandy watching me as I finished undressing.  I refused to look at her. I knew she was smiling, watching as I awkwardly took off my clothes. Finally, I stood in front of her, my cock twitching in the air. I stepped into the tub, felt the tiny drops of hot water hit my skin. I reached forward, tentatively, as if Brandy was an apparition, a dream I had made up in my mind that would suddenly disappear.

She did not disappear. Instead, she was shockingly real. Her skin was wet and red from the hot spray. As my hand slid over her skin, I watched the water drip off her breasts. Her nipples were rock hard.

“God, I missed you," I murmured as I ran my thumbs over the hard tips of her nipples. “Did you miss me?”

The question came out more hopeful than I wanted, but I was rewarded with Brandy's gorgeous smile.

“Of course I did, you goof," She slid her hands around my neck. “Can’t you tell?”

She had missed me. Maybe as much as I'd missed her. I wondered if she'd thought of me, had masturbated to me while I was gone. I smiled as I slid my hands over her round buttocks, pulling her close until I felt her scratchy pubes scrape the sensitive head of my cock. I imagined her touching herself, all alone in our bed, while I touched myself miles away in that  stale hotel room.

I leaned forward and took her hard nipple into my mouth. She tasted of water and clean skin and I let the spray of hot liquid pour over my head. I opened my mouth to suck in more of her clean skin and water filled my nose. I spluttered as water spurted from my nose and mouth. Brandy laughed and I laughed with her.

“I want you so bad," I moaned. Brandy smiled mischievously, reached down between us and gripped my shaft in her wet hand.

She lifted her leg onto the edge of the tub and I looked down and saw her lips part. I scuttled forward and she put one hand on the wall, another on my shoulder and lowered herself on my cock.

Our bodies were slippery and uncoordinated. We'd never tried sex in the shower before. As Brandy lowered herself, I thrust upwards, her pussy just out of reach. The head of my clock slipped and bumped at the entrance to her sex, but I couldn't penetrate.

“Shit,"  I muttered and strained on my tippy-toes which was not that easy in a wet shower. Finally, I slipped backwards in the shower, defeated.

“Try it this way,"  Brandy's voice sounded frustrated and I felt bad that I couldn’t give her what she needed. She bent over, her hand held firmly against the wall and bumped me with the pump curve of her ass. 

I scuttled forward eagerly and put my hands on Brandy’s lush bottom. I dug my fingers into her flesh and she moaned as I split her apart and revealed the shining, exposed fruit waiting to be taken. Again, I stood on tip toes and slid my cock along her ass cheeks, then down between her thighs, searching for her warm, wet center.

This position was even more awkward and frustrating. I couldn't enter my wife's pussy more than an inch. She must have been excited because she was very wet and loose. She had been waiting for me all this time and now here I was and I couldn't take advantage of it. I thought about calling it off and moving to the bedroom, but Brandy stopped me.

“I’m so hot, Miles,"  she mewled and wiggled her ass against my cock. I pushed it down, uselessly touching her clit, but that was all I could do. “I need you to make me feel good!”

I didn't know how I was going to do that. Then, I remembered the last time, just before I had left. I remembered how good I had made her feel.

As if reading my thoughts, Brandy spread her legs as wide as she could in the narrow tub.

“Please Miles!”  She begged and I knew what she wanted. I slid to my knees and ignored the pain as my kneecaps cracked into the porcelain. I didn't care, because now I was face-to-face with Brandy's shining, round bottom. My mouth was dry, but my tongue was ready.

I bent forward and rubbed my face against her wet buttocks. I opened my mouth and tasted her skin, licking along the crack. I hesitated at the pink ring of her anus. Brandy shivered, a silent confirmation of what she needed me to do.

I dove forward and stuck my tongue in the pink opening of Brandy's ass. The wet flesh clenched on my face and I happily drowned myself in her buttocks. My hands worked between her slippery thighs and she moaned as I slipped a finger into her loose, warm sex. It was a different kind of wetness than I was used to. Hot and pulsing, the juices thick and frothy. I didn’t mind. I used the sticky fluids as lube to rub into her tight, hard clit. Brandy moaned and backed her ass against my face, simultaneously trying to drive my fingers deeper into her pussy.

“Kiss it, Miles," She turned her head to look down at me. “Please kiss my pussy, baby. Clean me up.”

She’d never used those words before, but the dirtiness of them struck me deep in the gut. It was hard to get the right angle, but I wanted to try. Brandy put her foot back up on the side of the tub and I slid around on my wet ass and suddenly I was looking up into her dripping, pink pussy. Water spilled over her thighs and between her legs. When I opened my lips to kiss her sex, water and thick, salty juices filled my mouth.

God! The smell! If she hadn’t been in the shower, I would have sworn that she hadn’t bathed in the three days I was gone. It was musky and rank, like a wild animal's scent. I fought back a wave of revulsion. Then, as my mouth closed over her sex, thick juices gushed from her open lips and nearly drowned me. I fought upwards past the slimy juices and the overpowering smell and suddenly I was inside of her. My tongue lapped at the swollen folds and pulsing muscles of her sex. Brandy shuddered and cried out. I kept working upwards as her cum and water splashed over my cheeks and chin. She whimpered with pleasure.

God, yes! I wanted this! I wanted to make Brandy happy. My cock throbbed, lonely and twitching between my legs, but my pleasure suddenly didn’t matter. All that mattered was Brandy.

Her orgasm, when it came, was explosive. Her ass bucked dangerously against the tile, but she managed to stay standing as her thick, hot juices swamped my tongue. I continued to lick and soon the smelly, greasy fluid gave way to clean, tangy juices. I had worked my way through my wife’s backed up lust and had once again found her pure, natural flavor.

Brandy continued to moan and her body quivered. I took a few, final licks and watched in pleasure as she put her leg down and leaned heavily against the shower wall. I stood up, my knees and butt aching from the porcelain, but I was happy. I’d given Brandy pleasure. There was nothing better than that.

Except for having actual sex with my wife.

“I love you," I said and put her hand on my hot and throbbing flesh. “I want you. Let’s go to bed.”

“There’s no sheets," She murmured and I could tell she was still lost in the pleasure of her orgasm. “We’ll make a mess.”

“I don’t care," I grunted. “I need you.”

Brandy gripped my cock. I moaned as her hand slid over the swollen length of it. My moan turned into a hiss as she pinched the head.

“I know, baby.” She grinned up at me. “I need you, too. I want to make you happy.”

She reached over and grabbed a bottle of shampoo. She squirted a cold line of soap over my hot shaft. I hissed as the cold liquid made me twitch in her hand and she giggled at my momentary discomfort.

“You want me to make you happy?” She grinned, rubbing the slick soap into my flesh.

I gulped and nodded, dumbly. Brandy laughed and began to stroke harder.

I realized too late what Brandy was up to. She smiled as she watched my face go from lust to desperation. My eyes rolled up and I bit my lip to hold back the crushing pressure in my balls.

"Oh,Brandy! Oh, God! You have to stop!"

“It’s OK, baby," She cooed softly. “I want you to cum.

“Please.” I looked at her desperately. “I want you.”

“Shh.” She quieted me with a kiss. Her tongue slid deep into my mouth. Her hand continued its merciless stroking.

It’s OK, Miles," she said again. “We have lots of time for that. I want you to cum now.”

I bit down harder on my lip and nearly drew blood.I wanted so much to be able to hold back, to give Brandy my body. I wanted to sink my cock into her loose, hot sex.

I didn’t notice Brandy sliding her hand around my ass until a sharp fingernail scraped between my clenched cheeks. I yelped and my ass jumped forward, my cock thrusting into her soapy hand. The involuntary jerk allowed Brandy to spear her middle finger right into my asshole.

"Oh shit! No!" I cried as I slid back against the invading finger. "No, please!"

"It's OK, baby!" Brandy murmured encouragingly. “Just let it go."

I cried out in pain as Brandy fucked me between her hands. One hand stroked my cock fast and loose. Her other finger was shoved deep inside of me,  probing in hard, fast circles.

My mind was gone and my body took over. Brandy stared at me, watching my face as I succumbed to her attack. I tried to say something, anything, but all that came out was a wet gurgle. Brandy smiled and shoved her finger as far as it would go into my ass. She jammed her other hand down hard to the base of my cock.

I grunted and as the painful pressure inside my balls built against Brandy’s controlling hand. My body twisted and Brandy held me there, literally in the palm of her hands, as my lust backed up against her clenched fingers.

"Agrglguh" I gave out an unintelligible gurgle of defeat. The tip of my cock flared wide.

Brandy moved to the side, holding my cock away from her. The pain was exquisite as my backed up lust forced it’s way through her clenched fingers. It felt like the cum was being ripped out of me and when I exploded, it was impressive. Two days of cum spurted in long, thin streams into the air. The streams hit the water from the shower and disappeared down the drain.

My body twitched against the bathroom tile as I shivered out the last of my lust.

Brandy stood up, reached out and stroked my cheek.

"I'm sorry," she said, softly. "I should have stopped. I just... got carried away."

I slumped against the tile, suddenly tired. From the flight, from the sexual tension and finally the release.

“It’s OK," I said. “That was... Pretty amazing.”

“Yeah?” She gave my soft cock a couple more tweaks. I hugged her, her body slippery and warm.

She looked at me with concern and, maybe, just a little regret. Regret that I had once again failed in my duties as husband. She kissed me softly.

"Why don't I go make up the bed while you relax for a bit?" she said in her soothing, motherly voice.

"That would be nice," I murmured and managed a weak smile.

"Maybe I can make you some tea?"

I nodded and she left me there, slumped against the tiles. I was so tired after that weird but powerful orgasm that I stayed in the shower for a long time. I felt many things. Frustration, anger and a sense of loss. This was another lost opportunity in a long line of lost opportunities. I also couldn't get out of my mind the way Brandy had teased me. It was almost as if she had wanted me to fail. But, that didn't make any sense.

I shook off my dreary thoughts and bent my head under the water. It was lukewarm, only minutes away from being cold. Like my excitement, the warm water had run out and down the drain. As I stood soaking in the last few moments of warmth, my mind came back to the red panties.

What were they doing on the floor? I hadn't stopped to pick them up, but if I had, would they have been dirty? My mind was fluttering around something. Something indecent and forbidden.

No, no, no. It couldn't be. Brandy must have gotten the panties out to wear for me. That must be it. There was no other reason for them to be on the floor. None at all.

The small twitch of lust in my balls quieted as the shower turned cold. I let it take the rest of my excitement and, shivering, got out of the tub.

Any lingering dirty thoughts I might have had disappeared when I came back into the bedroom. The panties were gone, the bed made up with Brandy's flowery, second-favorite comforter. Brandy was sitting on top of the covers dressed in a comfy pair of flannel pajamas. They were soft and faded and I always thought they made her look cute as hell. Her legs were folded, her heels tucked up underneath her, her feet bare. I could see her pearly, pink nail polish peeking out under the swell of her bottom.

The pajamas may have been cute, but they were a sure sign that the hanky panky was over. I guess she wouldn't be wearing the red panties for me tonight.

"Hey," she said, grinning. The dark and brooding suspicions in my chest faded under that beautiful smile. I couldn't help but smile back. Her face was glowing, her long dark hair gleaming in the cozy light of the bedside lamp. On my side of the bed was a steaming cup of tea.

My heart filled with love. She was in bed, waiting for me. I went to the dresser and pulled out my own set of PJs and slid them on. I didn't wear pajamas while sleeping, but now seemed like a good time to wear them. A way to signal to Brandy that we were together. We were a family.

I sat down on top of the comforter and Brandy slipped up behind me as I picked up the tea.

"Mmm," The tea was sweet and smelled heavenly. "Chamomile.”

"Yep," Brandy purred in my ear. "And lavender. To help you sleep."

Another signal that there would be no more shenanigans tonight. Not that I felt like it. Now that I was warm and safe in my bed, the exhaustion of the past few days hit me hard. I sipped the tea, already feeling my eyelids begin to droop.

"So, how was the trip?" Brandy asked as I lay down and she put her head on my shoulder.

"Good," I said, unable to really put the experience into words."Great, actually. I think I just might be able to pull this off "

"Oh, I know you will," Brandy said and her faith in me felt good.

"So, how was your weekend?" I said, a flash of the panties came to my mind. "Do anything exciting?"

"Oh, no," she murmured. "Just stayed home and puttered around the house. Missing you."

She scratched her nails under my chin and giggled when I shivered.

Now that we were together, the ghost of whatever doubts I had been feeling were eased away by Brandy's warm body, I felt it was safe to ask about something else niggling at the edge of my brain.

"What happened to the flowers?"

"Flowers?" She asked innocently.

"Yeah," I said and turned towards her. “The flowers Kurt got for you. For us."

"Oh, those," She laughed and waved her hand. "It's funny. I banged into the table and knocked them over. After that the poor things just died."

"Aw, that's too bad." My speech was slower now. The hard work, the orgasm, and the tea were all working against me.

"It's OK," Brandy said and combed my hair back with her fingertips. "Flowers always die. It's the thought that counts,"

"Nice of Kurt," I said sleepily. "To make the effort,"

"Yeah," Brandy murmured and kept stroking my hair.

I was drifting off to sleep, carried away by the tea and my wife's clean, fresh scent. Just before I fell asleep, I heard Brandy's phone ding to indicate an incoming text. The bed shifted, then Brandy came back to me, resting her head on my shoulder.

"Whoissit?" I mumbled, half in a dream.

"Nobody important," Brandy patted my chest softly. "Don't worry about it. Just go to sleep."


Brandy


As Miles fell asleep beside me, I resisted the urge to look at my phone.  I lay there against Miles's warm, slumbering body, but the message I had seen when I looked at the screen was bright in my mind.

Kurt: Are you thinking of me?

The simple sentence was so arrogant. So Kurt. Yet, I was thinking of him. I had been thinking of him ever since he'd left. My face reddened as I remembered Miles walking in while I was masturbating. Masturbating thinking of Kurt’s body. His flesh all over me. Inside me. The fantasies made my desire stronger and even though I had been freshly fucked less than an hour before, I needed to touch myself. It was like I was a horny teenager who just found out how good sex could be and I wanted that feeling all the time.

Kurt was everywhere. Even here, in the bed with fresh covers that did nothing to hide my infidelity from my mind. When Miles lapped at my pussy in the shower, the remnants of Kurt's spent lust dripped from the folds of my pussy. The pleasure I got when Miles cleaned me, the idea of him licking Kurt’s cum out of me, made the pain all the more intense. But, with that pain came pleasure. Indescribable, excruciating pleasure.

Miles was eating Kurt’s cum! The thought was so wrong, so powerful that it had taken over my entire body. And I had cum. Hard. I nearly slipped in the shower, but somehow managed to keep my footing.

Then, it was Miles’s turn.

I don’t know why I did what I did. It seemed like the right thing to do at the time, but even now I felt the guilt and shame swamp my heart. Tears stung the corners of my eyes. What was I doing? Miles was back, next to me, his face peaceful in sleep. His hair was mussed,  like a little boy after a long day at an amusement park.

I rolled over, picked up the phone, and put it in Do Not Disturb mode. I set it with the screen down on the table. I stared at it for a moment, the cute pink and purple cover suddenly dangerous. Like a snake waiting to strike. Finally, I scooped up  the hideous thing, went to my dresser, and shoved it into the top drawer underneath my panties.

I went back to Miles and tried to let his body heat warm me, but Kurt had invaded our safe place. I couldn't sleep, thinking of my phone like a ticking time bomb. Finally, I took one of Miles's sleeping pills and chased with the last of his tea. Finally, after an hour of tossing, the drugs pulled me down into a fitful slumber.

I managed to go all morning without checking my phone. I left it in the dresser so I couldn't see the text notifications which were popping up on screen.

I was jumpy at breakfast, but Miles didn't notice. He was happy. Happy to be back, happy that we had spent time together last night even though it didn't turn out the way he had planned. He was just happy to be home. Meanwhile, I could not get my mind off my phone. I could not get my mind off Kurt. 

What did he want? To gloat? Or did he actually want to see me again? Part of me didn't want to believe it. I  thought I understood him. He wanted to prove himself. He wanted to take what Miles had out of some misplaced sense of vengeance or jealousy.

But now, after I'd found out Kurt had harbored a crush on me, a crush that had been building for ten years, I began to wonder if he wanted something else. Something deeper. 

Miles, I thought. You love Miles.

Of course, I loved Miles. He was all the things you were supposed to want. Loving, sensitive, kind. I'd fallen in love with him. Not out of lust, or a desire to fuck him. I had fallen in love with the man. Those feelings were inviolate.

Kurt had taken my body, but now he wanted more. I could feel it. That should have sent me running for the hills. Or made me sick with revulsion.

So why, why did I feel a deep, throbbing warmth in my belly when I thought of it?

As if my betrayal wasn't bad enough, I was actually starting to feel something. My emotions were all mixed up with the lust and hunger I had for Kurt. It made every all of my emotions more potent.

I had to stop this. I couldn't keep this thing going and still maintain my sanity. I kissed Miles goodbye and set about distracting myself with the house. I tried reading a book and doing some journaling.

I was only able to make it an hour. One hour of puttering around the house, thinking up things to do so I wouldn't look at my phone. One hour of being a nervous wreck.

When I finally went upstairs and dug  my phone from underneath a pile of panties, the nervousness gave way to excitement. I was giddy  as a school girl who just got a note from a boy she likes. I opened my phone and saw a page of text from Kurt.

Kurt: Are you thinking of me?

Yes you bastard! I thought, but kept my hands off the keypad.

Kurt: Is Miles there?

No not anymore.

Kurt: I want to see you again.

No. Yes. No, no, no.

Kurt; Miles just got here. I'm jerking off thinking of  your mouth on my cock while he's telling me about his trip. Poor bastard.

Oh shit!  A spike of hot lust shot through my pussy as I imagined my poor husband chatting away while his boss stroked his cock under his desk. Moisture collected on my thighs and made me wet and sticky. I slipped my panties aside. My sex was a hot miasma of unsatisfied lust. I peeled back my lips, still sore from Kurt’s cock, and I imagined him stroking himself, as my husband related the events of his trip. All of the memories of our time together floated to the surface. Kurt's smell, the feel of his hard body dominating me, the feel of his punishing flesh hammering deep inside of me. I felt it in my belly, the evil reverberations of his lust taking me over. It was like being possessed by another being. I had no control over my hands and I dug my fingers into the greasy folds of  my sex. I held the phone with my other hand and breathlessly awaited another text.

It came a few moments later, the words sending shivers along the tips of my fingers and directly to my pussy.

Kurt: He finally left. I want to cum so bad.

So did I. I fingered my pussy harder and faster. I felt the wave of orgasm build, starting in my stomach and washing down into my sex.

I was so close, but something held me back. I realized what it was when Kurt texted me again. This time, I could see his cock frozen in time, the play triangle hovering  over the fat head of his penis.

A video. A video of Kurt stroking his cock and thinking of me. Before I could think, I hit play.

“Fuck! I thought he'd never shut up!” Kurt groaned into the phone, the frame shaking, but he managed to keep his large cock on  the screen.

His voice hummed  my ears. I was hot. So hot. I watched, mesmerised, as Kurt's hand stroked his thick flesh. The fat, swollen head mushroomed and Kurt grunted into my ear.

“I'm cumming for you, Brandy.  I'm going to come!”

I dug deeper and humped my hand, pushing myself over the edge. My orgasm crashed over me, but I kept my eyes open and watched as Kurt's beautiful cock opened up and a fountain of thick frothy cum shot up into the air. It splashed onto his hand and dripped down the shaft. I  licked my lips and imagined cleaning up the gooey mess. I remembered Miles eating the same cum from my pussy and another orgasm rocked me. I nearly dropped the phone, but managed to hold it in my trembling hand as Kurt's voice murmured in my ear.

“I need to see you again. You have to see me again.”

“Yes," I  whispered, forgetting that it was a video and Kurt was not on the other end. “Yes. Again.”

The video stopped and reset with the image of Kurt's cock frozen, the white play triangle covering the head.

“Fuck.," I mumbled.

When the next text came through, I was primed to receive it.

Kurt: Today. Plaza. 12 pm.

Simple words. Simple command. Easy. So easy.

Yes. I texted back and finally let the phone fall as I slipped,  exhausted into a melted, messy lump on the bed.

Yes. Yes. Yes.


Brandy


Thomas met me at the plaza entrance. I was thrown back in time, to when I was still a loving, faithful wife. When I was here for my husband. Now, I couldn't delude myself. I wasn't there for Miles. I was at the plaza for myself.

“Mrs. McCabe?” Thomas said, his thin frame sidling up to me.

I searched for any hint of knowledge or amusement in Thomas’s thin face. He had to know why I was there. Kurt had sent him to escort me to the room. Why else would I be there?

I twisted the wedding ring on my finger. The finger Miles slid that ring on ten years before. It was a reminder that I was his, that I belonged with Miles. Yet, I was here. Again.

I had toyed with the idea of taking it off, but something stopped me. Kurt knew I was married. In fact, it turned him on. The sharp edges of the diamond poked my fingertips. Such a small thing, a ring. Not nearly enough armor to protect you from all the temptations the world had to offer.

If Thomas noticed any of the thoughts whirling about in my brain, or if he had any opinion about why I was there, he gave no inclination. He was perfectly suited for his job. Facilitator, tour guide, pimp. No matter the task, his professionalism never wavered.

We did not speak as the elevator moved up to Kurt’s floor. Thomas led me down the hall and left me in front of what I had begun to think of as Kurt’s room. Then, with a small nod and a neutral smile, Thomas walked down the hall to the elevator.

I stood alone in the hall, my stomach roiling with butterflies. I raised my hand, expecting Kurt to whip open the door and sweep me into the room. The door remained closed and I knocked.

There was no immediate answer. I felt awkward, standing alone in the hall with the beige walls and blush pink carpet. I didn't have a key this time. I couldn't let myself into the room. 

One of the doors down the hall opened up and an older couple came out. I stood, waiting, as they walked past me. I lowered my eyes. I didn't want to see them. I didn’t want to see the way the older man held the woman's arm, the way she leaned into him just a little. A loving, married couple possibly on their what, 40th anniversary? Spending some time in a hotel in downtown Portland. See the city. Maybe going out for a nice lunch.

I didn't want to see them. I didn't want to say hi. I did not want to see their happiness.

Just as they were moving past me, I heard the door lock click, a click so loud it sounded like the tolling of a bell. I looked up and there was Kurt. I didn't even wait for him to say anything. I jumped forward, into his arms. He staggered back and my ankle banged against the door frame, but I didn't care. I buried my face in his thick neck to avoid looking back at the couple. Kurt turned deftly around and hooked the door with his foot. I looked up over his firm shoulder just in time to see the shocked faces of the old couple before the door slammed shut.

Fuck them anyway!

Kurt carried me effortlessly into the room and set me down next to the bed. I pushed away from him.

“You miss me?” he said.

“I...” I didn't want to say it. So far, our liaisons had been met with my reluctance, however weak that reluctance might be. But now, with the world shut away from us and his beautiful body in front of me, my resistance faded.

“Yes.” I said, finally.

Kurt grinned happily. It was only then that I realized he had been worried. He still would have taken me, that was an undeniable fact, but he wanted me to miss him.

“Have you been thinking of me?”

“Yes.”  I murmured and I kissed him. His tongue was in my mouth and I let my hands roam over his body. The body I had imagined last night with my husband. The body I had remembered that morning as I worked my pussy into orgasm. His scent, his skin and the taste of his mouth electrified my senses. My dream suddenly made real and whole.

“I’ve been thinking of you too," he said in my ear.

“I know.” I slid a hand down between us, felt the thick, hot flesh through the fabric of his pants.

Kurt grinned down at me.

“You know what I’ve been dreaming about?”

“What?” I whispered, the thought of him dreaming of me made my heart do a little dance.

“Those lips," he said and rolled his thumb across my bottom lip. “. I want those lips on my cock.”

The sheer wrongness of the words had the desired result. I moaned and he dropped a hand between my legs. I was wearing a short skirt, black and loose, to make it easy for him to slide his hand between my sticky thighs.

He pulled back when he felt my pussy lips, no barrier of cloth or silk protecting me.

“No panties.”

I smiled and shook my head.

“They’re all dirty," I said. “I can’t keep any of them clean.”

I felt like I slut. A whore. I'd come to his room knowing what was going to happen and I had prepared. I made it easy for him. Just like a good girl would do for her lover.

A slut. A whore. That's what I was. A dirty, slutty cheating wife. But, it was my choice to be here to be with this beautiful man. For the first time, I was embracing my sexuality and taking what I wanted. No fear, no guilt, no shame.

I was Kurt’s and he was mine.

Kurt slid his eager fingers into my pussy. I was wet for him, had been wet for him ever since that damn text message. My need for him was so great, stronger than any need I had for my husband. Miles gave me love and security, but Kurt gave me what I needed.

He stopped fingering me, unsatisfied with just the touch of his fingers in my pussy. Strong hands slid the blouse over my shoulders, revealing a skimpy black  bra. He murmured as he kissed the top of my breasts, leaving hungry bites across the flesh. His hands pulled me, pushed me, controlled me. But I felt no fear.

He stripped me naked, and I trembled, as I always did. Then he stood before me and waited. I nodded, understanding. I stepped forward and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his sculpted chest, the perfect smooth skin stretching taut over hard muscles. I trailed kisses down his chest. He gripped my hair and guided me over his nipple. I sucked on it greedily until it was a hard pebble, then sank teeth into the sensitive nub. Kurt groaned and I chuckled with satisfaction. He wasn't made of stone. Not this time.

I suckled the other nipple as my fingers explored the ridges and contours of his body. Miles was soft and comforting, even a little chubby. But Kurt? Kurt was all hard edges and dangerous curves that made me dizzy. I'd never been with such a perfect man.

My hands found the button of his pants. I continued to suck his nipples, tugging at his waist, unable to free him. I left his nipples and kissed my way down his chest, to the ridges of his stomach, to the downy fur at the base of his belly. The fine hairs tickled my nose. My head swam as I inhaled his potent musk, but I was able to see the pop the button  open and lowly revealed the golden thatch of pubic hair.

His cock, the cock I’d been dreaming about, sprang free and slapped me in the cheek. I laughed in shock and Kurt chuckled. He lifted the heavy shaft and slapped me again. He was wet. Pre-cum dripped onto my skin and left a sticky trail across my cheek.

I opened my mouth to take him in, but Kurt stopped me..

“Not like that," He growled. “I want to fuck your mouth until I’m the only thing you taste.”

I let out a low, pitiful mon. The humiliating words only stoked the fire in my belly. I didn't know what he meant, but I knew it was going to be punishing.

He lifted me up and guided me to the bed. With some manipulation he laid me on my back, my head pointed towards him. My head hung over the side of the bed looking at him upside down, his huge shaft and balls hovering inches from my face. He lifted his heavy flesh and lowered the fat, furry balls to my open lips.

Spit immediately filled my mouth. I sucked one large ball between my lips stretching them over the wrinkled skin as I tried to suck the whole thing into my mouth. It ended up as a sloppy, wet kiss, but Kurt still moaned in pleasure. He pulled one ball from my mouth with a wet ‘pop’, then gave me the other one to lavish with my lips and tongue.

Kurt lowered his crotch and suddenly his spongy, wet flesh filled my nose and and made me sniffle and choke. I didn't care. When he finally lifted his balls off of my face, I was gasping for air, but still wanted more.

In this position, all I could do was wait for him to give his flesh to me. He slid the throbbing shaft across my face. I opened my mouth and rubbed my tongue along the belly of his shaft as he slowly smeared spit and pre-cum over my cheeks and chin.

Then, as if at some silent signal, he was inside me. His girth stretched my lips painfully. But, I kept them open, taking his cock in my mouth and down my throat. I had never had a cock this deep before and I gagged, spit spilled out of my lips and down my cheeks. Ropes of drool ran into my eyes, my nose, my hair.

Kurt hammered my mouth. I knew what he was doing now, knew why he wanted to do this. My mouth, my nose, my ears were filled with his flesh. If I had any thoughts of Miles or his sweet, loving kisses, I certainly didn't remember them. Kurt was hammering the memory of my husband out of my head.

Finally, he stopped pounding me. I licked and kissed his flesh greedily. He moved forward and rested his slippery balls on my chin. Then, he lowered his ass and smashed my mouth against the spongy spot between his balls and asshole. My nose sank into the sphincter between his cheeks and he rocked his hips, rubbed himself on my face and smothered me with his flesh.

His scent was pungent and dirty. The smell of his stinky hole stung my nose. But, I dug in and did my best to lick, suck, and kiss every inch of him  Between his cheeks, between his thighs, along the hard, wet shaft. I worshipped him in a way I had never worshipped anything in my life. He was all I wanted.

I thought Kurt might cum and spray his hot load over my face. After all this worship, I wanted to be rewarded with a faceful of his lust. I wanted to taste his cream and feel it dripping, hot and sticky,  down my face. I had never wanted such a thing, the very thought of it makes me shiver, even now. But, in that moment, I wanted nothing more than to be Kurt’s cum-crazy whore.

I don't know how Kurt held back. He had my face jammed into his ass, controlling me between his thighs. A married woman, one he had fantasized about for years, was under his complete control. He could have done anything to me and he knew it. Yet, despite his victory and his obvious arousal, he held back. I wanted him to cum, I wanted him to give in to my submission, but he was stronger than me. He wouldn’t give in that easy.

He bent over me and shoved his face between my legs. He drove his tongue between my lips with the hunger of an animal. Miles was gentler, more thorough perhaps, but Kurt was hungrier and that hunger excited me. He worked his tongue inside of me biting and licking and tearing me open. I lifted my head and focused on the tiny sphincter of his anus spearing the tight hole with my tongue even as Kurt did the same to my pussy.

I came like that, my face between his ass cheeks, his hole slippery with my spit. I screamed into his buttocks as I came, my hips lurching up off the bed to search out more pleasure.

My neck muscles hurt from holding my head up and I was dizzy from the blood rushing to my tortured brain. My head flopped back over the side of the bed as Kurt lifted his body off of mine and crawled onto the bed. Then, he lifted my thighs and pushed them back until they squashed my breasts against my chest. 

“I’m not done with you yet," he growled and I looked up to see his face, desperate with lust. I felt a surge of satisfaction. I was getting to him. He wanted me as much as I wanted him.

The thought was ripped away a moment later as Kurt thrust his thick, hard flesh deep  inside my helpless body. I screamed with pleasure as his cock plowed through my soft muscles and hammered into my cervix. The pleasure quickly turned to pain and the tears stung my eyes, but Kurt didn't let up. He pounded me into the bed, his hard body bent over me. He put a hand on my throat and gripped me. Not hard enough to choke, but hard enough to let me know he was in control. Always in control.

He continued to hammer me hard and fast. He pushed his face down into my breast and attacked my soft flesh with his teeth. I felt another orgasm build with each painful jab into my womb. The pain throbbed in my gut and made me sick and even more dizzy, but there was pleasure too. All of it fed my desire and I was at the edge when Kurt pulled up my head, and forced me to look at his huge cock stabbing into my body.

It seemed impossible. That beautiful, monstrous thing disappearing inside of me.

“I’m going to fuck you until Miles can’t satisfy you.” Kurt growled. “I’m going to ruin you for him,"

“No!” I moaned.

“Yes!”

He let my head fall and grabbed my shoulders. He thrust and pulled at the same time and his cock stabbed deeper than ever before. I felt my body rebel, my womb contract, but it was no use. My orgasm burst in the now-familiar blossom of fire that lit me from belly, to toes, to scalp. I cried in agony and ecstasy. Every thought was gone, burned away by the pleasure that Kurt forced upon my helpless body.

“Yes!” I heard someone snarl viciously. “Yes! Fuck me, you bastard! Fuck me until I dont want anyone else. Not Miles, not anyone!”

I realized with shock that the voice was mine.

Kurt did fuck me. He fucked me through my orgasm, gave me another until finally he could no longer hold back his lust.  It was his turn to cry out and he added his screams to my own. His cock grew and throbbed just before he shot his thick seed inside of me. The only man's cum I’d had in my pussy for over a week. He invaded those places that my husband couldn't touch. He touched me in places Miles couldn’t. He filled me in places that I had not let Miles fill.

“Tell me you want  me," Kurt whispered..

I was still dizzy. My whole body ached with the terrible pounding of blood and bone. I couldn’t think.

“Yes,"  I said, my voice was weak. “I want you.”

“What about Miles?”

I lifted my head, the muscles all but dead in my neck and shoulders.

“I love Miles,"  I said and I wondered how I could say such a thing and still feel the way I did. “But, I want you.”

Kurt lifted my head gently.

“Do you love me?”

“What?” The question made no sense. “I just said I loved Miles.”

I thought Kurt might let my head fall. Instead, he rolled to the side and helped me gently onto the bed.

“Not yet, maybe,"  he said and tickled one nipple. “But you will.”

“No,"  I looked at him. “ I can't love you.”

Kurt only smiled. Not a man to take rejection. Not a man who could even believe it.

“So what?” He put a warm hand over my stomach. “This is... this is just...”

“Sex," I said. I didn't want to think about this. He couldn’t love me. Sure, he'd wanted me since he was sixteen. A crush, an infatuation. And he enjoyed my body. He also enjoyed hurting my husband. But that wasn't love. Not the kind of love I shared with Miles.

I sat up suddenly. Blood rushed away from my brain into the rest of my body and I found myself with my hand on Kurt's large thigh  as I steadied myself. When the dizziness passed I looked down and realized my hand was only inches from his slumbering cock.

“I should go.”  I said and moved my hand quickly away from him.

The conversation had made my stomach tighten, the guilt settling in like a cold you just couldn’t shake. I was a bad wife, I knew that. I just didn't feel that way when I was with Kurt. For a moment, Kurt made me forget about Miles, about my life. About all of it.

But, as the orgasm faded, the reality set back in. This was bad. Talking about love was bad. It was so much worse than the sex.

Miles wouldn't think so.

No, he wouldn't, but I did. I knew the feelings Kurt was messing with could be the end of everything.

“Don't go," Kurt said and gripped my arm. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“Kurt, you always make me uncomfortable.”

“I do?”

“Yes. Despite all of...” I motioned to Kurt’s body, my nakedness and the messed up bed. “... this, I’m not leaving Miles. I couldn’t do that.”

“I know," Kurt said and cupped my chin. “I didn’t mean that. Please, don’t go.”

He had that look of boyish vulnerability again. I sensed that I had gotten through to him. I allowed him to kiss me.

“I can’t do this anymore," I said against his lips. “I can’t cheat on Miles anymore.”

The hollow feeling in my chest when I said the words surprised me.

“Really?” Kurt sat back and his smile faded. “I’ll stop talking about Miles. I... we can just be together...”

His words trailed off and I remembered how young he really was. Maybe he did have real feelings for me. I wasn’t sure he was capable of love, but it was obvious now that Kurt felt something. My heart soared, but I crushed the feeling. Those feelings, if left to take root, would only make it harder to pull the weeds that were growing up around my heart.

“I’m sorry," I said. “I just can’t.”

“I know.” He looked away, his mouth set in a frown. “I just... you know. I’ve never felt like this b—”

I put a finger on his lips.

“I don’t want to hear that," I said.

“But you want to know," he said and kissed my palm, then my wrist.

“I can’t," I said again and pulled my arm away from him.

“I know," Kurt said. “But, I have to see you.”

Suddenly, his mouth spread in an evil grin. I pulled back, my heart hammering as he scrambled to the side of the bed.

“I have an idea," he swiped his phone and pointed the camera at me. ”Let's make a video. Something to remember you by.”

I shook my head.

“Oh no! Not that!”

“Come on, Brandy!” he said with a boyish grin. “If you don't, I'm just going to keep texting you. Or call you when you're in bed with Miles. You know I will.”

God, what a child! But, as I looked at the camera, the excitement began again in my belly. A video. Something he could watch and fantasize over when he couldn't have me. The idea of that... power... made my pussy start to weep again. And, he could send me a copy. I could watch it and touch myself. Perhaps that would hold off the need to see him. Because I had no doubt that I would want to see him.

“Fine," I said and smiled unconsciously into the camera “What do you want me to do?”

“Start by saying hi.” He grinned. “In fact, why don't you say hi to your husband.”

“What?” I took my eyes off the camera and looked at him.

“Look at the camera!” He ordered. “Come on, Brandy. You know that would be so fucking hot!”

I frowned, but my body was responding. Saying hi to Miles, like we were sending him the video? God! That was so wrong! So, why did it make me so wet? 

“Smile," Kurt said.

I smiled at the camera.

“Hi, Miles," I said and could not stop the next words that came out of my mouth. “I’m here with Kurt...”


Miles


Brandy was waiting for me when I got home. God, it felt so good to come home to her! She was waiting in the dining room, setting the table with a meal she must've spent a good two hours making. There was roast chicken, homemade mashed potatoes, thick gravy and even biscuits. Comfort food. Home cooking.

Brandy didn’t like to cook and a lot of times meals would be whipped up with shortcuts.  Instant potatoes, frozen biscuits. It had been ages since Brandy had made an entire meal from scratch.

“What’s all this?” I said.

Brandy grinned.

“I wanted to welcome you home properly.  Everything was a bit of a mess yesterday, you know? I just wanted to sit down with you and have a proper meal.”

She walked over to me. She looked wonderful. She was wearing a white dress, the hem sliding halfway up her thigh. It was form-fitting and it clung to her tantalizing curves. She put her hands around my neck. She smelled wonderful, jasmine and sandalwood, a perfume I'd gotten for her birthday. Her favorite and something she saved for special occasions. This must be a special occasion.

“I love you,"  I said without thinking. It was the only thing to say.

I saw Brandy's eyebrows knit for a second, just a fraction and her smile turned down at the corners. Then, as quick as it appeared, her frown was gone.

“I love you, too.” She kissed me.

I could have held her there for hours, tasting her lips. I was hungry,  but not for food.  Brandy's kisses, however, were gentle and loving, not lusty. She pulled back from me, cutting our kiss short.

“We have time for all of that," She giggled when she saw the disappointment on my face. 

She moved back and I saw her wince and put a hand on her neck.

“Hey.” I put a hand on her shoulder. “You all right?”

“Yes," she said and slipped away from me. “I did something to my neck today. It’s fine.”

“Well, maybe later I could give you a massage," I said and waggled my eyebrows lasciviously.

“That would be...” She thought about it for a moment. “That would be lovely, Miles.”

I breathed easier. I didn't understand the frown and I was worried about her neck but I put it out of my mind. My wife had made me a wonderful meal with her own hands. For the first time since my trip, I felt like I was truly home.

“So," Brandy said. “ How was your first day back?”

“It was great!” I cut the chicken, placing a juicy slab of white meat on Brandy's plate. "It was really great!"

“Yeah?”  Brandy slid a glass of wine over to me, then raised her own glass to her lips.

“Yeah. You know?”  I plopped a scoop of mashed potatoes on my plate and smothered it in thick, brown gravy. “I had a really great meeting with Kurt today. He was really excited.”

Brandy spluttered and spit wine back into a glass. She put her glass down and, coughing, raised the napkin to her lips.

“Brandy?” I started to stand, but she waved me back to her seat. I sat, helpless, as Brandy coughed into her napkin.

“I’m OK," she finally managed to croak between coughs.

“Something I said?” I laughed.

“No," She giggled and wiped a tear of wine from her cheek. “Just went down the wrong pipe.”

“Ok," I said and we continued to eat and talk, falling back into a cozy familiarity that had been missing ever since my troubles at work begani. We settled back into our happy places, places we didn't even know were gone until the happiness came back.

“So,” I said after my glass was empty. “I can see you cleaned and cooked for me. Anything else exciting happen today?”

“No," She giggled and I saw that Brandy’s glass was empty too. Her cheeks were flushed and her smile had turned sexy and mischievous.

“I thought about you," she said and hiccupped.

“I thought about you, too," I said.

I stood up and walked a little unsteadily to her side. She looked up at me and for some reason her eyes were shining wet, like she was on the verge of tears.

“You alright?” I asked again.

“Yes.”  She smiled. “Just drunk.”

“Mmm," I said and bent down over her. “Me too. A little.”

“Too much?” She bumped a hand against my crotch. I kissed her and trapped her fingers between my thighs.

“Nowhere near.”

Brandy rewarded me with a girlish, drunken giggle. Her laughter reverberated through my heart.

“Good.”

She stood up and stumbled. I caught her in my arms.

“You may have to carry me," she giggled again.

“Really?” I wasn’t weak, but I didn’t think I could make it to the bedroom with her in my arms. I wished I could do it, but I knew my limits.

“No, you goof!” She hit me playfully on the arm. “I’m not that drunk!”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up the stairs and to the bedroom. She led me to the bed, then turned her back to me.

“Help?”  she said and I saw the zipper glinting silver in the white fabric.

I pulled it down, loosening the dress until Brandy could shimmy it over her shoulders. Unable to help myself, I kissed the skin and tasted her salty sweat and smelled the heady scent of her perfume. I  wrapped my arms around her.

I could die here.

Here. With Brandy in my arms, her scent in my nose, and the taste of her skin on my tongue.

She continued to push the dress down until it came loose and pooled around her ankles. She wore a silky set of lace bra and panties. More new things she'd bought for me? They were a gift. A gift I couldn't wait to open.

Brandy moved her head to the side and exposed her neck. I kissed her throbbing vein and felt her heartbeat through my lips.

Brandy hissed again. She pulled her head up and moaned.

“Oh man!”  I tentatively touched her neck. “It really hurts doesn't it?”

“Yes.”  She turned her whole body towards me. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be." I guided her gently to the bed. “Sit. Let me rub your shoulders.”

“Ok," she said meekly and sat down on the bed, rolling her head stiffly to the side.

I rummaged through the bedside table. Under a week old People magazine was a small wooden box. The box we called the ‘sex’ box,  It held an assortment of things for the bedroom,  things we collected when I was having the difficulties. Oils and herbs that were supposed to help potency. Two unused condoms which were forgotten when we decided to stop using birth control. A small vibrator I had used on Brandy once which neither of us really enjoyed.

I grabbed a small bottle with a red cap from the box. It was a warming oil with a vanilla scent. We'd only used a little on our bodies, but I remembered the pleasant warmth that spread through my muscles when Brandy tried to give me a sensual massage. It hadn’t worked, but the warmth had been relaxing. So relaxing I had fallen asleep. Yet another lost opportunity.

I spread the oil on my hands, and felt them warm up as the vanilla scent filled the room. Brandy folded her naked feet underneath her. I knelt on my knees behind her and laid my hands on her skin. I rubbed slowly, trying to find my way along her neck and shoulders, while listening to the sounds she made. Moans were good, hisses were not. It reminded me of licking her. I paid close attention to her voice and focused on those things that gave her the most pleasure.

“Wow," I said. “What did you do?”

“I.. .I don’t know," She moaned and I concentrated on a sensitive spot, working my hand over the hard muscles. “It just... ahhh! It just started hurting. Oooh! That feels so good.”

“I’m glad.”

She turned her head and smiled up at me.

“Could you... could you do something else to make me feel good?”

“Sure," I said. “Do you want me to do your back?”

Brandy grinned and spread her legs. She slid a hand under her panties and fingered her sex.

“Oh.” My cheeks reddened. “That!”

“Yes," she giggled. “You are so good at it.”

That made me feel good. I smiled smugly and moved from behind her. She laid back on the  pillows and spread her legs wide.

“Well,” She gave me an evil grin. “What are you waiting for?”

I smiled from between her legs, then buried myself in her wet and ready flesh.


Brandy


God! How did I get here? 

My neck was still throbbing, but the pain had been dulled by Miles' patient, gentle hands. The idea of it, Miles massaging muscles bruised by another man, made my head spin. My husband had massaged away the pain, but not the memories of Kurt punishing my mouth and throat. The contrast of Miles hands with Kurt’s strong, brutal fucking of my mouth made me dizzy with lust and grief.

How could I enjoy this?

But I was enjoying it. My pussy was dripping as Miles worked between my legs. I was grateful to him, but that gratitude only made things worse. The guilt plagued me, even as my pussy flooded with juices. Not just my juices either. Kurt was still in there. I had showered, but I'd left Kurt’s seed in my dirty sex. The younger man’s lust had been seeping out of my pussy as I made dinner for my husband. While I sat, chatting with Miles over dinner, Kurt’s leavings had made my thighs stick together, only increasing my arousal.

Now, as I begged Miles to eat me and clean away the greasy remnants of Kurt’s lust from the folds of my bruised sex, the excitement was intense. Miles was eating Kurt’s cum! It was so wrong and so hot.

“Shit!” My ass jerked off the bed like I had a cattle prod in my ass. I felt the thick froth move inside, warmed all afternoon by the heat of my womb. Heated and mixed with my pussy juices that were now bubbling out of my swollen lips and onto Miles’s questing tongue.

Miles was good. He was attentive to my needs and had an instinct for pleasuring me, but that wasn’t why I was so hot. I was hot because he was eating his boss’s cum. Some of that cum had made it to my helpless womb. Even now, I could be pregnant.

“That’s it, baby!” I cried and dug my nails into Miles’s scalp and pulled him deeper. “Eat that dirty cunt!”

Miles dug a finger into my pussy and something shifted inside. Shit! More cum was dripping from my pussy and gushing into Miles’s mouth.

I came again and this time I humped my sticky sex against my husband’s face. His nose, his mouth, his chin slid between my lips. Miles grunted, but kept licking.

“Fuck!”

Miles finally broke my hold on his scalp and pulled back. His face was slick with mine and Kurt’s combined juices.

Miles had no idea. He had a smug look on his face and a sparkle of desire in his eyes. He thought it was his prowess that had brought me so much pleasure. But, I knew the truth. I came because of what Kurt had done to me. That and the thought of Kurt’s thick cum dripping down my husband’s chin.

Miles ripped off his shirt and tore at his pants. I laughed at his eagerness and tried to help him, but Miles ignored me, intent on freeing himself from his cloth prison.

Miles only managed to get his pants halfway down his thighs before he gave up and fell on top of me. I reached down and felt his thin, throbbing cock jump into my hand.

I hate to say it, but I barely felt him enter me. I didn’t know he was all the way in until our pubic bones ground painfully together.

A small flare of lust burst in my pussy. Miles’s body, so much smaller than Kurt’s, rolled against my swollen clit. I was hot, wet and sticky, but I had cum twice already and no matter how hard Miles fucked me, I couldn’t make the spark ignite.

I felt a wave of sadness wash over me. It didn’t really matter. Miles had made me cum twice. It didn’t matter that he was not reaching the places Kurt could go. I still loved him and I still wanted him in my life. Still, the fear that Miles's body might never satisfy me again haunted my thoughts.

I’m going to fuck you until Miles can’t satisfy you.

Could Kurt's words be true?

I’m going to ruin you for him.

Had he ruined me? I looked up at Miles. His eyes were closed, lost in his own passion. He hammered at me, his thin body sweating as he worked to bring me to orgasm. I moaned, more in dismay then pleasure, and bucked my hips upwards, trying to ignite that spark. It didn’t happen. Nothing I could do, nothing Miles could do, seemed to be able to bring that pleasure back to me.

Miles couldn’t satisfy me.

I felt the pain of my loss deep in my heart. I had done this. I had given myself to another man and now I was ruined. Miles trembled and his eyes snapped open. I was crying, but he didn’t notice. Or, if he did, he might have thought it was just an effect of his prowess. Because it was good for Miles, that much was obvious.

I lifted my legs and hooked my ankles over his bobbing thighs, pulling him in gently. My arms rose up and I ran my nails along his back and into the hairs on his neck. I knew this drove him wild. He continued to pump, his movements awkward and jerky as he neared his release.

I looked into his eyes and I saw the lust give way to determination. His mouth turned into a frown and his brows knit together. He was trying to prolong the moment. For his pleasure or mine, I didn’t know.

I took pity on him, dug my heels into his flanks and pulled him deep.

“It’s OK, baby,” I murmured. “I want you to cum. I want you to cum inside me.”

Miles shook his head. Sweat dripped down onto my cheeks.

“I can hold it,” he moaned. “I want you to feel good.”

“I do feel good, honey,” I said and humped upwards to meet his frantic thrusts. “You make me feel so good, baby.”

It wasn’t a complete lie. He did make me feel good, just not in the way he intended. The love I felt for him made me flush with heat and I wanted more than anything for his seed to fill my pussy and push out Kurt’s lust.

“Do it, Miles!” I cried and I prodded him with my ankles. “Just cum, baby! Just do it!”

His body tensed and I lay there, watching as his face screwed up in a paroxysm of pleasure. After four days, Miles had finally gotten to cum in my pussy. His ecstasy made me happy.

What I didn’t feel was his release, that pumping of blood and muscle that signaled he had cum.  He groaned on top of me for a moment, then fell forward. I let him pant against my breasts and brushed my hands through his sweaty hair.

“That was great," Miles said and lifted his sweaty head. My breasts were cold and clammy.

“Yes," I said. “Really good.”

“Did... did you cum?”

“Yes," I said simply. It wasn't a complete lie.

Miles beamed like a happy child.

“I love you so much!” he said.

“I love you, too.”

That was when I realized that I didn’t need Kurt. I didn’t need him to be happy when I had Miles. My husband was right here and he was so eager to please.

“Miles?” I said hesitantly. “There’s something else I want you to do.”

“Yeah? What is it?”

I spread my legs again and pushed his head down to look at my sodden pussy. Miles got to his knees, his soft cock flopping against my thigh. My lips were spread wide and I could feel the thin trickle of cum slip from my hole and drip down the crack of my ass.

“I want you to... you know.” I brushed my fingertips across my hard clit. “Clean up the mess you made.”

A look of revulsion passed across Miles’s face like a storm cloud. God! If he only knew that he had eaten Kurt’s cum not once, but twice.

“Brandy.” Miles looked bewildered. “Really? I... I don’t know...”

“Come on, baby!” I whimpered. “It would be so hot!”

I stayed silent as I watched my husband’s indecision. He wanted to please me, but he had never intended to go this far.

“Please, Miles!” I whined like I was in pain. “I want to cum again.”

In the end, Miles couldn't deny me. He leaned forward and once again put his face between my legs. I felt his tongue lick tentatively at my pussy.

“That's a good boy," I moaned as if he was a pet poodle. “Such a sweet boy.”

That was all it took. Miles dove forward and put his mouth over my dirty, dripping pussy.

I settled back in the pillows, and enjoyed my victory. I had what I wanted. I was back with my husband who would do anything for me. Who loved me enough to eat his own seed from my abused sex. I had dodged a bullet. It was over with Kurt and I still had my husband.

My Miles.

What more could I possibly ask for?


Miles


It wasn't as bad as I thought. The first lick was the hardest. Brandy's pussy was puffy and sticky with white teardrops of cum. The smell was dirty, almost as dirty as the first time I tasted her. I didn't know that my lust could make her smell so bad.

But, when she cooed at me and called me a good boy I couldn't stop. My mouth began to salivate as I put my lips on her clit. It felt so good. I'd made her come before and I was going to do it again. I lapped at the drops, using the tip of my tongue to scoop up the thin trickle that ran down the crack of her bottom. I licked it and I felt Brandy shake with pleasure. She was getting off on this, maybe more than she got off on the actual sex. Of course, I had cum too quickly, but now it didn't matter. If I could please her this way, then all would be well.

After a few minutes, Brandy came in my mouth. It was a slow, languorous orgasm compared to her thrusting powerful climax from before. I continued to lick and clean her until she fell back against the pillows.

“Yes," She sighed happily as I cleaned the last of our juices from her. “That is exactly what I needed.”

“I'm glad," I said and laid down next to her. I still had my damn pants tangled about my thighs. In my excitement, I had been unable to get them off. I didn't care. My jaw ached and the smell of Brandy’s soiled pussy filled my nostrils. I should have been disgusted, but I wasn't. I was happy. Happy that I had satisfied my wife. I felt like the king of the world.

“You know what would make this night perfect?” Brandy said, patting my leg.

“What's that?” I said, wondering what more she could possibly want. I had never seen her so voracious. It scared me a little.

“A nice, hot bath," she said and laughed when I let out a sigh of relief. ”What? You tired?”

“A little," I chuckled. “But not too tired to take a bath.”

“Good.” She rolled over and gave me a kiss on the mouth. “I’m not ready to go to bed. I really want to be with you.”

The words made me feel warm and soft. So often I had been too exhausted to spend much time just being with my wife. I couldn't remember the last time we took a bath together.

“Me too," I said and touched her cheek.

“Well,” She looked down at my partially covered legs. “Why don't you, you know, get undressed and I'll go start the bath.”

“Ok.”

Brandy practically bounced off the bed. How could she have so many orgasms, yet still have energy?

I guess she's just really excited to have her husband back. I thought.

I was still riding a wave of confidence as I struggled out of my clothes. I was about to head to the bathroom, when my phone buzzed. A text. I thought about ignoring it, but decided to check, just in case it was work.

For a moment, I was glad I did. There was a message from Kurt. I opened it up and saw a video attached to the text. The preview showed nothing but a blur of beige and pink.

Kurt: thought u might like to see this!

What could he possibly be sending me a video of? It didn’t really matter. After all, you can't exactly ignore a text from your boss can you?

So, I hit the play button, expecting something to do with the Bad Wolf account. Instead, the camera raised up and suddenly, I was looking at Brandy's face.  Her hair was a mess and her mascara was running. Her face was shiny. Too shiny.

Despite the fact that she looked like she'd been crying, she wasn't upset. She was happy. No, more than happy.

She was glowing.

She smiled at the camera and my heart stopped.

“Hi Miles," She grinned and then nodded over the camera at the person holding the phone. “I'm here with Kurt...”


Part 4


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


Ihad 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 OK?” 

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


Iwas 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. OK, 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.

“OK," 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


Ihoped 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 OK, baby. It’s OK,” 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


Iwas 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 OK?” 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.”
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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


"Iwant 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.
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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.

"OK, 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.
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"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.”
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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 OK," 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 OK,” 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


Inever 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?"
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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, OK," 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."
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"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 Kurt’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 OK to admit it,” Kurt said softly and pulled Brandy closer. “It's OK 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 floor 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."
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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 OK." 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.

Claiming Brandy End


Claiming Karen




Part 1


Miles


"What are we watching again?" I asked as I sat on the small sofa and pointed the remote at the brand new, large screen I'd bought. When pointing it at the screen didn't work, I fiddled with the remote, trying to bring up Netflix with no luck.

"How the hell do you work this damn thing?"

Karen walked in, laughing, a buttery, steaming bowl of popcorn in her hands. She'd insisted on making it from scratch, popping it in a skillet over the stove with a full stick of butter. She claimed it was the way her father always made it and it's how she liked it. I thought it was sweet.

"Oh stop it!" she said and set the popcorn down and snatched the remote from my hand. "You're not that old, Miles! You should be able to understand a remote control."

I watched, an amused smile on my face as Karen confidently worked the remote control in her hands. The soft glow of the lamp next to the couch caught the vibrant red of Karen's hair as I looked at her.

It was dark outside, a soft Portland rain pattering against the windows. But, inside my small apartment was cozy and warm. I felt happy. I was lucky to have someone like Karen here with me now. After all of the horrible events over the last six months, I never thought I'd have a loving, caring person sitting next to me.

Karen got the show she was looking for to come up on the big screen. She looked at me, caught me looking back, and grinned, her green eyes flashing.

"What?" she asked.

"Nothing," I said. "Just looking."

"Oh really?" She stretched her arms above her head. The fabric of her gray t-shirt went taut over her large, round breasts. My mouth went dry for a moment as my eyes explored over those curves. Then she snapped back into a sitting position, still grinning. She knew the effect her body had on me.

I couldn't help compare Karen with my soon-to-be-ex-wife, Brandy. Where Karen was shorter and rounder, her curves lush and full, Brandy had the lithe body of an athlete. It wasn't that I preferred Brandy's body over Karen's. It was quite the opposite. I was extremely attracted to Karen's curves. It's just that I could not get Brandy off of my mind for very long.

Karen must have seen the shadow cross my face because she frowned. She'd been battling the ghost of my wife for six months. After my breakup, that terrible breakup, Karen had stepped in and kept me going. She'd supported me when I needed support. It was wrong to be thinking of my ex-wife when I should have been focused on this wonderful woman sitting next to me.

Karen smiled reassuringly and I loved her even more. She punched the play button and I watched as two intense detectives spoke to each other intensely.

"If we don't find them in the first forty-eight hours," the grizzled veteran was saying to the young upstart. "Then, the chances are they're already dead."

"Why is it always forty-eight hours?" I asked as Karen settled in next to me. "I mean if you're going to kill someone, wouldn't you just do it right away? Why wait two days? It seems like a lot of work."

"Shut it!" Karen said and snuggled her head against me. I took in the smell of her sweet perfume and kissed the top of her head.

For whatever reason, Karen loved these detective shows. I was a writer myself, and I could not watch something so formulaic without criticizing it. The stock characters, the tired dialogue, the often silly ways people chose to kill other people. Why a person as smart as Karen liked to watch these shows I would never know, but that didn't mean I didn't like to snuggle up against her warm, lush body, eat popcorn, and just be next to her.

It started the way it always did. First, our hands would touch over the popcorn, greasy and salty. I would look over at Karen and watch her watching the show intently, but a small smile worked at the corner of her mouth. Then, her finger would slide up my hand to my wrist and then down again. A signal. An intention.

A need.

She knew what was going to happen. She'd seen all the shows before. Watching wasn't why she was here. Being with me, that was the reason she had moved in.

And, just like every other time, she grabbed the bowl of popcorn between us and moved it to the side table. She slid in slowly and I would feel the tension rise in my chest. Not the good tension, the kind that you feel when you're about to make love or kiss for the first time. But a rising panic, a feeling so familiar that instead of sneaking up on me,  it settled in like an old friend.

My chest tightened as Karen moved forward and we kissed. Her salty, buttery tongue slipped into my mouth and I accepted it. She was a good kisser. Better then Brandy even though I tried not to think about that. If I thought about that, then I would think about Brandy. I would think about the break-up and I would think about other things, horrible things that I didn't want to think about when I was in the arms of my pretty girlfriend.

It was Karen who put my hands on her breasts, just like she always did, and she moaned when I began to knead them under my fingers. They were soft and full under my hands. I forgot my panic, for a moment, and dove forward. Soon, we were kissing and groping each other as we fought to get our clothes off. It was a race. A race to get freed from my pants before the panic came back.

It was hard, hard for Karen's beautiful, round body, hard for the scent of her in my nose, and the taste of her in my mouth. I wanted her, I really did, and tonight I was going to make sure it happened.

She giggled with excitement as I helped her pull off her shirt and take off her lace bra, the one she always wore when she thought she might get lucky. Her breasts fell into my hands. They were heavy and full, each mound of beautiful flesh rounding out and tipped with a hard, pink nipple. I bent forward and sucked her nipple into my mouth.

"Yes!" Karen moaned as I sucked the taut, pink flesh. "Yes, Miles! Just like that!"

She laid back on the couch and I came down on top of her heavily. My body melted into her flesh. So beautiful. I pulled on her pants and she scooted on the couch to help me remove them. I threw her jeans away and fell on top of her again.

"Careful," she murmured breathlessly. "It's okay. It's okay."

Not the words I wanted to hear. I scrambled at my crotch, pushing my shorts down over my ass. I was still hard, thank God, and I pushed forward, smashing the tip of my cock against her puffy, slit.

"I need you!" I groaned and speared my cock into her, feeling her wet, hot flesh spread around me and engulf me. She hissed in pain. She wasn't wet enough. There hadn't been enough foreplay but that didn't matter to her. She'd been waiting for this just as long as I had.

"Good, Miles!" she moaned in my ear. "That's good. Fuck me! Please just fuck me!"

I drove into her. The TV in the background with its stock characters became nothing but a low murmur as my grunting increased. Karen dug her nails into the small of my back, clawing me deeper inside of her. At this angle, she couldn't wrap her legs around me but she was able to lift one leg, hook her heel under my buttocks, and pull me in. She wanted me to go faster, harder.

She wasn't doing this for herself. I could tell by the look on her face. Not pleasure, but intense determination. She wanted me to come, to achieve orgasm with her but in my haste, she wasn't getting any real pleasure out of it.

Can you even pleasure a woman anymore?

The thought hit me like a punch to the stomach. I shook my head like a dog, sweat spraying onto Karen's forehead and into the leather couch. I tried to shake off the thoughts that were assaulting me as her soft flesh opened up, surrounded me, and accepted me.

She wanted me. She wanted to make me happy. That should be enough.

But it wasn't. It wasn't enough. The fear flashed through my guts and I felt it. I felt the lust recede even as I fought hard to keep going. I was close to coming, closer than I had been in a long time and yet, the harder I tried to ignore my fear and my thoughts, the faster the excitement faded until there was nothing but my limp cock slipping amongst the folds of Karen's wet, hot sex.

I grunted, flailing away desperately until Karen realized my erection was gone. She reached up to pull me into a hug, but I jerked away from her and fell, naked, cold, and angry at the opposite end of the couch.

"It's okay, Miles," she said. It's what she always said when this happened.

Shameful tears stung my eyes and I dashed them away with an angry swipe of my hand. I looked at her sullenly. I didn't even need to say the words she knew.

It was not okay.

I felt sorry for her then, as I always did. I'm sure there was a part of Karen that blamed herself for my inability to make love to her. It was the same inability that had caused the first rift in my marriage to Brandy. Angry at myself I would pull away, and that pulling away led to this. On the verge of divorce with one woman and unable to consummate my relationship with another.

Karen, however, was different from Brandy. She knew when to comfort me and when to just let me be a bastard. If my behavior bothered her, but she didn't show it. She dressed quietly and took the popcorn bowl out into the kitchen. I sat there on the couch, stared blankly at the stupid show on the television, and stewed in my own emotions. By the time I had relaxed and was beginning to feel remorse for pushing her away, Karen walked back into the room with two steaming mugs of hot cocoa laced with Kahlua.

She handed me the hot cup then sat down next to me on the couch. I took the cup and I let her put a blanket over my legs to cover my nakedness. She cuddled up to me under the blanket, not touching me directly or trying to get me aroused. Instead, she seemed happy just to be near me.

I looked down at the mug and smiled grimly.

"What?" I said. "No marshmallows?"

Karen laughed and, wonder of wonders, she reached behind her and pulled out a packet of marshmallows.

"Did you actually think I'd forget the marshmallows?" she asked, smiling impishly.

I laughed again, set my drink down, and drew her into a loving, grateful kiss.


Miles


Iwoke up an hour after Karen fell asleep. Or, rather, I never fell asleep. Not really. My mind was too active and my cock was hard.

It always happened that way. I'd fall asleep next to Karen, ashamed because I'd been unable to perform for her. Then, I'd wake up, my cock throbbing, lustful thoughts running through my brain. Not thoughts of Karen, however, but thoughts of Brandy. My wife.

It'd been six months since I'd last seen her. I'd heard about her, of course. Karen still worked in the office with Kurt, the man that had stolen and impregnated my wife. She kept me updated on Brandy's pregnancy or as many updates as I could stand before I refused to listen anymore. Just the idea of it, my wife's belly bulging with another man's child, made me sick with worry, but also something else. Every time Karen mentioned Kurt and Brandy, I got excited. It was crazy and shameful, thoughts that I should not be having, so I repeatedly tried to push them away only to have my subconscious bring them back while I slept.

I slid out of bed, looking down at Karen. So sweet and fierce. I hated betraying her like this, but my need was too great. I had to get rid of the pressure or I'd never get back to sleep.

I snuck to my office. It was little more than a storeroom, but it was private. It was where I could work on my writing and continue my part-time consulting job as marketing director for Bad Wolf Brewery, an up-and-coming beer manufacturer in Seattle. I had tried to set up my life as neatly as I had set up my office. A good job, time to write, and a beautiful girlfriend. After the way things that ended with Brandy, I couldn't ask for anything else.

Except I couldn't please the woman I loved. To get off, I was forced to sneak around behind her back. My office became a dungeon, my computer a torture device.

I'd long since transferred the video to my computer. I turned on my laptop, which fed into the new monitor I used to inspect graphics work. The display was beautiful, top-of-the-line, and as the video appeared, I once again saw my wife's shining face framed by her long, dark hair. She smiled at the camera, at me, and that smile dug nails into my heart.

"Hi, Miles!" Brandy giggled at me. "I'm here with Kurt."

Kurt Brock. My former boss. Big, muscular, sexy. All the things that I wasn't. He'd tricked Brandy into making this video, a video he later sent to me in an attempt to destroy my marriage. The video itself hadn't done that. If anything, it had unlocked something inside of me, a buried sexual urge that fed on betrayal and fear. The video had actually made sex better between me and Brandy, for a while at least, before Kurt had swooped in and seduced my wife into a final betrayal that I could not let myself forgive. If I forgave her, I'd never be the same man. At least, not the man I wanted to be.

So, I'd let her go. But, I'd kept the video, hidden under a secret file on my computer, hidden from Karen, the woman who loved me and cared for me. Kept it hidden until I needed what was on the video like an alcoholic needed the next drink.

I watched again as my beautiful wife worshipped Kurt's thick, throbbing cock. I'd seen that cock up close, in my bedroom. I had smelled it as Kurt fucked my wife. I could still remember the feeling of Brandy's body on mine, Kurt's hard thrusts pounding her into me. The video brought it all back, the anger and the pain. But, it also brought back the lust that I had felt when I had first seen it. The same lust I felt when Kurt had taken my wife in front of me as I quivered and cried on the floor.

On the screen, Brandy giggled as Kurt rolled his cock over her wet face.

"Do you like it?" Kurt's rough, disembodied voice grated in my ears.

"Yes!" Brandy gurgled. "Yes! I love it!"

"Tell your husband."

Brandy looked at the screen as she had a hundred times before and she laughed, actually laughed as she rubbed Kurt's pulsing cock lovingly against her sticky cheek.

"I love it, Miles! I love Kurt's big cock!"

I groaned in pain as I always did at this point. I knew this had been some sort of game. Brandy had never expected me to see the video. Still, watching her play that cruel, ugly game only made my pain worse, yet my cock was even harder. I stroked faster as Kurt positioned my wife on the bed and thrust inside of her. I was reminded again of that night, that terrible night when I came home and found the two of them in our marriage bed. I had tried to stop them, but Kurt was too strong, too powerful. He had taken Brandy in front of me, on top of me, all while my wife screamed in pleasure.

I was close, so close. Still, I held back. I wanted to cum with Brandy. I could tell by her voice and the shift of the camera that she was close. I'd watched every second of this video over and over again and I knew the exact moment she would come and the pleasure was always the most painful, the most intense when I timed my orgasm to Brandy's thrashing and screaming climax.

Brandy opened her mouth to cry out, but another voice spoke first.

"What the fuck are you doing?"


Karen


Miles stopped, his hand on his cock, eyes wide with shock. Behind him on the monitor Brandy, that little bitch who'd broken his heart was getting pounded from behind by my boss, Kurt.

Miles was stunned and, for a moment, it was almost funny. He didn't know whether to cover up his cock or shut off the video. He finally scrambled to shut the video off but like any half-crazed male in the middle of an orgasm, he couldn't figure out how to work his goddamn computer.

I stepped forward and looked at the bodies on the screen. I felt a flash of heat as I watched Kurt slamming into Brandy. Their bodies were beautiful together, I could not deny that especially the way Kurt's slick, muscular form pounded against Brandy’s wet flesh. It was hot, there was no doubt about that, but that didn't stop the anger burning inside of me.

I moved to the laptop, calmly plucked Miles’s scrambling hands out of the way, and stopped the video.

Miles fell back in his chair, his hard cock still exposed. On the screen was Kurt’s cock, frozen as it penetrated Brandy. I could see the difference, I knew the difference, but it didn't matter to me. I loved Miles, his perfectly normal cock, and his sweet loving kindness. I'd loved him for the longest time as I watched his bitch of a wife running around with Kurt.

“Why, Miles?” I asked. “Is this what gets you off?”

I gestured to Miles’s twitching cock. Miles scrambled to pull his pants up, but I stopped him.

“Don't!” I snapped. “Don't, I want to see it.”

Miles’s face reddened with shame and, I hate to admit it, but I liked it. I wanted him to feel the same embarrassment that I felt.

I leaned over and grabbed his cock in my hand. It was throbbing. I'd wanted this for so long and he’d never been able to keep an erection. I knew that he’d had problems in the past, but I had prepared myself for that. What I hadn’t prepared for was him getting off to a video of his ex-wife.

"I'm sorry," he gasped, my merciless hand punishing his rigid flesh. "Don't, please."

I didn't stop. The anger was a raging fire now. Sometimes, when I get angry, I get mean. it was how I'd grown up dealing with two older brothers. I'd had to be tough. And as the rage filled me, I felt that streak of meanness guiding my hand.

"Why?" I asked again. "Why are you so hard?"

Miles shifted in his seat, trying to get away from my hand. He couldn't stop his eyes from glancing at the screen. Looking at Kurt and his wife, their beautiful bodies frozen in ecstasy.

"I don't know," he grunted through gritted teeth. "I'm sorry. Ah, fuck! I don't know!"

"That's what gets you off?" I nodded at the screen. "Kurt fucking your wife?"

"No!" Miles said, but I could tell by the twitch of his cock he was lying. "No! I don't know! I just can't stop!"

"I understand," I said, and even though I didn't truly understand I could see what was happening. Miles was hard, he was throbbing, and he needed release.

And so did I.

I decided without thinking. If I had been thinking, I may have just walked away. But I was horny, and Miles was horny. It felt like the perfect time to take advantage of his lust. I didn't think of it as taking advantage of him, but I was.

Looking back on it, I realize this was the moment when things changed and they were never going to be the same again.

I hovered above him. Miles looked up at me fearfully through his glasses, scared of what I might do. As well he should be. I wasn't his meek, conniving wife. When I wanted something, I went for it, just like I went for him after his marriage broke up. And I wanted him now.

I was dressed only in my nightshirt and panties so it was easy enough to slide the panties off. Then I pushed him back in his office chair, heard the squeak as it took the weight of our bodies, and I lowered myself onto his cock.

"Karen, are you sure?" Miles groaned, the tip of his cock splitting the lips of my pussy.

"That bitch broke you," I hissed in his ear as I slid his cock deep inside of me. It had been so long since I'd felt something this hard inside of me. It felt good. "She broke you. But you're not with her anymore. You're with me."

I moved my body on top of him. Miles moaned in helpless pleasure as his cock was engulfed by my wetness. He closed his eyes to enjoy the sensation, but I saw the intense look of concentration on his face.

Already I knew he was losing it. Losing his erection. It stung me as it always did. What did Brandy have that I didn't? What was I doing wrong?

Fuck it! I didn't care. I could use whatever fucked-up thing was going on in his brain. So, as I watched him lose his erection, I leaned back and tapped the play button on that laptop, and Brandy's voice filled the room.

“You want me?” Kurt grunted into Brandy’s ear.

Kurt's voice stirred something inside of me, brought back vicious, hot memories that I had tried to forget. I felt a deep, hot throb in my belly.

Miles's eyes snapped open and he couldn't tell whether to look at me or the screen.

“It's okay,” I said, even though I wasn’t entirely sure it was. “Look at her. Look at the way he fucks her.”

I drove down on Miles's cock as he watched his wife fucking another man on the screen. Kurt's grunts and Brandy's moans filled the small office and I have to admit, it turned me on. I drove my ass into Miles's lap, rolling my hips to get the angle that I needed. It wasn't enough so I slid my hand down between us and began to fiddle with my clit as I fucked him, And Brandy, that fucking bitch, screamed as she came on Kurt's huge cock.

I felt myself getting close to orgasm, but Miles was a few beats behind me. I'd interrupted his orgasm earlier so I knew he was close, but I wanted him to cum inside me now, not later. My blood was up and I knew, I knew in my heart what would make him cum, what would fuck with his head and make him mine. I didn't want to do it, it was cruel, but my instinct was screaming that Miles needed a little cruelty right now.

“That's nothing compared to when Kurt fucked me," I hissed in Miles's ear. Miles jerked his eyes from the screen and focused on me.

"You?" Miles gasped. "You and Kurt?"

I drove down harder on his cock and dug my fingers into my pussy at the same time. I was going to come soon and I knew that I wouldn't be able to talk. I had to make the next words fast, furious, and hard.

"Of course, I did. Every girl in the office fucks him. I mean look at him," I forced Miles to look at the screen. "Who wouldn't fuck him?"

“Oh my God!” Miles couldn't decide whether to look at the screen or me. I drove my pussy onto his cock and I had my orgasm, the one I'd been longing to have with this man since we first started dating. This wasn't the way I wanted it, but I had it and I was going to bring him off too.

"He fucked me so good, Miles!” I screamed as my orgasm overtook me. "He's so fucking good!"

Miles grunted and drove upward with all his might. I laughed involuntarily at his excitement. He continued to drive into me, almost bucking me off the seat. I'd never seen him so excited.

It wasn't enough. He was driving into me but he wasn't coming. He needed more and that mean bitch inside me decided to give it to him.

"If Kurt was here he'd be fucking me so much better right now."

Miles gurgled something unintelligible and suddenly I knew he was coming. I felt hot, wet seed fill me up and spit out of my pussy. I rode him to another orgasm again as our bodies bucked and jerked together on the chair, testing the springs to their limit.

We finally came to rest, panting heavily. Miles was sobbing and I held him close as the pleasure of his orgasm receded and the shame and guilt flooded in.

"No," I murmured and stroked the hair on the back of his neck. "It's okay, Miles. It's not your fault."

"I'm fucked up," he moaned into my neck. "Why am I so fucked up?"

"You're not, baby," I said and kissed the tears from his cheeks. "Brandy fucked you up. Maybe it was always inside you, but she brought it out. And now, it's something that turns you on.

Miles looked up at me, his eyes were wide and teary.

"You don't think I'm...disgusting?"

"What?" I  said and brushed his cheeks. "Of course not. There's nothing disgusting about sex. And what you like doesn't change how I feel about you."

Miles didn't seem completely convinced. Like many men, many people, he equated sex with love. He believed that if he had something that turned him on, something shameful, that made everything shameful. Miles might be older than me, but he was a child when it came to sex. I blamed Brandy for that too.

He smiled up at me finally, feeling better. But I knew by the furrow of his brow there was something else on his mind.

"Were you really with him?"

'Who? Kurt? No!" I laughed. "Of course not! I saw through him from the very first moment."

Miles grinned and I knew I had given him the right answer. In his sensitive state, I knew what he needed to hear. He would not have been able to handle anything else.

He would not have been able to handle the truth.


Karen


Ihad seen through Kurt from the very first moment I saw him. He came on to every woman in the company. Of course, I hadn't been his assistant at the time, just a copywriter at Brock advertising. I was just getting my feet wet and feeling my way around the company. I was prime pickings for a shark like Kurt.

I'd seen it before. Hell, I'd fallen for a boy just like Kurt in college. I'd been led around by the nose, thinking I was in love. Kurt was just like that. Tall, handsome, and charming when he wanted to be. Women would look at him when he entered a room. He was the kind of guy who could change the atmosphere, fill it with a kind of static electricity. I felt it the first time I saw him. He was so goddamn beautiful, the hair on my arms stood up and, when he looked at me, I couldn't help it. I smiled. The feeling that he was noticing me instead of every other woman in the room, was intoxicating.

Of course, that all changed when he opened his mouth.

"So, you're the new girl?"

I heard some snickers from a couple of men, boys really, who knew Kurt's modus operandi. My cheeks reddened when I realized they were laughing at me.

"I guess so, Mr. Brock," I said, trying to keep my voice light.

"Please," he said and grabbed a chair, turned it around on its wheels, and sat down, resting his arms on the headrest and spreading his long, thick thighs. It was a pose intended to draw my eyes downward.

I kept my eyes on my work, which seemed to amuse him.

"You can call me Kurt."

"Okay, Kurt," I said. I have pale skin and a sprinkling of freckles on my cheeks. I'm not gorgeous in the way some women are gorgeous. With my horn-rimmed glasses and round face, I can usually pass for cute or pretty. However, caught in Kurt's laughing gaze, I felt beautiful.

I knew I was blushing and I hated myself for it. Blushing was like blood in the water for someone like Kurt Brock.

"I heard your talents are wasted out here," Kurt said, sliding a bit closer. His words were lower so only my cubicle mate, a woman named Heather, could hear. Heather, a girl with long blond hair and high cheekbones, did not attempt to ignore the conversation. Instead, she stared at us, amused as the rest of the office. "You should come work for me."

"Sure." I smiled and watched him out of the corner of my eye. I could smell the woody scent of his cologne now. And I could see the muscles of his forearm working below the upturned cuff of his shirt. "Of course, isn't that Mr. Brock's decision? I mean, the older Mr. Brock?"

Kurt sat back and stretched his body to good advantage. The rest of the office watched the show. Good old Kurt, out on the hunt.

"Sure, I guess so." He leaned in even closer, a knowing smile on his face. "Of course, I usually get what I want."

A shiver of excitement ran up my spine at the words, but I kept my head turned toward my computer. Kurt nodded his head at the rest of the office.

"Ask around. You'll see."

"Kurt!"

Howard Brock's voice cut through the room like a knife. "Stop bothering Karen. I need you at this meeting."

It was Kurt's turn to blush, but it was not cute or pretty. I saw the anger in his eyes as his cheeks turned purple. No one snickered at Kurt's embarrassment.

Howard Brock was a wonderful man, kind and intelligent, but when it came to Kurt, the harsh power of the older man came out. I could tell that Kurt hated it, hated being called out by the old man in front of the office.

The anger still in his eyes, Kurt looked at me and now I felt like nothing more than a piece of meat. The electricity was gone, replaced by the heat of his anger.

"We'll talk soon," Kurt said coldly, then stood up from the chair and followed Howard out of the room. Everyone let out a collective breath.

"You okay?"

I turned and saw Miles McCabe standing behind me. His voice was mild and kind, not at all like Kurt's mesmerizing sexuality. I hadn't even noticed he was there. Heather's eyes dropped back to her work, along with the rest of the office. It was clear that Miles didn't excite the same interest as the boss's son.

"Oh...oh, yeah," I said, adjusting my glasses on my nose for no good reason. "Yes, I'm fine."

"Good." Miles smiled and I noticed that he was handsome in his own way. He had a certain presence, a calm that was understated, but no less powerful than Kurt's overbearing presence.

I had heard of Miles, of course. He was effectively second in command of the office even though he didn't have the title. Still, everyone here knew he was the star, the guy who did all the work, and the one Howard Brock relied on to come through with the perfect pitch or ad copy. In those days, Miles had been as confident a man as I'd ever met but, unlike the brash, egotistical Kurt, Miles could back it up with competence.

I liked him at once.

"Don't let him get to you," Miles said, nodding towards the door that Kurt had just left through. "He's like that with everyone."

"I know," I said.

That's when Miles looked at me, really looked at me, and I blushed again.

"Of course you do."

That was all he said, but in that one sentence, Miles seemed to understand me. He knew me, and he knew I could handle myself. I don't know how, but he did.

I smiled at him and watched as he walked away, his hands in his pockets, whistling quietly to himself. He took a moment to nod or say hi to everyone in the office and I found myself liking him all the more.

"Forget it."

Heather spoke up from the cubicle opposite me. Her head was down, but she had seen and heard everything.

"Forget what?"

"He's married," Heather said, finished typing, then looked at me. "You'd be better off hooking up with Kurt. It's an experience you'll never forget."

"What?" I was stunned. I looked at the wedding ring on Heather's finger. "You?"

Heather looked at her ring.

"Oh! Just because I'm married, I'm dead, is that it?" She smiled cruelly. "Listen, it was fun is all and, between you and me, Kurt likes it when someone's taken."

She winked at me and I couldn't believe it. A married woman so openly and honestly confessing her adultery.

"Listen," Heather leaned forward and spoke softly. "Kurt's a dog, sure, but he's good. I mean really good. It's worth a go if you have the stamina to keep up."

My mouth opened in shock and I found myself getting angry.

"No, thank you," I said, icily. "I don't plan on sleeping with anyone here."

Heather shrugged.

“Suit yourself,” she said. “But if you're thinking of sweet, sweet Miles, don't bother.  He is very much taken.”

Kurt flirted with me after that, but no more than he did with the other women in the office. Soon, he was working his way through his pool of willing assistants like scissors through paper dolls. It didn't bother me. Well, it did a little. I was cute and snarky. I enjoyed my body and I knew men did too, but I didn't stand out in a crowd. Especially since there was so much willing fruit on the tree for Kurt to pick.

So, I let it roll off me and counted myself lucky that I had dodged that bullet. For some reason, besides Heather who was married, women seemed to fall for Kurt. Maybe it was the money or the charm. I wasn't sure, but I knew that after a couple of weeks, Kurt's women were casually dropped and never heard from again.

All of this reinforced my previously held conviction. Don't fuck around at the office.

Besides, I liked working at Brock. It was a small company, and I quickly stood out from the rest of the copywriting team. Pretty soon, I was running the department, making sure Heather and the rest of the writers were submitting good quality work on time. That brought me to the attention of Howard Brock.

I'd met him before, of course. Howard wasn't one to sit in his office and let his minions do all the work. Instead, he liked to circulate and talk to the employees. He didn't flirt, not like his son, but he did like to tease people and he had a way about him that reminded you of a kindly grandfather or uncle. It was one reason I loved working for him. He made Brock Advertising feel like family.

Still, despite his easy-going nature, I was worried when I got caught called into his office one afternoon.

Howard nodded at me as I entered his office. His face had deep wrinkles, but under that, I could see the strong jawline he had passed onto his son. Kurt’s features had been softened by his mother’s blood, but Howard still looked like a kinder, older version of the vain young man.

He gestured toward a chair in front of his desk and I sat down. He looked at me and smiled, the wrinkles around his eyes curving easily into place. He smiled a lot, you could tell. but despite the smile, there was a hint of sadness in his gray-blue eyes. I knew that Howard had never remarried after his wife's death. As far as I knew he’d never even dated. I wondered if that loss was the cause of his sadness.

“So,” he said and spread his hands on top of his desk. “I suppose you're wondering why I called you in here.”

“Yes, Mr. Brock,” I said.

“Please, call me Howard,” he said.

“Yes, Howard,” I said automatically, still feeling a little thrill of fear in my chest. Had I done something wrong?

While I racked my brain, thinking over the last few days, Howard leaned back in his chair and rested his fingers on his bottom lip.

“No,” he said. “You didn't do anything wrong, Karen.”

I stopped running through the last few days looking for errors in my work. I looked up at him, eyes wide, waiting.

“In fact,” he said. “You've been doing great work. You took over as leader of the copywriting without even being asked. And from what I've heard you've done a great job.”

He slid a piece of paper over his desk and I looked at it. It was my resume.

“It's funny,” he said. “You don't have a lot of work experience. Bachelor's degree in English with a minor in communication. It doesn't look like you've ever worked in advertising before.”

"No, Mister Brock," I said, then added. "I mean, Howard."

“Yet,” he said and slid my resume back to his side of the desk. “You're a natural. You know what it takes to run the department.”

He looked into my eyes with a hint of amusement on his face.

“So, you think you can run the whole office?”

My mouth dropped open. I didn't know what to say. I knew the office manager, an older woman everybody just called Mrs. Benlo, ran the office with an iron fist. She kept all of Howard’s appointments, oversaw assistants for all of the advertising execs, and pretty much single-handedly kept the company running.

“I'm sorry, what?” I asked. “Is Mrs. Benlo retiring?”

Howard laughed.

“Well, yes, eventually,” he said. “I mean she is sixty-nine after all.”

I was shocked. “She doesn't look it!”

“I hope neither of us do,” Howard said.

“Oh, Mister Brock, I didn't mean...”

“Nope,” he said, raising his hand to stop my protests. “We're old, Mrs. Benlo and I, and we've been through the wars together. But, we're not going to be around forever, and that means I need to focus on the future.”

He looked at me again and I smiled sadly.

“And, like it or not, Kurt is the future of this company.”

“Oh,” I said and I sat back in my chair. I knew what he wanted even before he said it.

“Yes, oh,” he said. “You understand. For some reason, I knew you would. I've always had a talent for picking the right people, even if I didn't know why.”

He turned my resume face down on his desk.

“I need someone to work with Kurt,” he said simply. “I need someone who can run the office when Mrs. Benlo and I are gone. And I think that person can be you.”

“I...I...don’t know what to say,” I stammered. “I just don't know.”

“I know, I know,” Howard said. “I know my son's reputation with his assistants. That's my fault because I let him choose. This time I'm not giving him a choice. I need someone who can work with him and stand up to him if need be. Do you think you can do that?”

I thought of Kurt's advances towards me. He didn't want me, he was just obsessed with the chase. And, knowing that, I realized I could handle it. I could ignore his flirtations and I could essentially run the company. The job would come with a huge increase in responsibility, but I knew it would also come with an increase in salary. It could be a job I could keep for the rest of my life and do very well for myself.

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, I can do that.”
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The next few months were a whirl of information. I worked closely with Mrs. Benlo, found out her first name was Matilda, and we got to be good friends as she showed me the ins-and-outs of Brock Advertising.

Kurt didn't like it, of course. and I learned very quickly that he liked very few things his father made him do. In fact, those first few months I rarely saw him in the office. He did his best to distance himself from me and I think he thought I was a spy for his father. Or, it could have been spite for taking the job his father had offered me. Either way, I was mostly free of his interference as Matilda showed me the ropes.

It may have continued like that for a while, but six months after I had taken the position, Howard Brock died.

It was a cruel blow to everyone in the office. Howard had been The Rock, the father, then grandfather of the company. He took care of people and because of that, people loved him. The company had become everything to him after his wife's death. His loss hit us all hard.

Kurt's relationship with his father had been complicated. I'd known that before I began to work closely with both of them. Kurt was in constant rebellion, shunning his father's way of doing things. Sometimes, he could be right, but most of the time it was purely out of rebellion to the old man.

And now, everyone was looking for Kurt to lead them. They all knew he wasn't the same man as his father, but there was hope that he would rise to the occasion.

That hope was quickly dashed as Kurt proceeded to ride off the rails. He spent long nights out on the town. We all knew he was drinking, some suspected drugs. He rarely showed up for work and when he did, he sequestered himself in his office and avoided everyone.

Matilda tried to rein him in, but that only resulted in an epic fight that spilled out of Kurt's office and into the hallway. I sat in Matilda's desk as Kurt screamed and told her to get out.

I cried the day that Matilda left, watching helplessly as she packed her things. She smiled grimly at me as she packed her stapler and the last of her pictures.

“You don't have to leave,” I said. “He doesn’t know what he’s doing.”

"No," Matilda said with tears in her eyes. "I loved Howard. I adored him, but I never agreed with the way he raised his son."

She picked up her box, a small, plain container for a whole life's work.

"Kurt is hurting right now and he has no one to blame. When he looks at me, he sees his father. There is nothing I can do about that." She smiled through her tears. "Good luck, Karen. You're going to need it."

With that Matilda left the office. I stared after her for a long time, then sat behind her desk which had become my desk.

Kurt left work that day without saying a word and I didn't see him for a week. I continued to field the phone calls and the worried questions from staff. I tried calling him, but there was no answer. It wasn't entirely clear if Kurt would ever return. So, I did the only thing I could do. I decided to look for him.

It was harder than it sounded. Kurt had no home of his own. His legal residence was listed as his father's house although I was pretty sure he hadn't lived there in quite some time. So, I had to talk to Pete and Jared, Kurt’s best friends, and two of my least favorite people.

Of the two, only Pete had bothered to show up for work since Kurt had taken his impromptu leave of absence. I found him in his office leaning back in his chair, his eyes closed. To anyone passing by, he looked like he was deep in thought. Instead, I heard him snoring softly as I came into the office and slammed the door.

“Whassat?” Pete sat up in his chair so quickly he almost fell over. I strode towards the desk and put on the most serious Matilda Benlo face I could manage.

“Where is he?” I demanded.

“Who?” Pete said, rubbing his eyes.

"You know who!" I snapped. "You were out with him last night and where is he?"

Pete shook his head as if trying to clear the rattling rocks that passed for a brain inside his head. He wasn't a bad guy and had the same school-boy charm as Kurt, but just wasn't that smart.

“Look,” Pete said. “Kurt doesn't want to be bothered right now.”

"I don't give a fuck!" I yelled and Pete looked out of his office window as heads turned in the office.

“Jesus, Karen!” Pete said, holding his hands up. “Keep your voice down!”

“What the hell does it matter!” I asked and waved my hands towards the office. “They all know something’s wrong! He's got to come to work! Otherwise, people are going to start leaving!”

"I know, I know," Pete said and shook his head helplessly. "His dad just died. He's hurting."

I softened my tone when I saw the look on Pete's face. It was obvious he was as worried about Kurt as anybody. I knew they'd been friends since college, it was the only reason Pete had a job at Brock, but there was only so much he could do to protect Kurt from his responsibility.

"Listen," I said. "I need to be able to talk to him and figure out what's going on. Howard wouldn't want this. So please, tell me where he is."

Pete said nothing for a while, just held his head in his hands, and refused to look at me. Finally, he took a deep breath and sighed.

“He's got a place,” Pete said. “A room at the Plaza. It's where he's been staying for a while.”

"Which room?" I asked.

"Listen, you just can't go over there and—"

"I can go wherever the fuck I want!" I yelled. "Now tell me what room?"

As soon as Pete told me what I need to know I gathered my things at my desk. The rest of the office stared at me.

"You okay?"

I turned and met Miles’s eyes looking at me with concern. Kind, sweet Miles. I nodded and tried to smile reassuringly.

“Yes, I'm fine,” I said loud enough for the nearby copywriters to hear. “I'm just stepping out for a bit.”

Miles leaned forward and spoke in a lower voice.

“You going to talk to Kurt?” he asked.

I nodded and he returned the nod solemnly.

“Tell him we need him here,” Miles said. “He needs to be here, Karen.”

I felt the flash of irritation at Miles’s obvious remark.

“I know that!” I spat. To Miles’s credit, he did not back up from me or look scared. I sighed and lowered my voice. “I know, Miles.”

“Good,” Miles said. “I'll hold down the fort while you're gone.”

I looked around the office and saw the scared faces watching us. Out of all the employees, Miles had been there the longest. Longer than Pete, longer than Kurt, and much much longer than me. I realized that despite his easy-going manner, Miles was a man that the people look up to and respected. He was like Howard in that way.

“Thank you,” I said.

“No,” Miles said as he took a seat at my desk and made himself comfortable. “Thank you for taking this on. Make sure you don't let that little brat worm his way out of this.”

I smiled despite myself. Kurt was larger and stronger than Miles, but so much younger. That maturity, that wisdom, was never more apparent than at that moment.

“I won't,” I said grimly. “I'll pull him back by his ear if I have to.”

“That's what I want to hear,” Miles grinned. “And Karen?”

“Yes, Miles?”

“Make sure I never get on your bad side, would you?”

“That's not up to me, Miles,” I said and gave him a grim smile. “That's totally up to you.”
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So that's how I found myself outside The Plaza Hotel. The Plaza had seen better days, but the owners had done their best to keep the hotel up-to-date and it was still one of the more luxurious places in the city.

It must have cost a fortune to have a room here. I wondered how Kurt could afford it?

Must be his father's money, I thought, irritably.

The anger I was feeling overrode the fear I had of confronting my boss. I let that anger drive me as I entered the lobby and walked across the gleaming marble floors to the huge, dark wood reception desk.

A tired-looking black woman stood at the terminal.

“Can I help you?” she said in a professionally bored voice.

“Yes,” I said, keeping my voice steady despite my anger. “I'm here to see Kurt Brock.”

The woman looked at her screen. Her brow furrowed.

“One moment, please.”

She turned away from me and picked up the house phone.

“Hi,” she spoke softly into the phone. “Yes, someone for Thomas. Yes, thank you.”

“Thomas?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Yes”, she said. “He's a special... assistant for honored guests.”

Honored guest? Is that what you called someone who paid for a suite in an expensive hotel to impress women? I guess it didn't matter that Portland was a liberal enclave dedicated to hipsters, millennials, and special interests. Money could still buy you honored status.

I waited impatiently at the counter when I suddenly felt a presence at my elbow.

“Hello, Miss Nelson,” a smooth voice said.

Startled, I turned and faced a tall, impeccably dressed man in a dark blue suit that was much more expensive than the uniforms worn by hotel staff.

“Excuse me?” I asked and he smiled, reassuringly.

“Sorry to sneak up on you, Miss Nelson,” he said and placed a hand on his chest. “I am Thomas. I'm the hotel's personal assistant. I'm here to take you to Mr. Brock’s room.”

“Since when does the Plaza have personal assistants?” I said.

“Since 1902,” Thomas said, smiling to indicate that he was joking.

I looked Thomas up and down. Handsome in a nondescript, yet professional way. His nails were professionally manicured and his hair was neat and tidy. A cut above, just like his suit, from the rest of the employees.

How much money did you have to spend to get a man like Thomas to work for you?

“Okay, Thomas,” I said, suspiciously. “Lead the way.”

“Of course,” he said, stepping aside and motioning me toward the elevator.

We got on the elevator and Thomas pressed the button for the 4th floor. We stood in awkward silence for a moment before Thomas spoke.

“I'm very sorry for the loss of Mr. Brock, Ms. Nelson.”

I wasn't surprised that Thomas knew of Howard's death. I'm sure as Kurt’s ‘personal assistant’ he would have known all of the relevant details. I was more curious about how he knew me.

“How do you know my name?”

“I make it a point to know all of the important people in my guests’ lives.”

I scoffed and felt my cheeks get hot.

“I'm not important to Kurt. We barely know each other.”

“On the contrary,” Thomas smiled. “Mr. Brock told me you'd be coming today.”

He looked me up and down in a perfunctory way.

“He also told me what you looked like.”

“What did he say about me?” I said, unable to help myself.

“Only that you were pretty and you might be angry with him,” Thomas said. “And that you’re even prettier when you’re angry.”

“What?” I was shocked. Other than the one time Kurt had hit on me, I'd never gotten a feeling that he looked at me any differently than a hundred other women. “That bastard!”

“He was right if you don't mind my saying so.” Thomas was giving me a sidelong glance and I realized he was enjoying himself.

“Well, I do mind,” I hissed and stared at the doors. I knew I was blushing and cursed under my breath.

“Duly noted,” Thomas said dryly as the elevator doors opened. He held the door with one hand while motioning me to exit, then led me down the hall to Kurt’s room.

“Here's the one,” he said.

I raised my hand to knock, then hesitated. My mind flashed on Kurt kissing, stroking, fucking some faceless woman with a hot, lean body.

I looked at Thomas.

“Is he...” I said. “Is he with anyone?”

“No,” Thomas smiled. “Mr. Brock has had no visitors besides Mr. Edsel and Mr. Tate for the last two weeks.”

Pete and Jared. No women. That was surprising. I was sure Kurt had been shacked up with a different woman every night.

“Okay,” I said and nodded, turning to the door. “Good.”

“Please, if there's anything else you need,” Thomas whipped out a card as if by magic. “My personal cell phone.”

I took the card, put the card in my bag, then looked up at the tall man. Despite the situation, escorting a lady to a guest’s room for god-knows-what, his professional demeanor never dropped. He was perfect for the job.

“Thank you,” I said and Thomas gave a quick nod and smile, then walked away down the hall towards the elevator.

I stood with my hand poised before the door for a full minute. Now that I was here, what was I going to say? After all, Kurt Brock was still my boss. I couldn't just pull him back to the office by his ear, no matter what I had said to Miles. I would have to be firm, but professional.

I knocked. I heard movement inside the room. Suddenly, the door flew open and Kurt stood before me wearing nothing but a tight pair of blue boxer briefs.

“What the hell are you doing here?”
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All thoughts of what I was going to say fled from my brain as I forced my eyes from Kurt’s crotch up the rigid muscles of his body and finally managed to look at his face.

He looked terrible. His eyes were red-rimmed and there was a golden scruff of hairs on his chin. He looked down at me and blinked once, twice, his eyes dried out from too much drink.

For a moment, I couldn't speak. His tight pair of boxer briefs barely concealed a huge, coiled snake of a cock slumbering under the taut fabric.

"Well?" he growled. Kurt had mistaken my speechlessness for intimidation. Anger flared hot in my belly at his belligerent tone.

"Exactly." I spat, looking him in the eyes and trying desperately not to drop my gaze to the thick muscles of his body. "What the fuck am I doing here?"

"What?" Kurt was genuinely confused. Whether it was the long nights of drink, my language, or my anger, I didn't know.

"That's a good fucking question!" I said and poked a fingernail into his firm, naked chest. "Why the fuck am I here?"

"I...I..." Kurt stammered. "That's what I asked you."

"No shit!" I snapped. My voice was loud and I looked up and down the hall to see if anyone was listening.

"Look," I sighed, trying to calm my racing heartbeat. "Do you really want to do this out in the hall?"

Kurt looked down at me, a scowl on his face, then glanced down the hall to see if anybody had been listening. The hall was still quiet. Nodding, he grunted and stepped aside so I could squeeze past him into the room.

Inside it was messy and dark. The curtains were closed and there was the musty smell of a dorm room hanging in the air. I picked up a dirty sock with the tips of my fingers, then took a seat in a chair.

Kurt looked down at me, sighed, then walked to the bed across from the chair and sat down. I was very aware of his nakedness, the bulge between his legs which was half-hidden in shadow.

"Could you put some clothes on?" I asked.

Kurt looked down at himself as if realizing for the first time that he was almost naked in front of me. At first, I thought it was some ploy of his to distract me, but I realized I wasn't the one that was distracted. He was.

I was able, finally, to look from his body to his face. He looked like a man in pain. Seeing that look made me want to comfort him, and at the same time slap him in the face to bring him around to reality.

"It doesn't matter," Kurt said, shrugging. "You don't mind, do you?"

I did mind. It was hard to concentrate with his beautiful, naked body in front of me. It took a lot of strength not to look down and see that monster sleeping underneath the cotton of his briefs.

Still, I was here for a reason and I forced myself to focus.

"Kurt, we need you back at work," I said.

Kurt sneered and looked away from me.

"You don't need me," he said. "Nobody needs me."

"You're wrong," I said and leaned forward, placing my hand on his knee. The warmth of my palm got his attention. "We do need you, Kurt. The company needs you."

"That's funny," Kurt said, swiping my hand from his knee. "My father never needed me. Miles doesn't need me. He can run the company without me, that's what my father always wanted anyway."

I sat back, shocked. There was something here I didn't understand, information about Miles, Howard, and Kurt that I didn't have. But, Kurt wasn't in the mood to speak about it right now.

"Who did your father leave the company to?" I said, finally.

There were tears in Kurt's eyes when he looked at me and I felt my heart go out to him. I reminded myself again that he had just lost his father. He had lost his mother years ago. He was an orphan.

"He left it to me," Kurt said. "That old bastard left it to me even though he dangled it over my head for years! He left it all to me."

"Then, that means he must have felt you could run the company," I said. "Your father didn't do things without a reason from what I could tell."

"Reason? You think he did all this for some reason?" He glared at me and I drew back. "You don't understand what it was like living with him, never being good enough, never measuring up. If he didn't like me, why did he give me his fucking company?"

"I don't know," I said. "I don't know what it's like, but I do know there are lots of people counting on you right now. Nobody knows what's going on."

I leaned forward again and gripped his knee tighter. Feeling the thick muscle under my hand made my face hot, but I ignored the feelings. I needed to get through to him.

"They need you, Kurt," I said. "We need you."

Tears of pain and loss rolled down to Kurt's cheeks. I'd never seen him so vulnerable, so lost. The confident cocky young man who strutted around the office was gone, replaced by a hurt, little boy.

"You need me," he asked. "Is that what you're saying?"

Something about the words penetrated my heart. The pain in his voice was softened. I felt like I was getting through to him. So I nodded.

"Yes," I said. "We need you."

"No," Kurt said and suddenly leaned forward, his bloodshot eyes burning into me. "You need me."

I was frozen by his stare and the heat in my cheeks spread to my neck, to my chest. I felt that attraction for him again, the same attraction I'd felt when I first met him. The flare of heat rose up in my belly and suddenly I was very aware of my pussy and the wet heat between my thighs.

"That's not what I meant," I said. "I—"

He never let me finish the words. He pushed forward and kissed me.

I'd promised myself I would never sleep with him. He was my boss and, more than that, I knew how he treated women. But, I allowed myself to feel for him. Here was a Kurt I'd never seen. Weak, vulnerable, needy. When his tongue split my lips, I felt the long-buried spark explode between us.

Kurt pulled back and looked down at me as I panted with lust. He knew this was his moment. Perhaps it was the pain, perhaps it was just lust, but he wasn't going to throw his opportunity away. He took me by the forearms and pulled me close. I gasped at the violence of it, the switch from wounded man to wounded animal.

He didn't kiss me right away. He just held me there, inches from his face, breathing hot and hard against my cheek. I realized later he was waiting for me to stop him, to say no.

I didn't say no.

When Kurt's lips covered mine, the barriers I had put in place to protect myself loosened. When he slid his tongue over my bottom lip, I opened for him slightly, enough for him to pierce my mouth and taste me.

It was wrong and I knew it, even as my pussy began to leak around my panties. I had a flash of other women Kurt had done this with, fucked and discarded like trash. I wasn't like them, I told myself. I wasn't just some toy to be used and thrown away.

That's what I was thinking when Kurt picked me up like a doll and threw me onto the bed.

Then, all thoughts receded as we clawed at each other's clothes. The deep-rooted desire I had kept at bay, a desire I didn't realize had been building for months, burst through my body, and filled me with crazed lust. Kurt felt it too, I know he did, because his pained look was gone, replaced by a barely restrained animal snarl.

We scratched and tore at our clothes, leaving marks on each other's skin from our nails. The pain was nothing, a short stab before the pleasure. My body was hot, wet, ready for him long before he finally ripped my panties down over my legs and I was naked on the bed before him.

He didn't give me time to breathe. He fell on top of me, kissing and biting at my lips, my nipples, the round soft flesh of my breasts.

I felt rather than saw his thick, pulsing cock throbbing against my belly. It was impossibly large, I could tell that much, but any fear I had about being pierced by that monster was replaced by raw, wet need. Still, Kurt kept feasting on my body, rubbing his cock up and down my belly, his heavy balls sliding against my swollen pussy, teasing me with their proximity, but giving no relief.

"Please," I moaned through Kurt's hungry kisses. "Please, Kurt."

"What do you want, Karen?" He huffed in my ear. "Tell me what you want."

I was hesitant, a fraction of my reluctance flitting through my mind.

This is your boss! This will end badly! You're just another slut!

"I want you," I moaned, ignoring the voice in my head. "I want your cock!"

He took no time to gloat, just growled in pleasure, pulled back, and split me open with his hot, thick shaft.

"Fuck!"

I screamed in pain. He was even bigger than I had imagined. His girth split me open and when he moved I felt something tearing away. All my pretense, all my reluctance ripped to shreds against his throbbing flesh.

I was filled with him, every inch of my pussy pulsating with his heat. I've never been so full before or since and, for a moment, the intense combination of pain and pleasure made my mind go blank. I didn't blackout, but I couldn't think. I lifted my head and sunk my teeth into his thick shoulder. I screamed into the hard muscle.

Kurt held himself there, letting me bite and cry as my body adjusted to him. Then, slowly he pulled himself out and it felt like he was pulling me with him. The feeling was scary and electric. Then, he thrust into me again, punching me out of shape, forcing my body to take his cock.

“Fuck!” I screamed against his neck. “Oh, fuck yes! I’m...fuck!”

I thrashed against the pillows as my orgasm burst through me. My head rolled from side to side and tears dripped out of my eyes. My body bucked upward, not satisfied, and Kurt stabbed deeper than ever. His cock hit me in my most tender, sensitive areas. I screamed again.

Kurt didn't speak. Even his growls subsided, becoming animal-like huffs of hot air. Lost in the pleasure I pushed my lips against his cheek and licked the salty sweat from his skin. I hissed wet words into his ear.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" I chanted it over and over, the smacks of our body, his hot breath, and my words melding together until I came on his cock.

Kurt grunted a moment later and I felt him rip his beautiful cock away from me. I moaned with relief and pain as I felt the bed shift. I opened my mouth, registering what he wanted a moment before I felt the hot splash of his cum hit my cheek.

"Yes!" he cried and more cum spilled onto my tongue, sticking to my lips and dripping down my throat. "Yes! Just like that, Karen, just like that!"

Finally, he fell down next to me wrapping his strong arms around my quivering body. He put his lips against my ear and nuzzled my lobe.

"You don't know how long I've been wanting to do that," he whispered.

I felt absurdly pleased with his words. I knew he had wanted me, I just didn't realize he thought about it. Later, when it was all over, I realized how silly I was to be so happy, but, at that moment, I smiled.

Later, still not talking much, we took a shower together. He lathered my body with soap until it was slick and he fucked me again under the spray of hot water. He gripped my hips in his strong hands and hammered my ass, the wet, slaps of our bodies echoing off the wet tiles.

We rested for a while, and I awoke to the feel of Kurt lying behind me, his strong arms around me, his hard cock sliding between my ass cheeks. I was still half-asleep when he stuck his thick cock inside me from behind. He held me tight and breathed heavily in my ear as he fucked me into another, sleepy orgasm. I fell asleep with his cock still pumping inside me.

The next time, I was the one who woke up first. I couldn't help but pull back the sheet and marvel at Kurt's beautiful cock lying heavily across his thighs like a sleeping snake. I cradled the hot flesh in my hands while he slept, licked the salty length of it, and, finally, took him deep into my throat.  When he was hard and awake, I flung my leg over his body and sank down gratefully onto his cock. I planted my hands on the thick muscles of his chest and I rode him until we both cried out in orgasm. Finally, exhausted, I collapsed on top of him and fell asleep with my head on his chest as he stroked my hair.

Something in the way he held me, the way he stroked my hair, felt like more than sex, more than just another night of fucking. I fell asleep happy and sated. It was, without a doubt, the best sex of my life.

Which made it that much more disappointing the next day when I woke up to an empty bed.

I should have expected it. After all, I had resisted Kurt for this exact reason. He treated women like candy, to pick and choose what he wanted and then throw them away when he was done. Spit them out if he didn't like it. I couldn't help it.  As I sat in the empty bed and called out to the empty room, I felt sad.

It didn't take long for that sadness to turn to anger.

I looked at my phone and saw it was an hour before I had to go to work. I looked at my naked body, sticky and sweaty from the previous night's exertions, and made a decision.

Instead of calling the office, I turned off all notifications. Then, I picked up the card Thomas had given me and dialed his number.

"Hello, Ms. Nelson,” Thomas's suave, professional voice came over the phone. "How can I help you?"

"Thomas? Don't you ever sleep?"

"Ah," Thomas said drily. "Of course I do. However, Mr. Brock asked me to stay on this morning in case you needed anything."

I sat there stunned. Kurt had talked to Thomas that morning. Not only talked to him, but he'd obviously been paid extra to stay on and see to my needs. Or, more specifically, to see that I got out of the room before Mr. Brock needed his room again.

"Tell me, Thomas," I said. "How many times a week are you asked to 'stay on'?"

"Oh, I'm not at liberty to say," he said pleasantly.

"Of course not," I mumbled and looked around the room. "Tell me, did Mr. Brock leave any other instructions?"

"No," he said. "Only that you should have everything you need before you left."

"And what time is checkout?" I asked.

"You may take as long as you like," Thomas said.  "Mr. Brock was not specific."

"Good," I said. "Because I'm hungry. Have room service bring me breakfast."

"Of course, Ms. Nelson," he said. "What may I tell them to prepare?"

"Oh, one of everything, Thomas," I smiled as I said it. "I am really hungry."

I heard a hint of amusement in Thomas's voice when he answered.

"Excellent, Ms. Nelson," Thomas said. "Excellent."

"You can call me Karen." I looked down at my naked body. "Tell them to come on in and leave the cart. I'm going to take a bath."

"Of course, Karen," Thomas said. "It will be my genuine pleasure."

I spent the whole day in Kurt's hotel room. I took a long, luxurious bath, ignoring my phone for a full hour before I decided to check it. As I sat munching on bacon, I looked at my messages.

Miles: where are you? Are you coming in today? Are you ever coming in again?

Miles: Kurt is here. He's asking where you're at.

I laughed as I thought of poor Miles sitting at my desk while Kurt harangued him about my whereabouts when he probably knew exactly where I was. I set down the phone for a little while longer and decided to order movies on Kurt's bill. I went through all the premiums and then added a few porn movies just for the hell of it. I was thoroughly enjoying myself when I picked my phone up again.

Kurt: where the fuck are you?

And a few minutes later.

Kurt: you need to get your ass into work now!

I thought about it for a few minutes. It seemed funny to me as I sipped the champagne I'd had Thomas send to the room. Kurt was at work. And he needed me. That was new.

I realized by the time I was feeling drunk that I probably shouldn't go into work. I might say something that I would regret later. Still, I also didn't want to drive home at this point and I certainly didn't want to be at the hotel if Kurt decided to check-in.

After about four hours of watching movies, laughing at my phone, and four glasses of champagne, I decided it was finally time to go home. Once again, I called Thomas.

"Hello, Karen," Thomas said. "Mr. Brock has been calling for you."

"I'm not shurprised," I slurred into the phone. "I'm ignoring his callsh obvioushly."

"I understand," Thomas said. "Is there anything I can do for you?"

"Can you get me a car to take me home?"

"Of course," Thomas said, then added, "Would you like to charge that to the room?"

I laughed for a long time until tears rolled down my cheeks.

"Thomash," I finally managed to say. "You are very good at your job."

"Thank you, Karen."

I made it home in the early afternoon, flopped drunkenly onto my bed, and promptly fell asleep.

I didn't wake up until later that night. I checked my phone. The calls and messages had ended around 2 a.m. when Kurt had finally given up. I thought about calling him, or Miles, and decided that I would just show up to work.

I went in early and set up my desk, and waited for people to show up. They began to come in ones and twos around 8 a.m. Most were surprised to see me but didn't say anything, just walked to their desks and smiled.

The real test came about an hour later. Kurt came through the front doors and stopped, staring at me in shock. I looked up calmly. The other staff tried not to make it obvious as they watched us from the cubicles like groundhogs peeking out of their holes.

"Good morning, Mr. Brock," I said pleasantly. "I took the opportunity to open the mail for you. These are the most important things to go over."

I held out a stack of papers and watched with amusement as Kurt decided what to do. Finally, he plucked the papers from my hand and smiled.

"Thank you, Karen," he said politely.

He walked past me to go into his office, but I stopped him.

"You have a call with the Briar Corporation at 10:30. Would you like me to brief you before the call?"

He turned, looked at me, and then at the rest of the staff. They quickly ducked down below their cubicle walls.

"That would be great, Karen," Kurt said. "Could you also get me a cup of coffee?"

I turned to him and cocked an eyebrow at him, waiting for more.

"Please," he said.

"Of course, Mr. Brock. “I'd be happy to."

And that's how it went. Kurt didn't fire me or flirt with me after that. He knew he needed me and a part of him respected me for that. In turn, I ran the office, kept all of his appointments, and even offered advice when he needed to hear it.

Once I settled into my job, I began to notice someone else in the office. Miles. He was handsome, in an awkward, absent-minded professor kind of way. He was always sweet to me, asked me how my day was going without constantly trying to flirt like those two assholes Pete and Jared. He even remembered my birthday, which was nice. He got me a card and a Snicker's candy bar which was as far as he would go to show his affection, because he was married, after all, and Miles took his vows seriously.

Everyone knew that.


Miles


Iwas just finishing up some mock-ups for Bad Wolf and was about to dive into my latest chapter on my novel when my phone rang. Karen had gone off to work. Our morning coffee had been a little awkward. The sex the night before had been unbelievable, the best I'd had in a long time, but the reason for it had been so unreal. Brandy on the screen, my cock in Karen. Karen telling me hot, filthy things about Kurt. Her words had been so real, part of me couldn't believe she'd made it all up on the spot just to get me off.

"So," Karen said at the door. "Off to work."

"Yes," I said and I was unable to meet her eyes.

"Miles," she said. I looked up at her. "You okay?"

"Yeah," I said and managed a weak smile. I kissed her. "Just feeling a little ashamed, I guess."

"Well, don't," she said and gave my ass a playful squeeze. "It's just sex, baby. Whatever turns you on and gets you off is fine."

I nodded. She wasn't wrong. Last night had lifted a weight off my heart. I hadn't thought of Brandy all night. Instead, my mind was totally focused on Karen. A fact Karen noticed.

"So you are..." I stammered. "You're going to see Kurt, right?"

"Well, he is my boss," Karen grinned and I blushed. "Don't worry, baby. I'll try to keep my hands off of him."

She was joking, but the words hit me in the gut so hard I groaned. My cock twisted violently in my pants. Fuck! What was wrong with me?

Karen noticed my discomfort and slid a hand on my shoulder.

"Babe, I was just kidding," she laughed. "You know that right?"

I nodded. I did. But my body, my body also knew what could happen and it welcomed it.

"Too soon?" Karen asked.

"Yeah, I think so," I said. "It's okay. Just something I need to get used to."

"Well, you have all day. I promise I won't tease you unless you want me to."

"Okay," I said gratefully. "What did I do to deserve you?"

"Surprise me with dinner tonight and we'll talk about it," she said with a smirk, then gave me another quick kiss.

"Deal," I said and she left our tiny apartment.

I puttered around in the kitchen and felt lighter, like a boil that had been festering over my heart had been lanced. I whistled and made myself some french press, thinking how great it was that I had a woman like Karen. Someone who seemed to understand my desires even if I didn't. Not only understand them but play with them a little bit, draw them out of me and examine them.

Not that I wanted to examine them too much at the moment. Thinking of Karen at work with Kurt was new. It hurt a little bit, my new girlfriend going to work for that bastard who had stolen my wife, but I'd never thought of them together. Not together, together. And even though Karen had told me she made up the story, I couldn't completely get the idea out of my mind. Karen, bent over her desk, Kurt behind her with his muscular body slamming Karen into the wood.

"Nope," I said out loud and took a drink of coffee, willing my cock to stop throbbing. "Nope, nope, nope."

So, as I'd been doing since I left Brandy, I threw myself into my work. I approved some artwork for Bad Wolf and some other projects I had picked up on the side from the company CEO Rod Wylie. Then, I had to have a conference call with the marketing team to go over the proofs again. Then, I would have a salad for lunch. Finally, after all that, I would be able to sit back in my chair and work on my novel.

I had struggled with the book a bit until Karen had become a more integral part of my life. No, the mystery-thriller I was writing was actually mysterious and thrilling. Another reason I was grateful for my girlfriend.

I was just settling into my desk when my phone buzzed. I picked it up, thinking it might be Karen or Rod and was shocked to see Brandy's name and face pop up on the screen. I hadn't spoken to her in months. Not since that horrible night, I had come home and seen her with Kurt, in our bed. Even though the excitement of the moment had turned me on in a shameful way, the betrayal of it tore a wound open in my heart.

I knew she'd had an affair with Kurt. I knew she'd fucked him. I even had video evidence. The truth was, the affair turned us both on. The pain, the anger, and the betrayal fueled our lust. We'd had some of the best sex of our lives after I found out about Kurt.

But, Brandy had promised me she wouldn't see Kurt again, promised me she was over him. That was all a lie. The truth came crashing down on me that fateful night as Brandy professed her need for Kurt, how she was his and not mine. She even forced me to come as Kurt emptied his seed deep into her unprotected pussy.

I had known talking to Brandy would only make the pain worse. And I was not ready to forgive her. So, I don't know why I answered the call. Perhaps the night before had relieved some of the pressure on my heart just enough to let Brandy in. Or, maybe my confidence, the confidence that Karen had given me gave me the strength to finally talk to my wife.

Whatever it was, I swiped the phone and held it to my ear.

"Brandy," I said in a cold voice.

"Miles?" She sounded surprised like she didn't expect me to pick up. "Oh my God! Miles! I'm so glad you picked up!"

I ignored her excitement. Who was this creature on the other end of the phone? How could she sound so excited, so happy, when she had crushed my life like a bug?

"What do you want?" I said. "I'm pretty busy."

"I know, I know. Sorry." She took a deep breath. "I heard you're writing again?"

Now how would she know that? Kurt, of course, but how would Kurt know unless Karen had told him. Which was natural. Kurt and Karen worked all day together. Of course, my name would come up. But, out of respect for me, Karen seldom talked about Kurt. Doing so only opened old wounds. Wounds Brandy was now probing with the stick.

"I know you didn't call about my writing," I said. "What do you want, Brandy?"

"Miles, I..." She didn't know what to say. Six months and our last conversation have been while Kurt's cock had been pumping her from behind. Her last words had been how she was Kurt's now, his property, his body to fuck. Only his.

What the hell do you say to follow up that conversation?

'I just..." she started again and I heard the tears in the back of her throat. "I just need to see you. To talk to you."

She was going to cry and I felt a reluctant pity for her. I didn't want to feel sorry for her, but I did. Just a little.

"We don't have anything to talk about," I said. "I think you said it all in our bedroom, with Kurt's cock in your cunt."

"Oh, God!" She was crying now. "Oh God, Miles. I'm so sorry. I just. I don't know what happened. I got caught up in the moment."

"Caught up? Brandy you cheated on me. I forgave you, then you cheated on me again. You weren't caught up, you were honest. Maybe you were honest for the first time in our goddamn marriage!"

It felt good to say the words, but when I heard Brandy sobbing over the phone, I felt the regret wash over me.

"I'm so sorry," she said again. "I'm just so sorry."

"Why did you call?" I asked again, my voice softer now as my heart softened. I knew Karen would see it as a weakness, but I couldn't help it. I'd been married to Brandy for seven years. Seven happy years for the most part. I couldn't just let her go.

"I...I need to see you. To talk."

"No," I said. "No, I won't do that."

"Please, Miles. Just let me see you one last time. Just so I know you don't hate me."

"How do you know I don't hate you?"

She was silent for a moment.

"Because you picked up the phone."

She did have a point. And, not only had I picked up the phone, I had not yelled or screamed at her. I didn't feel any anger. Just sadness. For her, for me, for the whole situation.

"Please," she begged again. "Please, can we meet one last time? It can be in public, whatever you want. I just...I just need to talk."

I thought about it for a moment. I felt remarkably good about it. The night with Karen had done something to me. Freed me in some way, had broken the chains that bound me to Brandy. Maybe seeing her one last time before the divorce papers were filed might help me move on. That, and I was weak for my wife, my ex-wife when she was hurting.

"Miles?" Brandy asked. "Are you still there?"

"Yes," I said. "I'm here."

"Well?"

"Where do you want to meet?"


Miles


Neutral ground was a small coffee shop tucked between a hair salon and a boutique cannabis shop called The Good Leaf. Neither of us had been there before, so there were no romantic associations with the place. It was just your generic, Portland coffee house.

I stepped into the dark and gleaming shop and felt this was a perfect place for a clandestine meeting.

Which was weird. After all, Brandy and I were technically still married, yet I still felt a sliver of guilt. I had not called Karen and told her I was meeting with Brandy. I knew what her reaction would be. She thought Brandy was the worst kind of poison and my wife was especially toxic to me. She would not have wanted me to go. She wouldn’t have stopped me, our relationship was still too new, but she definitely would have tried. But that wasn’t why I didn’t call. I didn’t call because part of me feared she was right. I might not be ready to face Brandy.

Brandy, on the other hand, was with Kurt. I don’t know why, but I was sure she had not told Kurt she was meeting with me, either. I could feel it. He would have been as jealous as Karen would be angry.

I looked around the dark shop, seeking out my ex-wife among the gleaming, dark wood tables, white porcelain cups, and the whispered conversations. My eyes passed over her at first, then snapped back as my wife stood up. I had known she was pregnant, but I’d never actually imagined what that would look like. She lifted herself to a standing position, holding her heavy belly with her hand.

I nearly walked out of the shop. I wasn’t ready for this, not nearly ready. Then, I saw the smile on her face and her eyes glistening with tears. I melted, as I always did. This was my wife, after all, she was the woman I had fallen in love with, had loved for seven years. Her face was as beautiful as the first day I’d met her and now her skin was suffused with a warmth my brain was telling me was due to the pregnancy. She was glowing and I couldn’t turn away from her.

I walked up to her and stood awkwardly, unsure of what to do. She grinned through her tears and pulled me into a hug. The familiar smell of her shampoo, lavender, and jasmine, relaxed my stiffened shoulders and I sank into the hug. My stomach bumped into her firm, round belly and I remembered whose baby she was probably carrying.

I pushed away from her and I saw the smile slip from her face. Her shoulders slumped in resignation and she looked down at the table.

“I’m glad you came,” she said. I watched, helpless, as she negotiated the chair and the table, careful not to hit her belly. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her stomach. Inside of her was a new life. The baby might have been mine, but it was just as likely Kurt’s. I didn’t want to think about that. I had convinced myself it was Kurt’s, in part to spare the pain of knowing my child might grow up without his real father. But then, that wasn’t all my fault, was it? I wasn’t the one who had cheated.

Still, it wasn’t the child’s fault, either, but that only increased my sense of sadness.

Brandy mistook my scrutiny for judgment and frowned.

“I know, right?” she said. “I’m so fat!”

“No,” I said, without thinking. “You look...you look beautiful.”

“Yeah, right,” Brandy said, but she smiled at the compliment.

“Brandy!”

Brandy looked over at the counter, the barista looking around the small shop. Two steaming mugs of coffee in front of her.

“I ordered you a mocha,” Brandy said. “With a double shot. I hope that’s ok.”

She knew my favorite coffee. Of course, she did, why wouldn’t she? We had been sharing coffee for years. Still, the small gesture hit me deep in the heart. No matter how familiar this was, how comfortable, our life together could never go back to normal.

“It’s...” I almost said perfect, then changed the word in mid-sentence. “It’s fine.”

Brandy made a move to get up.

“Stop,” I said. “I’ll get it.”

I could feel Brandy’s eyes on me as I crossed the small room, picked up our cups, then came back to the table. Her eyes never left me.

“Thank you,” she said as I set the mug in front of her. She slid her hands around it like she was cold. “Thank you for meeting me.”

"It's fine." I could barely suppress the emotion in my voice. "I'm here now. What did you want to talk about?"

She continued to stare into her mug, inhaling the powerful smell of the roasted beans.

"I just wanted to talk," she said meekly. "I just wanted..."

I waited for her to finish, but when it was obvious she wasn't going to say anymore, I spoke again.

"What Brandy?" I said. "What could you possibly want from me that you haven't already taken?"

"Oh God!" she moaned and I saw a tear drip down her cheek and plop into her coffee. "You hate me. You really hate me."

"No," I said and the heat of my anger receded. "No, I don't hate you. It would be easier if I did."

I leaned forward and spoke lower so the other patrons couldn't hear.

"It's my fault, too," I said. "I should have stopped you. I should have been..."

I clenched my fist, digging my nails into the palm of my hand.

"I should have been better."

Brandy raised her head and gasped. Her eyes were wide with shock, her cheeks glistening with tears.

"No!" she cried and her hands shot out from her cup and grabbed my fist. "It's not your fault! None of it! I should have been stronger. I was the one who should have been stronger!"

I looked down at her hands clasping my fist. Her skin was warm, very warm and it felt good to touch her again.

"Listen," she said. "I made the mistake. Kurt, hurting you, all of it was a mistake."

"But, you're still with him." It wasn't a question.

"Who told you that?" she said, her mouth dropping open. Then, her lips closed into a thin line. "Let me guess. Karen."

"It doesn't matter who," I said and pulled my hand away from her. "It's true, right? You're still with him."

"Yes," she said and looked away from me to take a sip of coffee. "But it's not what you think."

"And what do I think, Brandy?" I snarled.

"Miles, please," she murmured. "I love you. I always have. I made a mistake."

I looked down at the swell of her belly just above the tabletop.

"Yes, a mistake," I said and Brandy put a protective hand over her stomach.

"It could be yours," she said.

"It could also be Kurt's, couldn't it?"

She said nothing and looked down at her cup.

"There's no way you can forgive me, is there?"

"What?" I said, shocked. "What do you mean?"

Brandy reached forward again and grabbed my hands.

"Please, Miles," she begged. "I want you to come home."

It took a moment to register what she was saying. Did she wantme back? What about Kurt?

I felt a strange tug on my heart. She wanted me, not Kurt. That meant she didn't love him. She still loved me.

Just as quickly, I felt the weight settle back on my heart like damp wool.

Once again, I pulled away from her, "I'm sorry, Brandy. I can't. Besides, I... I'm seeing someone."

Brandy sat up straighter. Her eyes narrowed and wet cold.

"I knew it!" she spat and I shrank back at her sudden change. "It's her, isn't it? That bitch, Karen."

"She's not a—"

"I know what she is!" Brandy was screaming and heads turned as her voice cut through the small shop. "She was waiting, just waiting until you were free then she swooped in, didn't she? How long did she wait, huh? One day, two?"

"What the hell are you talking about?" I yelled. "You cheated on me! You hurt me! You can't be jealous now that your little fling didn't work out!"

"Please!" she reached out for me again. I looked around at the customers and saw their shocked looks as they watched me screaming at the sobbing pregnant woman. No matter the story behind it, no matter the pain burning through me, they were judging me.

"I can't do this," I said and got up from the table.

There was nothing else I could do, nothing else I could say. I felt sorry for Brandy, but I was also angry, as angry as the night I found out she'd been with Kurt.

The truth was, if it hadn't been for Karen, it might have been different. But, I did have Karen, a warm, caring woman who understood my pain. I suddenly felt guilty for being here. I should never have been there. I had known it was wrong when I agreed to it, and I knew it was still wrong.

"I have to go," I said finally and I left Brandy there, weeping at the table. She wasn't done with me though. Not by a long shot.

"That bitch will never leave love you the way I love you!" Brandy screamed as I opened the door. "DO YOU HEAR ME? I LOVE YOU, MILES! I LOVE YOU!"

I fled down the street, Brandy’s screams following me all the way.


Karen


It was afternoon and I was looking forward to spending the night with Miles again. Whatever reawakening of his sex drive that had happened the night before had only managed to whet my appetite. I wanted more.

I was thinking of calling, maybe tease him a little bit, when she walked in. Brandy. I could tell at once she was in a bad mood. I couldn't remember the last time I had seen her smile since she and Miles had broken up. There was something to be said for that, I thought. Perhaps she'd begun to realize her mistake.

It doesn't matter, I told myself. Miles is with me now.

“I'd like to talk to Kurt,” Brandy said to me in clipped tones.

Despite my feelings about her, I plastered a professional smile on my face and said pleasantly. “Hold on a sec, Brandy. He's in a meeting right now, but I'll see if he has a moment to talk to you.”

“Oh, he’ll give me a goddamn moment!” she said, and she walked past my desk without looking at me. I didn't even have time to buzz Kurt before she thrust open the door and interrupted a meeting with a client.

“Brandy, what?” I heard Kurt’s confused voice coming from the office.

“Oh!” Brandy cried and backed out of the office suddenly flustered. “Oh, I didn't know you were in a meeting.”

Kurt stepped out of his office and looked down at her with concern.

“Are you okay?” he said. “Is the baby okay?”

I watched Brandy put a hand on her belly, as if she had just felt the baby kick. She nodded and for the first time, I noticed tears at the corner of her eyes.

“Yes,” she said. “I just...”

She looked over at me and dashed a tear away from her eye with the palm of her hand, smearing her mascara.

“I just need to talk to you,” she said.

“Okay, but I'm in a meeting right now,” Kurt said. “Can Karen get you something to drink?”

Brandy looked daggers at me and I had a funny feeling in my stomach. She knew my feelings about her and we regarded each other with wary disdain. But this, this was different. Her face was filled with hate.

“No! There's nothing she can do for me!”

Brandy wheeled on her foot but Kurt caught her arm. I felt like I was watching something that I shouldn't like I'd walked in on a fight between my parents. I turned away and I heard Kurt speak in a low voice.

“Brandy? What is going on?”

“I just can't,” she said and I knew that she was close to crying. “Not in front of her. I can't.”

Kurt looked at me quizzically and I shrugged. I had no idea what was going on.

“Fine,” Kurt grumbled. “Karen? Can you show Mr. Lowe to the conference room? I'll meet him there in just a minute.”

“Sure, Kurt,” I said, got up from my desk, and entered the office. I could feel Brandy's eyes on me as I walked past her. I could feel the hatred coming off of her like a wave.

Mr. Lowe was a small, older man with a bald pate and a pair of glasses perched on the end of his nose.

“Mr. Lowe?” I said pleasantly. “Could you come with me please?”

Mr. Lowe looked from me to Kurt to Brandy crowded in the doorway.  He looked down at the papers on the desk that Kurt had been showing him. Then back at us.

“Um...sure,” he said. He began to gather up his papers and I stopped him.

“I'll do that for you, sir,” I said. “Let me just show you to our conference room.”

Mr. Lowe stepped carefully past Kurt and Brandy and out into the hallway. I took a moment, a long moment, and gathered up the papers, a wicked part of me enjoying making Brandy wait. Finally, I tapped the papers against the desk to straighten them,  tucked them under my arm, and slid past the red-faced couple with a small smile on my face.

“I'm so sorry, Mr. Lowe,” I said as I settled the papers in front of him at the conference table. “I'm sure Mr. Brock will only be a minute.”

“That's okay, dear,” he said, looked up at me, and smiled. “I understand. When my wife was pregnant with her second child she was... let's just say she was passionate.”

I thought of Brandy and the hateful look on her face. Passionate, that was one word for it.

“Can I get you anything? While you wait?”

“No thank you, dear,” Mr. Lowe said. “I'll just wait for Kurt if that's all right?”

“Of course, sir. I'll be just down the hall if you need me.”

I left the room and walked slowly to my desk. As I neared Kurt’s office, I could hear the raised voices coming through the door.

“I don't care how good she is!” I heard Brandy screech. “I want her gone!”

“What are you talking about?” Kurt yelled. “She runs the entire office. I'm not going to fire her.”

“You don't get it!” Brandy cried. “She's with Miles! Don’t you understand?”

Silence followed that statement and in that quiet, I heard my own heart beating faster. Miles and I had kept our relationship a secret. Mostly, because it was nobody's business but our own, but also because of the drama it would create at work. Miles had left Brock advertising after Kurt had seduced his wife. Not only that, but Miles had pretty much stolen one of Brock advertising's biggest clients, Bad Wolf Brewery. It wasn't Miles’s fault, it was due to Kurt's incompetence, but I knew that Kurt blamed Miles for it.

We were never really sure what would happen if anyone found out and we certainly weren't going to tell anyone until we knew for sure how to define our relationship.

But now it was all out in the open. I sat down at my desk, shaking.

Okaaay, I thought. It was bound to happen sometime.

Brandy came storming out of the office a moment later, stopping in front of my desk.

“Miles will never love you the way he loves me!” she hissed. “I don't care what happens between you two. I just want you to remember that!”

Before I could say anything, Brandy turned on her heel and stormed out of the office.

“Karen!” Kurt yelled. “Get in here!”


Karen


Kurt stood, his body tense when I came into the office. He looked down at me, his fists clenched. I couldn't tell if he was angry at me or Brandy. Or both.

Then, he slumped back onto his desk with his hands gripping the edge. He let out a large sigh.

“So, you’re seeing Miles,” he said.

“Not that it's any business of yours,” I said. “But yes.”

“Okay,” he said.

There was a look on his face of extreme sadness. I'd seen it before in that hotel room after his father had died. I wanted to reach out to him, to comfort him in some way, but I held back. I wasn't going to fall for those emotions again.

“Just out of curiosity,” I said. “How did you find out?”

“Oh? You don't know?” he smiled at me bitterly. “Your boyfriend went out with my girlfriend for coffee today.”

I did my best to hide my shock. Miles had been with Brandy? I felt anger as well as fear. The video from last night fluttered to my mind. He was still masturbating to her. If that was the case, did he still love her? Of course, he did. But, that didn't mean he was going to go back to her. How could he after what she'd done?

Still, I couldn't help feeling a little worried about it. Brandy was beautiful. Even pregnant and heavy with a child, she glowed. Plus, she and Miles had been together for seven years. What would seven years together feel like? If she truly regretted their decision, would Miles be able to say no?

All of this went through my brain as I formed a reply.

“Oh, that,” I said, shrugging. “Sure, Miles told me all about that.”

Kurt cocked his head and squinted at me. I stood still giving nothing away.

“Nah!” he grinned. “You didn't know. Just like I didn't know Brandy was going to see him. Looks like both of our significant others are hiding something today.”

“I don't know what you're talking about,” I said. “I hope you're not implying what I think you're implying?”

“What?” he asked and stood up from his desk. “That they slept together? No, they didn't do that.”

Kurt turned away and looked out the window. Even though the sky was gray and it threatened a steady rain as was so often the case in Portland.

“No,” Kurt said. “If I had to guess by Brandy's reaction, your boyfriend turned her down.”

My chest tightened. Turned her down?

“That's right,” Kurt said when he saw the look on my face. “Brandy's been trying to get back with your boyfriend. She doesn't think I know, but I do.”

“Miles wouldn't,” I said.

Kurt shrugged.

“You wouldn't think so, right? I thought I did a pretty job of destroying that whole thing.”

“You mean his marriage? His life?”

Kurt stood up. He took a step forward, too close for my liking, but I didn't move. I didn't want him to think I was afraid of him.

“Do you think I wanted to do that?” he said. “Do you think I wanted to destroy him?”

“What else was it? You fucked his wife in front of him, Kurt! You sent him a fucking video!”

“Jesus!” Kurt rubbed his eyes and I could tell he was close to tears. “You know about that?”

“I've been with Miles for six months! Of course, I know about it you fucking asshole!”!

“Hey now,” he said. “I'm still your boss.”

“It doesn't make you any less of an asshole! I shouted.

“You don't get it,” Kurt said. “You just don't get it.”

“What don't I get, Kurt?”

“It started that way,” Kurt said. “I wanted to hurt him. My father loved the guy! Fuck! He probably loved that asshole more than he loved me! So yeah, I wanted to hurt him.”

He was shaking with emotion.

“But then,” he said. “Then, I fell in love with her.”

And there it was. That's why Kurt let Brandy treat him like dirt. Kurt loved Brandy and the only way he knew how to get her was to destroy her previous life. If Brandy realized just part of that, she would grow to hate him no matter how good the sex was.

“Well, she's yours now,” I said. “Hope you're happy.”

“Fuck off, Karen,” he said. He looked into my eyes. “Six months?”

“Yes,” I said. “Six months.”

“You didn't give the guy much time to heal did you?”

“Again, not your business.”

Kurt stepped forward and I could feel the heat of him, his presence looming over me. I felt the thrill of fear mixed with excitement. The same desire I’d felt when we'd been together.

“What is it about him?” Kurt asked. “What does he have?”

“He's wonderful,” I said instantly. “That's it. He's a kind and wonderful man, Kurt. What woman wouldn't want that?”

“If he's so kind and wonderful, why is he sneaking around on you with my girlfriend?” Kurt was closer now, too close for comfort. I took a step back and realized I was at the door frame.

“I told you, he's not sneaking around. I knew he was going to meet her today.”

The lie felt like ash on my tongue. Kurt smiled cruelly.

“Still. Don't. Believe you,” He leaned forward and I leaned back, but my head hit the door frame. My body shook with fear as I put my hands up against his hard thick chest. His lips were inches from mine. “If they're going to sneak around, maybe we should too.”

And he kissed me. Maybe it was memories of our one night in that hotel room brought to life by the play with Miles the night before, maybe there was a buried lust for Kurt that I had just repressed all these years. Maybe I was pissed at Miles for meeting with Brandy without telling me. Whatever it was, for just a moment, I accepted that kiss.

Kurt's strong hands slid to my hips and pulled me forward. His tongue probed at my mouth and I opened up for him, letting him taste me. I felt his pants rubbing against my belly, and under that fabric, his throbbing cock already hard for me. I felt everything and it sent shivers of pleasure through my body, collecting in a wet heat between my legs.

And that's when I slid my hand up to his neck, grabbed his hair in my fist, and yanked on it as hard as I could.

“Ouch! Ow! Wow! Fuck!” Kurt cried as I pulled his head to the side by his hair. “Fuck, Karen! Stop!”

I let his hair go. He was distracted by the pain, so that’s when I slapped him across the face.

He turned his head, my handprint already beginning to show on his cheek. There was a small drop of blood at the corner of his mouth. I saw a blaze of anger on his face and for the first time, I felt fear. He could so easily use one of those strong hands, grab me around my neck, and force me up against the door frame. He could do that and there would be nothing I could do to stop him.

So why was my pussy dripping?

“So that's it, huh?” Kurt said, dabbing a drop of blood from his lip. “You love him?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling a bit of shame as I realized I hadn't even said those words to Miles yet. Still, it was true.

“Fine,” Kurt said. “I get it.”

Kurt walked around his desk to his chair.

“I'm leaving early,” I said. “And I'll be in late tomorrow, if at all.”

Kurt only nodded and looked down at the top of his desk, his shoulders slumped in defeat.

“I understand, Karen,” he said.

“Good,” I said and turned to leave, but stopped myself.

“By the way,” I said. “You might not want to tell Brandy you came onto me. She might not take it too well.”

And with that, I left the office, suddenly thinking of Miles. What would he say if he knew that Kurt had kissed me? Would he be upset? Or turned on?

It didn't matter. The excitement I had felt to see him earlier had faded, replaced by whatever had just happened in that office. I couldn't get the feel of Kurt out of my mind as I made my way to the car. I sat behind the wheel, forcing myself to be calm.

Instead, I focused on Miles’s meeting with Brandy. Why had he done that behind my back? Why now? I let the anger override the last of my desire and started the car.

Miles and I were going to have words.


Miles


Iwas still in the office finishing my work when I heard Karen come home. The door to my apartment slammed shut and I heard her throw her bag onto the kitchen counter. Something about the violence of the sound made me nervous.

I walked into the kitchen and found Karen at the sink pouring herself a gin and tonic.

“Hey,” I said. “You okay?”

She said nothing, instead she focused on her drink. She poured a finger of gin into the bottom of her glass, then filled the glass with ice and tonic water. She took her time cutting the lime and squeezing the juice into the top of the glass. I stood there nervous, shifting from foot to foot like a boy who had just gotten in trouble.

“What's going on?” I asked.

She picked up the glass and took a long, slow drink. Finally, she turned to me.

“You saw Brandy today.”

It was not a question. She looked at me, daring me to lie. I'd had enough lies in my life, I wasn't going to do it with her.

“Yes,” I said finally. “I did see Brandy today.”

She took another drink and set the glass calmly on the counter.

“Why the FUCK would you go and see that BITCH?”

She screamed and I flinched. I'd seen Karen angry, but never angry at me. She was beautiful when she was angry, the way her red cheeks colored her freckles a deep brown. She was passionate. And a little scary.

“I'm sorry,” I said wondering why I was the one who had to apologize, just knowing I should. “I just... I just felt like it was the right time.”

“The right time? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“I was going to have to talk to her eventually, right? I mean, for closure or something.”

“Jesus, Miles!” she said and took another drink. “You don't need closure! Didn't you get enough closure that night you caught her fucking Kurt?”

“Hey,” I said, holding out my hands. “Okay, I get it. You're pissed. It's not going to help to try to make me feel worse.”

Karen leaned forward against the counter and I could tell she was fighting back tears. She was tough, one of the strongest women I'd met, but my meeting with Brandy had shaken her more than I thought it would.

Once I felt it was safe to approach her, I came up beside her and put a hand on her back. She let herself sob once, then she stood up and wiped the tears away.

“Why did you go and see her?” she asked.

“She needed someone to talk to,” I said. “I thought I was helping.”

“You are not helping!” Karen yelled. “You're only trying to make it easy on her. What about me?”

“I'm sorry, baby,” I said and took her into my arms. I felt her tense against me. Suddenly, she was crying, her body shaking against me, tears soaking into my shirt. “Oh sweetie, I'm so sorry. I never meant to hurt you.”

After a while, she backed up from, me wiping her cheeks.

“I'm sorry, Miles,” she said. “It's not your fault. It's just Kurt...”

My heart froze for a second hearing the way Karen said his name. Weakly. Even softly. It made the hairs rise on the back of my neck.

“What about Kurt?” I asked.

She looked up at me for a second and her cheeks became less red, almost pale. Then, she shook her head and patted me on the chest.

“Nothing,” she said. “It's nothing. He just talked to me in his office after Brandy left.”

“Brandy came to your office?” I asked. “To see Kurt?”

“Of course she did,” Karen said. “Don't you get it, Miles? She knows about us now. She knows about us and she wants you back. That's what she wanted to talk about, right?”

I remembered Brandy's pleading eyes and the feeling of her hand on mine as I pulled away from her. I remember her shriek as I left the coffee shop. I tried to block out the moment, but it all came back to me. It was hard hurting the love of your life, but I knew it had been the right thing to do.

“Yes,” I said. “She wanted me to come back home.”

Karen hugged me tightly, pulling me into her. She reached up, gripped the hairs on the back of my neck and pulled me down. We kissed and she dug her nails into my scalp. Her kiss was forceful, desperate.

“This is home, Miles,” Karen said. “Here, with me.”

“Yes,” I said. “It is.”

“I love you, Miles. I love you.”

It was the first time she had said the words and I had worried what my response would be if and when she said them. I didn’t have to worry anymore.

“I love you too, Karen. I'm sorry.”

“Don't be,” she said and pulled me down until our foreheads touched. “Just don't let it happen again.”

I laughed and she laughed with me. My heart felt lighter as we began to kiss. Desperation turned to hunger and suddenly our hands were all over each other exploring, groping, tearing at each other's clothes.

“I need you,” Karen whimpered. “I need you now.”

“Me too,” I said. “I need you too.”


Karen


Iwas hot, damn hot! I hated that it was because of Kurt and not Miles, but my lust burned between my legs. And, after my meltdown, I suddenly needed Miles to hold me, to touch me.

To take me.

I felt his hesitancy. I knew he was worried just like he always worried when I initiated sex. I knew, deep down, that Miles was just as much a sexual being as I was, he was just afraid of his sexuality. He didn't have the confidence to take control, not like Kurt when he had kissed me without permission.

I tried to shake off the feelings of heat and focused on Miles’s mouth on mine. Our hands were ripping and tearing at each other's clothes and I decided we were going to do it right there in the kitchen.

I pulled my blouse over my shoulders revealing my black lace bra underneath. Miles moaned as I pressed my body against his, my round breasts rubbing against him as I slowly lowered myself to my knees. It wasn't a position I was in very often. I didn't like the feeling of supplication that it brought up. Still, I wanted Miles to know that he was important to me and I hoped me, on my knees, would get through to the animal part of his brain.

“Karen? Really?” he said, half surprised, half excited. He wanted this, he wanted to stand above me and put his cock in my mouth and prove that I was his. And I wanted the same thing. I wanted to take him, force him to be mine, and forget about that bitch he had married.

But, it's never that easy, right? It never goes the way you plan. And, as I unbuckled his pants and pulled out his cock, I thought of Kurt's bulge against my stomach. My face heated up until it felt like I had sunburn, but I didn't let it stop me from leaning forward and licking Miles’s thin shaft from root to head. It twitched in my hands, and I thought that maybe he would get hard for me. Not for Brandy and not because of his kinky desires. I wanted him to focus on me and me alone.

I felt shame as I realized, even as I wanted Miles to focus on me, I could still remember Kurt’s kiss. I had wanted to tell Miles about it, but events had gotten out of hand and now wasn’t the time. I just needed to forget Kurt. Forget his hard body and pulsing heat. Forget that I still wanted him even though I hated him.

I opened my mouth and shoved Miles between my lips. Miles was throbbing, but his cock was in a state between solid and jelly. I worked harder on him, feeling the first stirrings of frustration as I felt him tense, his cock fighting to stay alive.

“Karen!” he moaned and he dug his fingers into my hair, not pulling like Kurt would have dove, just holding my head steady as I fucked his cock with my mouth. "Please!"

I didn't know if he was begging me or his cock, but whoever he was speaking to, it didn't work. He was still only semi-hard when I took my mouth off of him and licked from his balls to the tip.

“It's okay, Miles,” I said. “I'm not mad anymore. I just need you. Just relax.”

I cursed myself even as I said the words. It never works, you know, to tell the man who is having a hard time getting an erection to just relax. It has the opposite effect on him. Instead of making him comfortable and confident, it only made Miles more anxious.

What little arousal Miles had was slipping away and I saw his eyes close. The memory of Kurt kissing me, the images from the video, even my brief affair with Kurt all flashed in my mind. Always Kurt, his thick body throbbing and pulsing inside of me. I could still smell his sweat, taste his lips. I had tried to push those feelings away to protect myself, but they had all come back today and I needed Miles to take them away from me. I needed him to fuck me.

It was cruel, what I did. I knew it was even as I opened my mouth to speak. But I still had a spark of anger left over from my run-in with Brandy and by Miles’s betrayal. In my frustration, I didn’t care who I hurt as long as I got what I wanted.

“He's probably fucking her right now,” I said and stroked Miles’s wet, limp cock in my hand.

“What?”

“You heard me,” I said. “He's fucking her right now. Your wife. They're having hate sex. She seems the type to do that kind of thing.”

“Karen, I?” His words turned into groans as I bore down on his cock with my hand, using my other to squeeze his balls hard enough that he squeaked.

The images I had placed in his mind were having an effect. His cock grew in my hand. He wasn't small by any standard measure. Still, he was only half the size of Kurt’s cock. A child's cock. I told myself it didn't matter, size didn't matter, but to Miles it did.

“You know she is,” I said. “You know she likes to fight so she can get a good fuck. Oh and I know Kurt's giving her a good fucking right now. They're on your bed, in your home. She's on all fours and he is fucking hammering her from behind.”

I stroked him even faster now. He was as hard as he had ever been. Even harder than last night.

“Can you see it, Miles?” I hissed. “Can you see her heavy breasts and fat belly as Kurt fucks her. I bet she's screaming his name right now. Screaming his name and forgetting all about you.”

“Stop it!” Miles slapped at my hands,  but I kept stroking him. “Stop it!”

“You know what she said to me today?” I said. “She said you would never love me as much as her. Is that right? Is it?”

“I said stop!” Miles yelled, reached down and this time when he grabbed my hair he pulled. It hurt but felt good. I was finally getting a rise out of him in more ways than one. He pulled me up by my hair and he kissed me so hard, he bruised my lips. Then, he threw me across the kitchen counter. Coffee mugs and plates fell to the floor and smashed.

“You want this?” he growled, ripping my skirt up over my ass. “Is this what you want?”

“Yes!” I hissed over my shoulder at him. “I want you to show me. I want you to show me how much you love me, you fucking bastard!”

We never talked like this to each other, but we were both caught up in our dreams, our fantasies. Miles aimed his cock at my wet pussy and, with one stab, he was inside of me, fucking me. I screamed as he pulled my hair back, bending my neck at an awkward angle. It hurt, but I didn't care. The pain was pleasure and my Miles, my sweet Miles was fucking me, really fucking me.

Random images of Kurt and Brandy fucking, Kurt’s lips on mine, Kurt’s cock in my mouth, all coursed through my brain as Miles hammered me as hard as he could into the counter. He was letting out half grunts and half sobs as he fucked me, no doubt imagining Kurt and Brandy together. It didn't matter, it made it better. I was experiencing my own memories of Kurt, his lips on mine, his strong hands pulling me forward against him. It was all so shameful, but so fucking hot. I'd been aroused ever since Kurt kissed me and it didn't take many of Miles’s thrusts to push me over the edge.

“Yes! Yes just like that FUCK!”

I came against that dirty kitchen counter and Miles fucked me even harder. Then, suddenly he thrust deep inside of me and I felt his cock pulse. I knew he was cumming and a moment later I could feel it, the warm, wet seed dripping down over my sex and sticking to my thighs.

Miles fell across my back and we panted heavily together, enjoying the aftershocks of our intense orgasms.

“I love you,” Miles said. “I do. I love you.”

“I know, baby,” I said. “I know you do.”

And as we lay there together, shivering against the kitchen counter, I thought again of Kurt. Kurt wanted me. It was obvious. It was also obvious that something about Kurt made Miles’s jealousy and anger turn to uncontrollable lust. I didn't understand it, not exactly, but I liked it. I also realized, at that moment, I liked the fact that Kurt wanted me even though he was with Brandy. It was evil, the thoughts going through my brain, the ideas I had. Ideas that would make sex with Miles more exciting than ever. And, it would allow me to get revenge on both Kurt and Brandy.

“You okay?” Miles asked. “Did I hurt you?”

“No, baby,” I said. “No. You made me feel good.”

I smiled as we stood up together, his seed dripping out of me, proof of his lust, and his love.

“Everything's going to be just fine, baby,” I said and placed my hand against his cheek. “You'll see. Everything's going to be wonderful from now on.”


Part 2


Miles


Iwoke up the next morning feeling an ache in all of my muscles. I groaned as I sat up in bed, holding my head in my hands, my thoughts running to the previous night.

It felt like a dream, what had happened in the kitchen. Even now, in the cold light of morning, I couldn't make sense of it all. It was a jumble of images and pleasure and cries that ended in one thing: The most intense orgasm I'd ever had.

Karen.

I looked over and saw that her spot in bed was empty and cold. I shook my head and tried to clear the fog. I remembered our argument very clearly and felt shame at meeting with Brandy in secret. So, when Karen had dropped to her knees and grabbed my cock, I'd been too surprised and upset to stop her.

It began to come back to me as I slid out of bed. I was still naked. I'd been so tired after the kitchen I hadn't even put on my boxers or cleaned myself. My body was still sticky from our spent juices as I went into the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face.

I had been unable to get hard. I remembered now. Karen stroked my cock, wanting me so badly. I had wanted her too, but the anxiety had kept me from showing it. That is until Karen mentioned Brandy.

My cock twitched as I thought of Karen's harsh words. The humiliation had touched off that familiar fire inside my belly. I'd gotten hard and mad, and I used both of those emotions to punish Karen's willing body.

I was tempted to stroke my cock and jerk off in the bathroom. Just the thought of jerking off while Karen was out in the kitchen made me ashamed. Instead of stroking, I took a cold washcloth and washed my privates, cleaning off the residue from the night before.

Fully dressed, I walked out into the kitchen and saw Karen sitting at the kitchen counter. The same counter I had bent her over the night before with such ferocity I'd forced her into an orgasm. Again, I felt my cock twitch as I thought of the feel of her soft, lush body against mine and the heat of her wet, hot sex wrapped around my throbbing flesh.

"Hey there, Sleepyhead," Karen smiled as I came into the kitchen.

I took a moment to look her over. She seemed happy and content, her hair clean and brushed until it was shining. She was dressed only in a tight robe that barely contained her ample curves.

Karen saw me looking and grinned.

"Don't get any ideas!" she giggled as I kissed her and let my hands linger over the warm swell of her buttocks. "I have to go to work."

Work. With Kurt. The sense of jealousy rose within me, and with it, my arousal.

"You can call in sick," I said.

"I could," Karen said, setting a cup of coffee in front of me. "But where would be the fun in that?"

"Fun?" I asked. "What do you mean fun?"

Karen came around the counter and slid her body up against my back. I could feel the warmth of her skin through our clothes. Her body was soft and warm as she hugged me and whispered in my ear.

"I mean, why would I stay home when I could go to work with Kurt?"

I groaned, but my cock sprang to life. Why was I like this? Why did the idea of that asshole with Karen turn me on so much?

It was something that I had been asking myself a lot lately. Why did the idea of first Brandy and now Karen with my ex-boss get me so excited? The jealousy and pain, instead of making me angry, got me hot. Hotter than I had ever been with straight, vanilla sex.

Did I want Kurt to have my wife and my girlfriend? My brain said no, but as Karen slid her hand down over my cock, my body said yes, yes, yes.

"Come on, Miles," she giggled in my ear. "I know you like the idea."

"No..NO!" I gasped, but Karen's fingers were unbuttoning my trousers. She pulled them down, revealing my traitorous cock rock hard and ready.

"This said you're lying," she said in a teasing sing-song voice. "Why would you lie to me, Miles?"

"It's too much, Karen," I said.

"Nothing's going to happen," she said and licked her hand, then placed her warm, wet fingers on my cock. "Not unless you want it to."

"I don't," I said, and Karen stroked me hard and fast. I fell back against the counter, bracing myself against the countertop.

"Are you sure?" she said, bearing down on my cock. "Are you sure you don't want me to flirt with Kurt? You want me to touch him?"

"Oh, God! Oh, God! I" murmured. The pressure in my balls began to work up towards the head of my cock. Sticky droplets of pre-cum were forced out of my slit by Karen's rough stroking.

"Are you going to cum already?" she laughed. "You're so easy!"

"No! It's not like that! Fuck!"

My body teetered on the edge of orgasm. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back as I let myself go. Just as I was at the edge, Karen let go of my cock.

"What?" I looked up, confused. My cock was twitching as it searched for release.

"Well. since you're not turned on..." Karen grinned. "We should stop."

"No, don't!" I said, but Karen was already turning away from me, wiping my sticky precum off her hands with a dishtowel.

"I guess you'll just have to think about it while I'm at work."

She gave me a wink and laughed as she picked up her bag and headed towards the door.

"Don't worry, Miles," she said before she left. "I promise, I won't flirt with Kurt more than I usually do."

I groaned as she laughed and shut the door shut behind her. I knew she was joking, but part of me couldn't help but wonder. Would she flirt with Kurt? And if she did, was she doing it for her or for me?


Karen


Iwas still laughing as I drove into work. I knew it was cruel, leaving Miles high and dry like that, but it was his fault. Getting excited by his ex-wife's infidelity was one thing, but being turned on at the thought of me with Kurt was unbelievable.

Plus, I knew that leaving him wanting more would only make sex tonight that much more explosive.

I felt a warmth spread through my chest and belly. I won't lie. It felt good to have two men attracted to me. Maybe not for the reasons I wanted, but right now, I was a fantasy for both of them, and that made me feel sexy and powerful.

I pulled into the parking lot and thought about the last time I had seen Kurt. He had kissed me, a kiss I had momentarily returned in my confusion and anger at Miles for seeing Brandy again. I felt a little bad for not telling Miles about the kiss, but I didn't know if he could handle it. Of course, seeing how excited he got thinking of Brandy with Kurt, maybe it wouldn't bother him. Still, there was a line between fantasy and reality. I wasn't sure either one of us was ready to cross yet.

The last time I had seen Kurt, I'd smack him across the face. I didn't know what would happen when I went into the office. Would Kurt fire me, ignore me, or want to fuck me? I guessed it would be the latter. Kurt wasn't one to let a little slap stop him.

I decided as I entered the front door to the office that I wasn't going to make it easy on him. As far as I was concerned, Kurt Brock needed some more punishment. Not to mention, the thought of messing with Kurt got me excited. Maybe by the end of the day, I'd have another story to tell Miles.

I noticed an immediate problem with my plan. Kurt was already in his office when I got in, which was unusual. Not only was he in his office, but he stayed in his office most of the morning. It didn't take me long to figure out that Kurt was hiding from me.

I wasn't going to allow that. I waited until late in the morning and decided to beard the lion in his den. I admit I felt a thrill of fear. What I was doing was wrong, but it was the sheer wrongness that made me so excited. I was going to beat Kurt at his own game.

I opened my drawer and took out a pocket mirror. I fluffed my red hair, given it a  messy, sexy tousle on top of my head. Then, I unbuttoned an extra button on my blouse. I hesitated, looking at myself for a moment, then unbuttoned a second button, revealing just a hint of the lacy bra underneath.

Finally, I felt ready. I gave my reflection a wicked smile, picked up a stack of mail, and sashayed into Kurt's office.

"What do you need, Karen?" Kurt asked irritably as I came into his office.

He looked disheveled, a day's growth of sandy beard on his jaw. Kurt was usually well-groomed, his clothes neatly pressed. He always liked to look his best. But today, he looked positively ruffled.

"Hey, boss!" I said in a bright, cheery tone.

Kurt looked up at me and blinked through red-rimmed eyes. I recognized that look. He'd been out drinking all night like he had done after his father passed away. It would have made me laugh if it didn't bring up such sad memories for me.

"What's wrong with you?" I asked and placed the stack of mail on his desk.

"I don't want to talk about it," Kurt said, petulantly. Sometimes he could be such a little boy.

"Don't tell me you're mad at me!" I laughed.

"No," he said and made a show of looking through the stack of mail. With a furtive glance, he took in my body. I felt the familiar heat in my belly as his eyes stopped at my breasts, honing in on that extra undone button. "No, not you."

I didn't know whether to feel sorry for him or laugh at him. I decided to suppress my glee and sat down on the edge of his desk. I crossed my legs, letting the skirt ride up to mid-thigh. Kurt heard the soft 'shush' as my legs slid together and looked at me with his full attention.

Kurt's gaze lingered on my legs, and I couldn't help it. I just had to tease him.

"What's the matter, Kurty?" I pouted down at my boss. "Problems at home?"

Kurt glared at me, and I thought I had gone too far. Then, his expression softened, and he even gave me a weak smile.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" He asked.

"Just a little bit," I grinned and hopped off his desk, then straightened my skirt. "Ok, I'm enjoying this.'

Kurt shook his head, but his smile grew wider. He knew I was teasing him, but he liked it.

Kurt slowly reached out a hand to touch my hip. I felt a surge of excitement hit me between my thighs. I stepped sideways, and Kurt's hand barely grazed my side before falling back to his side.

He grinned, enjoying my skittishness. He stood up to his full height, and I retreated another step.

"I didn't think you'd want to talk to me after last night," he continued towards me.

Instead of backing up again, I stood my ground, forcing him to stop or make another move. I had already decided to give him another slap if he decided to take it too far.

He didn't.

"Did you tell Miles about our kiss?" Kurt said with a smirk.

I tried to ignore the dig at Miles. I knew it was just Kurt's way of trying to bring Miles down, but he was also trying to build himself back up. At least part of this flirtation was because of Kurt's insecurity. In his mind, Miles had the best of both worlds. He had me, ready and willing at home, and he still had Brandy's heart. Kurt was feeling lower than he had ever felt since his father's death. No wonder he looked disheveled.

"What? You want me to tell Miles about the way you forced me to kiss you? Or maybe I should tell him about how I slapped you across the face?"

Kurt laughed and bent over me. He was close, as close as he had been the night before. He smelled sweatier, muskier than before, a day without showering, making his manly scent slip through his cologne. My heartbeat sped up as I imagined him kissing me again.

"I didn't force you to kiss me," Kurt murmured, his breath on my face. "You kissed me back."

I inched closer, taking in his scent. He hesitated, thinking I was going to kiss him again. I dodged his lips at the last second and whispered in his ear.

"Whatever helps you sleep at night."

I turned on my heel and sauntered to the door. I could feel him watching me every step of the way.

I opened the door, then turned back to him, whipping my red hair in a theatrical way.

He was standing in the middle of the office, confused and breathing heavily. His excitement was obvious, and that only increased my arousal. God, he was hot!

"You look better, boss." I laughed. "You finally got some color in those cheeks."

Kurt grinned, no doubt seeing the same color echoed on my face. There was no doubt. We were both turned on.

"Must be the company," he said.

"Well, that's good!" I said. "Because we'll be working closely together all day!"

With that thought hanging in the air, I hustled out the door and left Kurt standing alone in his office.


Karen


Isat back down at my desk, but the heat between my legs wouldn't stop. I rubbed my thighs together, trying to suppress the excitement. The friction only made it worse.

I stayed at my desk as long as I could, just in case Kurt was watching. Finally, after about fifteen minutes of staring at my screen, I grabbed my purse and went to the bathroom.

I thought about grabbing a stall and rubbing one out right then and there. Just the thought of it, masturbating while Kurt sat in his office, thinking about me, was almost enough to get me off. Still, I liked the heat between my legs, and I didn't want to let it go.

I still had to focus on work, though. So I stood in front of the mirror and splashed cold water on my face, down my neck, and across the top of my chest until the heat receded.

I looked at myself in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed, my nostrils flared, and my pupils were dilated. Kurt's need turned me on.

"What are you doing, Karen?" I asked my reflection. The only answer was a sly smile on my face. The woman in the mirror looked like she knew exactly what she was doing. I wish I were that confident.

When I had collected myself, I returned to my desk. I was able to focus on work, but there was an intense frisson of excitement running through my body.

Caught up in the excitement, the day passed by quickly. When Kurt finally emerged from his office like a grumbly bear, I was able to talk to him like nothing had happened.

"You have a call with Lance Corcoran in ten minutes," I said brightly.

Kurt said nothing, just grunted. I watched as his eyes lingered on my breasts. I had not buttoned up my blouse, and he was able to look right down my shirt and see the lacy bra holding my round breasts tightly. I felt his gaze on my skin. It was all I could do to keep the bright, innocuous smile on my face.

"Kurt? Did you hear me?"

"Oh, I heard you," he said and finally looked into my eyes. "I heard you loud and clear."

Every word was loaded with innuendo. Every look he gave me sent shivers down my spine.

After a day of those looks and comments, I was on the edge of my seat. My panties were wet with excitement, and I couldn't wait to get home and share what I had done with Miles.

However, Kurt had other ideas.

"Karen?" Kurt called me on the phone at the end of the day. "Can you come into the office?"

The words were both exciting and ominous. The last person in the office had left a few minutes earlier, leaving Kurt and me alone. Still, I had started this game, and if I was going to win, if I was going to make Miles crazy, I had to see it through.

I entered Kurt's office full of confidence. I knew what he wanted, and I was determined not to give it to him. As I shut the door, I suddenly realized that Kurt wasn't at his desk. Instead, he was standing behind me, locking the door with a loud click.

"Wh...what are you doing?" I said and backed up, my ass hitting the edge of his desk.

"The question is, Karen,' Kurt said and closed in on me quickly, trapping me between the hardwood of the desk and his even harder body. "What are you doing?'

"I...I don't know what you mean?" I said and tried to slip away, but Kurt stopped me.

The sad, pitiful boy was gone, replaced by the smooth, confident predator. Like a shark, Kurt smelled blood in the water, and he was moving fast to take advantage of my weakness.

"You know exactly what I mean," Kurt said with a smirk. He lifted a hand to my cheek. I turned my face away from him. "Miles must not be doing enough at home if you're willing to flaunt it here at work."

"You don't know what you're talking about!"

"Don't I?"

Kurt grabbed my chin. With a firm grip, he turned my face until I was looking directly into his cold, gray eyes. "You forget. I know what makes Miles tick."

I froze as Kurt said the words. What did he mean? Did he really know about Miles's kink?

The hesitation was all Kurt needed. He laughed and pressed forward, his mouth covering mine. Once again, we were kissing, tongues battling inside our mouths. I wanted to fight, but it just felt so good!

This time, Kurt didn't give me time to breathe. Sensing my breaking point, he thrust a rough hand between my legs, forcing my skirt up to my waist. I tried to protest, but Kurt's mouth stole my breath.

Then, his fingers clawed their way inside my pussy.

Too much, I thought, but couldn't break free. I didn't want to break free.

My pussy relaxed around his probing digits, thrusting deep inside my pulsating flesh. He continued to kiss and bite my lips as he lifted me onto the desk.

That's it, Karen," Kurt murmured. "Just relax and enjoy it."

Kurt slid down my body and came to rest on his knees in front of me. I moaned pitifully, trying to summon up the strength to leave. The weight of what I was doing made me helpless, and Kurt, on his knees in front of me, made me wet.

"Oh, God!" I groaned as Kurt's mouth kissed my pussy, his tongue expertly licking from the bottom of my slit all the way up to my clit. "Fuck!"

I felt Kurt chuckle against my lips, and I felt a wave of shame pass over me as I submitted to his wonderful mouth. Two fingers joined his mouth, plunging in and out of my sopping pussy, as his tongue flicked at my clit.

It didn't take long for me to cum. I'd been turned on all day, first by teasing Miles and then teasing Kurt. I never thought it would go this far, but now that I was on the edge, I gave in to my needs. I fell back on Kurt's desk and let all of my cares go as my pussy spasmed once, twice, then burst in a torrent of juices as wave after wave of lust flooded my body. I twisted and bucked on the desk as Kurt continued to work me over until I finally came to a rest.

Kurt stood up and grinned down at me. I was woozy from my orgasm, and I looked up at him, unsure of what he would do. Slowly, he unbuttoned his shirt, teasing me as he slipped the white cotton off his shoulders, revealing his beautiful, muscular body. His relationship with Brandy had not softened him at all. If anything, he was more rigid, his smooth form marred by his muscles's sharp angles. It was as if he'd been whittled down to the essential muscles, bone, and blood.

I sat up slowly, never taking my eyes off Kurt as he unbuckled his pants. I knew I should stop this before it went too far. Maybe it already had, and perhaps I wouldn't be able to stop him, but I needed to try.

I sat forward on the desk and pushed his hands away. My fingers trembled as I slowly unbuttoned his pants and slipped them down over his hips.

My mouth went dry when I saw his long, thick cock spring upwards. He was hard for me, so hard. I couldn't help myself. In a trance, I reached out and wrapped my pale fingers around his throbbing, red shaft.

"That's it, Karen," Kurt coaxed me softly. "That's it, stroke that cock."

I knew I shouldn't do it, but I couldn't help myself. I grabbed his thick shaft in both hands and stroked it up and down, watching the fat head bulge and contract as if his cock was breathing. A thick dollop of pre-cum bubbled up out of the head and dribbled over my fingers, lubricating his shaft.

"Kiss it, Karen." Kurt's voice was a raspy whisper that made my heart hum in my chest. I licked my lips, wanting to taste it. Needing to taste it.

I slid off the desk, stroking his cock harder and faster. It wasn't enough, Kurt wanted more, and he pushed my shoulders gently, then with more force. I resisted him. I couldn't allow myself to fall to my knees in front of him. I stroked faster, thinking of Miles, thinking of him waiting at home for me and wondering, always wondering, what I was doing at work.

"Come on, Karen," Kurt urged. "Go ahead. You know you want to. Be a good girl and kiss my cock. Show me how much you want it."

His patronizing tone struck something deep inside me. My legs turned to rubber, and my knees gave way as I felt myself give into Kurt's need.

That's when my cell phone rang.

I had set the ringtone when Miles and I had first started dating. It was a silly song, a song that always reminded me of Miles.

Wild thing!

You make my heart sing!

The song woke me up out of my stupor. I stopped stroking.

Miles was calling. Miles, the man I loved.

Kurt pushed on my shoulders, but I shrugged him off. He tried to hold me still, but I ducked out of his grasp and slid past him.

Kurt looked at me, huffing hot air into his nose and out of his mouth. He had that hungry, lustful look in his eyes. It was a look that said he might be capable of anything, including forcing me down over his desk. The thought made me shiver with pleasure as I slipped my skirt back down over my hips. On the floor by my feet were my wet, crumpled panties. I bent down and picked them up.

"Sorry, Mr. Brock," I said. I was so very professional except for the smug smile on my face and the ball of panties in my hand. "I really need to go home now. My boyfriend is waiting."

I stepped forward and shoved my wet panties into Kurt's hand. He looked at them in confusion. How many times had he been at this point, and a woman had refused him? Not many, I expect. Maybe Brandy could do it, but I doubt someone like Kurt Brock took no for an answer very often.

"I...I..."

As he searched for words, I beat a hasty retreat from his office. My juices were still flowing down my legs, my pussy singing from the orgasm my boss had just given me. I needed to get out of there before I changed my mind.

I quickly scooped up my bag and phone from my desk, not looking back to see if Kurt was following. I didn't stop walking until I was safely in my car.

"Holy shit!" I said and checked my makeup in the mirror. I looked fine as if nothing had happened. I laughed with relief.

Did that really just happen? I asked myself. Did I really just have my hands on his cock?

I looked down at my hands, the pre-cum spreading out in sticky webs between my fingers. I lifted my fingers and stared, mesmerized by the residue of Kurt's lust.

You most certainly did! And you just left your boss high and dry.

I started the car ignoring the sticky cum on my hands.

"You deserve it, you bastard!" I snorted. "You fucking deserve it!"


Miles


"Brandy? Are you okay?"

"I'm fine, Miles," she said panting. 

"Why are you out of breath?" I asked, trying to keep the suspicion out of my voice.

"I'm not!" Karen said. "I just walked to the car!"

I tried not to get angry, but after the teasing she had given me that morning, being late seemed cruel.

When five o'clock rolled around, and Karen still wasn't home, I began to worry, and with that worry, I began to think. I imagined Karen with Kurt at work. Was she flirting with him? Was she...touching him?

I couldn't believe she would actually do that. She was just playing with me, messing with my mind and, not for nothing, turning me on in the process.

"Why are you late?" I asked.

Karen took a deep breath.

"Oh, you know," she said, and I could hear the giggle just underneath her words. "Kurt needed me to stay late."

"Really?" I said. "You haven't stayed late since... since..."

I didn't need to finish the sentence. Since Karen and I had gotten together, she had never once stayed late at work. She had never needed to. She was efficient during the day, and whatever she needed to do, she could do at home.

"Well," Karen said. "What can I say? The time just got away from us."

"From us," I was finding it hard to breathe. My stomach churned as all the nasty, dirty thoughts I'd had suddenly crystallized into reality. She was fucking him. She had to be.

"Oh, Miles," Karen laughed. "Listen, I'm in the car on my way home to you. We can talk when I get there."

"Oh...Ok..." I said, searching for something else to say. Hanging up felt like losing. I just didn't know why.

"See you in a few minutes," Karen said.

The phone went dead in my hands. I stared down at it for a full minute before setting it down. I realized my cock, which had been semi-hard all day, was now rigid in my pants. I longed to touch it, but I would wait for Karen.

By the time Karen came into the apartment, I was a mess. I attacked her at the door, pushing her up against the wall and kissing her roughly.

Her taste was different. Unfortunately, I had tasted Kurt's cum before, from the pussy of my ex-wife. I didn't know if it was Kurt or whatever Karen had for lunch, but it didn't matter. I was too turned on to care.

Karen pushed back against me.

"Miss me?" she asked with a teasing smile, and I didn't know whether to slap her or kiss her again.

"Yes, was all I said and pushed forward again, but Karen stopped me.

"Woah there, tiger!" she laughed. "Give me a second!"

"No," I said and pulled her into the apartment, dragging her through the living room and into the bedroom.

"Oh my!" Karen said innocently. "What's gotten into you?"

"You know what's gotten into me!" I pushed her down on the bed. "You've gotten into me!"

Karen laughed as I fell on top of her, ripping off her clothes.

"Calm down," she said, but I was already pulling off her skirt, dragging it down over her hips. That's when I noticed her panties were gone.

"What the fuck!" I gasped. "Where the fuck are your panties?"

"Oops!” Karen said, and this time I did slap her. Not hard, just enough to sting her on the cheek. "Miles!"

"You fucked him, didn't you?" I growled at her and wrapped a hand around her throat. "Didn't you?"

Karen looked up at me with wide, wet green eyes.

"Isn't that what you wanted?" She spat. "Did you want me to fuck him?"

I groaned in pain. Did I want her to fuck him? Why did it turn me on so much? I didn't want the answer. All I wanted was Karen.

I pushed down my pants, my thin, hard cock springing up desperately between my legs. Still holding her down by the throat, I shoved my cock deep inside of her.

I expected her to be loose, stretched wide by Kurt's thick cock. Instead, Karen was as tight as ever, and my thrust made her yelp in pain.

I stopped for a moment, loosening my grip on her throat, but she held my hand there.

"Don't stop now, you fucking bastard!" Karen hissed. "Fuck me!"

And I did. It was hard, rough, and loveless. This wasn't about love or tenderness. This was about meeting a need.

I'd never felt this angry and turned on. I'd always wanted the woman I was with to be happy and satisfied, but I no longer cared. Karen had pushed me too far.

I didn't last long. I thrust hard into Karen's willing flesh. She moaned in pain, but she lifted her thighs and wrapped her legs around me. That made me thrust harder and deeper. My buttocks hammered between her legs. I wanted nothing more than to use her like a toy til I couldn't stand it anymore.

My orgasm, when it came, was not the overpowering orgasm from the night before. It was hot, dirty, and quick. I spurted my load deep inside Karen's pussy, then fell on top of her, gasping for air.

Karen hugged my body with her arms and legs. She held me as I breathed heavily into her ear, the last of my lust seeping out of me.

"I'm sorry," I said. "Sorry."

"Shut up," Karen said. "Just shut up."

I looked at her, but she was laughing, and I couldn't help but grin. It was ridiculous. She had driven me crazy, yet I was apologizing.

Karen trailed her fingertips from my elbow to my shoulder.

"Are you okay?"

I thought about it. I was sated. My lust had been leached away with the tumultuous fucking. But, there was still that needling doubt and jealousy that pushed down on my chest. I took a deep breath, trying to dislodge it, but it only made it heavier.

"I don't know," I said honestly. "Did you...did you really fuck Kurt?"

I had been in this position before. I didn't want to know the answer, but I needed to know. Karen searched my face trying to read the emotions underneath before she answered.

"No," she said. The weight on my chest loosened its grip. "No, I didn't."

"Then, why were you late?"

Karen hesitated, and my chest tightened again. What had happened?

Despite my orgasm, I felt myself becoming hard again. I asked myself the same question repeatedly since I found out about Brandy and Kurt.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

"I...I..." Karen said hesitantly, searching for the right words. "I kissed him."

"Really?" I could barely breathe, and the word came out as a whisper.

"Yes," Karen said again with more confidence. She slid forward and nuzzled my cheek with her nose. "I kissed him, and then he...he stuck his fingers inside me."

"No!" I groaned, but I could already feel the lust rising inside of me again.

"Yes," Karen said and kissed me on the lips, her tongue licking mine. I imagined her kissing Kurt, his tongue in her mouth as he worked his fingers inside the pussy that I had just fucked. "Yes."

I moaned, but Karen wasn't finished.

"And then he ate my pussy," she murmured. "He ate my pussy, and I stroked his cock. I was just about ready to suck him off when you called."

"Oh, fuck!" I moaned again, and my cock sprang back to life. I had never been able to get a hard-on this quickly after an orgasm, but I was as hard and ready as I've ever been. "Tell me that's not true!"

"I'm sorry, baby," Karen whimpered, which only turned me on more. "I just couldn't help myself. He made me feel sooo good!"

She slid her hand down to grab my cock, but I pushed her away. I gripped her wrist firmly and held her.

"I can't take this!" I said. "I can't!"

"It's okay, Miles," she said. "I didn't fuck him. I won't fuck him, not unless you want me to."

I let go of her wrist, and she placed her warm palm against my cheek.

"I love you," she said. "You know that, right?"

"Brandy said the same thing," I said.

"I'm not fucking Brandy!" she hissed. "Brandy didn't know what she wanted or what she had."

She grabbed the hair on the back of my head tightly and pulled.

"I know what I've got."

A sudden flush of love burst through my chest, and suddenly the weight was gone. I smashed my lips against Karen's and kissed her passionately. She giggled in the back of her throat, then  swallowed the laughter and kissed me back.

I left her lips and worked my way down her neck to her heavy round breasts. I sucked on the hard, pink nipples, biting them, something I knew she liked. She moaned, and her hands dug into my hair, but I was already kissing her rib cage, her belly button, then her mons pubis, nuzzling my nose in the sweaty, musky red thatch of hair.

"Miles, no!" she moaned. "You just...you just..."

"Came inside of you," I said. She obviously had never had someone pleasure her with their mouth after they'd come. I, however, had some experience with the taste of my own must.

Her pussy was a mess of oozing cum and sticky red pubic hair. I hesitated a moment as I was greeted by the rank smell of her sex, then I dove forward into her dirty pussy. Karen moaned and thrashed on the bed as I worked my mouth through my bitter and deep into the clean, tangy taste of her flesh.

"Oh my god!" Karen cried, and I knew I was having an effect on her. She couldn't believe that I would eat her out, clean her, worship her after the things she had said. But, there was a drive-in me to lay claim to the woman I loved. If I couldn't do that with my cock, I would do it with my mouth. I would be better than Kurt.

"Oh, God!"

I was pretty sure Karen was an atheist, but hearing her use the Lord's name in vain only made me hungrier. I worked my tongue and my fingers inside of her, lapping away all of my dirty cum until it was just her clean juices flowing over my face. Suddenly her hips fucked wildly upwards driving her pubic bone into my nose. I stayed with her and lashed her with my tongue until all motion stopped. Her body tensed, then exploded upwards in one powerful orgasm.

Her body jerked and twitched and jumped on the bed. It was all I could do to stay with her as the orgasm crashed through her body.

Finally, she came back to rest on the bed, panting heavily. I slid up her body, sliding my cock along her hot, wet slit. She shivered as she felt me, then opened her legs, inviting me in.

"You're hard again?" she said groggily, still reeling from her orgasm.

"Yes," I said. "Can't you feel it?"

She moaned as I slid my cock into her. She was wet now, slick as oil. As I slid inside of her, eager pussy muscles grasped my cock and pulled me in.

"I feel it," she murmured. "It feels good."

"Yes," I said. "It does."


Karen


"So, are you really okay with this?" I asked as we lay in the dark.

My body was still wet from sex. Every muscle was tired and wasted, including my brain. Still, I needed to know the answer to the question.

It was a hard question for Miles. I could tell by the anguish on his face. Even now, he was probably thinking about me kissing Kurt, of my pale fingers wrapped around Kurt’s thick shaft. I nudged his cock with my thigh and felt it stir back into life. Miles had never been able to go three times in one night before, but if I kept stroking his fantasy, I knew I could get him off again.

But that wasn't what he needed right now. If I pushed him, he would succumb to his lust again, I had that power over him, but that would just be distracting him from reality.

I had kissed Kurt. I’d let him eat me. I'd stroked his cock. I had touched the man who had destroyed Miles's marriage. I had touched him in the most intimate ways.

Despite Miles's arousal, that had to hurt.

"I don't know," he said finally.

I hugged him tighter, slipping my leg over his thigh, brushing the muscle under the head of his cock.

"You like it, though, right?" I said. "The teasing?"

"Yes," he said. "You know, I do."

"Did I go too far?"

"No," he said quickly. "No, you didn't."

"Really?" I said, lifting myself on one elbow so I could look down at my boyfriend. "I didn't?"

"No," Miles said. "I can't explain it. Playing... teasing is fun. But knowing you want Kurt is... beyond. I know it shouldn't be, but it is."

I had known it in my heart. Fantasy and role-playing was one thing; the reality was something entirely different. It took things to a whole new level, a level that excited us both. But, God! It was so dangerous.

Miles looked up at me, his eyes wide and wet.

"It's scary," he said. "Terrifying. I'm afraid you're going to leave me. Just like...just like Brandy. I don't know if I could live through that."

I kissed Miles fiercely. I held the kiss for a long time.

"I will never leave you," I said. "Never. Do you understand that?"

Miles nodded.

"If you want me to stop, you just have to tell me to stop, and I will. I will do this for you, or I will stop for you. You have the power, Miles."

Miles smiled, and I wondered if I even believed what I had just said. A good girlfriend, a true girlfriend, would have figured out a way to excite her man, play with his kinks, without threatening their relationship. But, the fact was, I enjoyed teasing Kurt. I enjoyed teasing Miles. I enjoyed the power.

"Thank you," Miles said as a tear dripped down his cheek. "I love you."

"I love you, too." I kissed and tasted the salt of his tears. "I love you, too."

It wasn't until after Miles had fallen into a calm, peaceful sleep, that I realized something.

Miles had not told me to stop.


Karen


So, over the next few days, I made Kurt's life a living hell. Miles, too, if I'm honest.

I started dressing sexier. It wasn't hard. My full figure always made my blouses and skirts fit just a little too tightly. However, instead of trying to cover up my body, I made every attempt to show more. I wore shorter skirts and tighter blouses unbuttoned to show off more and more cleavage.

It drove Miles crazy! He had taken to watching me dress in the mornings, his eyes never leaving me as I showered, spread lotion all over my naked body, then slid skimpy lingerie up to cover my most private parts. He got hard watching me dress, knowing that I would be showing off for Kurt while he was at home, alone.

"What do you think?" I asked on day three of my flirty, teasing battle plan.

Miles sat on the edge of the bed, watching me like a puppy waiting for a bone. He involuntarily licked his lips as he looked at me dressed up in my office clothes.

"Are those...are those new?" He asked. "I've never seen them before."

"Not new," I said, smiling. "Old. A size too small, but I never got rid of them. I think they're perfect now, don't you?"

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. The way I was dressed was shameless. I was nearly bursting the seams of my outfit, my heavy breasts, and the generous curve of my ass pressing tightly against the confines of my dark blue suit.

I had been worried about gaining weight, but seeing Miles's hungry look in the mirror, I realized I was more desirable to him than ever.

"I think," Miles hesitated, then took a deep swallow. "I think you're perfect."

"That's sweet," I said. "It sounds like you're looking for a treat."

"No," Miles said, but the look on his face told me the truth. "No. You are perfect. It's no wonder...it's no wonder Kurt wants you."

"And what do you want, Miles?" I asked.

"I just want you to be happy," he said.

"You know just what to say, you charmer," I said and walked slowly over to him.

"I say it because it's true," Miles said and tried to kiss me.

"Careful," I said. "You'll mess up my makeup. I want to be perfect for Kurt, you know?"

Miles moaned pitifully. He was being so sweet, so innocent, but I knew what he wanted. I slid down his body and settled on my knees in front of him.

I began to unbuckle his pants, and Miles said, "I thought you were worried about your makeup?"

"Oh, I can do this without making a mess," I said with a smile.

Miles looked puzzled as he lifted his butt so I could pull his pants down over his hips. His cock, thin and hard, bounced against his stomach.

"So," I said. "What do you think I should do to Kurt today?"

Miles tried to say something, but his words disappeared into a wet gurgle as I kissed the tip of his cock.

"Fuck!" he said. "Fuck! I don't know! What...what do you want to do?"

"Mmm," I murmured. "What don't I want to do?"

I laid it on a little thick, but it worked on Miles. He fell back on the bed, moaning. I stuck my tongue out and licked his shaft from balls to head, unable to stop thinking about the difference between his smaller, thinner cock and Kurt's beautiful, throbbing monster. It wasn't just the size, however, it was the power. Nature had made their cocks for the same thing, to fuck and breed. But Kurt's cock was made for hard, penetrating sex. His cock, hell his whole body, was made to give pleasure.

With those traitorous thoughts in my brain, I slid Miles's cock into my mouth. He was easy to take, and I could suck him without even messing up my makeup. The trick was not to drool or gag but to give Miles pleasure without losing control.

It was too easy. Miles shifted and rolled on the bed, but I held him firmly with my lips and my hands on his hips. I worked his cock into my mouth, feeling the shaft pulsing on my tongue. Then, Miles tensed, and his buttocks hopped off the bed. I held him down with my arms at the same time, clamping my lips hard on the middle of a shaft.

Suddenly, the briny tang of his cum filled my mouth. I swallowed quickly as he came and sucked his load cleanly and efficiently down my throat.

When he had stopped twitching, I took my lips off his cock. He lay there completely clean, his cock falling to one side. I smiled and ran my finger across my lips. Not one drop spilled.

"That was amazing!" Miles said, barely able to lift his head to look at me.

I laughed and got to my feet, checking my face in the mirror just to be sure. Not a hair out of place. Even my lips still looked perfect.

"I'm glad you liked it," I said. "Now, if you're satisfied, I really do need to get to work."

Miles sat up in bed and grabbed my arm. I pulled back lightly, but Miles held me in his firm grip.

"Miles!" I said. "I really do have to go."

Miles took both my hands and squeezed them tight. He looked up at me with a serious expression on his face.

"Please be careful, Karen," Miles said. "Just be careful around Kurt."

I laughed and patted Miles on the cheek. His concern was tender and yet so silly. If anything, Kurt should fear me.

"Don't worry, baby!" I said confidently. "I can handle Kurt."


Karen


Kurt, in many ways, was easier to turn on than Miles. There was no threading the needle where Kurt was concerned. He simply wanted me, as a man wants a woman. Whether that was because of his attraction to me or the fact that he was still fighting with Brandy didn't matter. Kurt wanted to possess me in a way that was exhilarating and familiar. Compared to Miles's conflicting desires, Kurt was a piece of cake.

The trick was in how much to flirt with him without taking it too far. I wanted to turn him on but didn't want to take the chance of being cornered in his office. I always left the door open to ensure others would see if Kurt made a move. Our flirtation, therefore, had to be done in the open, with Kurt finding reasons to visit my desk. He took every opportunity to look at my breasts or thighs.

I spent more than one break in the bathroom, giving myself a quick, dirty orgasm to release the pressure. It wasn't enough to completely cool the lust I felt, but that was all right. I knew that it would all come to a head sooner or later, and I wanted that head to happen with Miles.

Kurt, as usual, had other ideas.

I was setting up the conference room for a presentation, laying out the glossy marketing materials that one of the creative guys had put together. It wasn't as good as Miles's work, but it would do.

The conference table was a long plateau of dark wood. It seated at least twenty, although I only set out ten spaces around the table. The windows were open to the office, and people passed by the hall going to and from the copier or the break room. Long vertical blinds hung from the ceiling and could be drawn to add privacy.

The office had two doors; one to the hallway and one that connected, via a smaller hallway, to Kurt's office.

I didn't realize Kurt was there until I heard the hum of the motor, and the blinds began to move, slowly enclosing the conference room off from the rest of the world.

I looked up and saw Kurt leaning against the door to his office, the remote control to the shades in his hand.

"What are you doing?" I asked, setting down the last packet on the table.

"I've noticed you've been avoiding me," Kurt said.

"What are you talking about?" I said. "I work right outside your office. We talk all day."

"Sure, sure," Kurt said and set the remote on the table. "You know what I mean."

He walked towards me, and I suppressed a shiver. Before I had begun my little game, I had gotten used to being alone in a room with Kurt. But now, with my heartbeat speeding up and my chest tightening, it all seemed more dangerous. More exciting.

"No," I said and stood my ground as Kurt loomed above me. "I don't know what you mean."

Kurt slowly raised a hand and gently touched my cheek. His touch was tentative to see if I would pull away. I didn't.

"I know what you're doing," Kurt said.

"And what am I doing?"

"You know," Kurt said and leaned forward to kiss me.

I pushed back against him, stopping his lips just inches from my own.

"You know I can't do this," I murmured. "You know I can't."

"I know you shouldn't," Kurt grinned. His hot breath caressed my lips. "But I also know you want to."

"No!" I said, and this time I pulled away from him. Kurt's hand gripped my neck tightly, and he pulled my head forward until our foreheads touched.

"No more games, Karen," Kurt said. "You need to finish what you started the other night."

This was exactly what I had been worried about, being trapped in a room with Kurt. I could run, flee, but he was right. I didn't want to.

And, I had Miles's tacit approval. Yes, he hadn't said he wanted me to do anything with Kurt, but he hadn't told me not to, and in my fevered mind, that was all the approval I needed

When Kirk kissed me, I kissed him back hungry, gratefully, like a lover who's been starved for attention. Kurt growled in my mouth, his large hands clawing at my clothes. He wanted to skin me, to lay me bare before him and let me know who was the king of this jungle.

I could hear people talking in the hall. Then, the voices faded as the blood throbbed in my ears, and I continued to kiss Kurt, sucking his tongue into my mouth, unwilling to let go. I knew that the next kiss could lead to so much more, more than I was willing to give. And yet, I would give it anyway.

Kurt pulled back and looked at me, hungrily. His mouth was wet, a drop of my spit dripping down his chin. I pushed forward to lick it off, but he held me back.

"What do you want?" I moaned desperately.

"You know what I want," he growled.

I did, but I couldn't give it to him. No matter what Miles had said or not said, I knew if I let Kurt fuck me, that would be too far over the line. Miles wasn't ready for it.

I wasn't ready for that.

"No," I said and turned away from him. "I can't do that."

He caught me by the arm and turned me around. Then, he suddenly lifted me in the air and sat me down on the table. He shoved my legs roughly apart, forcing his large body between my thighs. His strong hands gripped my ass and pulled me forward until our bodies were clenched together. He kissed me again, deep and hard and angry. His desire fed my own, and I raised my hands and clawed at the thick muscles of his back.

"Fine," he grunted. "If I can't have your pussy, I'll take your mouth."

I moaned but didn't fight as he rubbed a thumb across my bottom lip and shoved it into my mouth. I sucked on the rough, bony digit as his other hand worked the buckle on his belt.

I tried sliding off the table, but he held me still. He tore at the buttons of my blouse, but I stopped him before he could rip them all the way off. My hands shaking, I unbuttoned my shirt and slid it over my shoulders. Kurt growled appreciatively and grabbed my breasts in his strong hands. I moaned and fell back on the table as he pulled my bra down over my breasts, exposing my hard, pink nipples.

"You are too much!" Kurt gasped. "You're too much for Miles."

No! I murmured, but then his mouth was on my breasts, and he was licking, sucking, and biting my sensitive nipples. My protests turned into a cry of pleasure, and I covered my mouth, looking anxiously at the door.

No one stopped at the door to see if everything was all right. Instead, I could hear people just beyond the shaded windows, walking and talking, unaware of what was about to happen.

Kurt finished with my breasts. I was bare from the waist up, and he stood back and took in my heavy, wet breasts. I thought this would be the moment when he pulled me to my knees and shoved his thick cock between my lips.

Instead, he reached up with both hands and gripped my neck. Using my neck, he pulled my head to the side and down to the table. Then, he spun me around until I was on my back with my head over the edge, looking upside-down at the fat head of his cock bouncing just inches away from my lips.

In this position, Kurt had complete control. He rubbed my breasts in his hands and bumped the drooling head of his cock against my lips. I tried to reach back and grab his cock, but he blocked my hands. The only thing I could do was squirm helplessly as Kurt teased my mouth open with his cock finally shoving the glorious length of flesh between my lips.

His thick throbbing meat filled me. My throat bulged, and I was unable to breathe as he blocked my airway with his pulsing flesh. His heavy, sweaty balls rested against my nostrils. I was filled with his scent, his taste, and his power.

"I'm going to fuck that mouth!" Kurt hissed, and his cock pistoned between my lips. "I'm going to fuck that mouth so you can taste me when you kiss your little boyfriend tonight."

I moaned with anguish, but there was nothing I could do but take this cock into my throat. Kurt heard my distress and pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air.

"How about that, Karen? You want that? You want little Miles to taste me when he kisses you?"

"Oh, God!" I groaned, but Kurt wasn't interested in my answer.

He rubbed his long glistening shaft against my face smearing my carefully done makeup with spit and drool. Then, he lifted his cock and lowered his balls into my mouth.

My mind was gone. I sucked at his heavy, thick balls as if I could get at the thick cum boiling inside of them. Kurt rubbed his fat sac across my nose and mouth. His rank, manly scent assailed my nostrils as he pushed the spongy flesh between his anus and his balls against my lips. My nose was in his ass, and I didn't care. I didn't care about the people walking up and down the hall. I didn't care how humiliating this was. All I cared about was licking and sucking Kurt's body until he put that beautiful cock back in my mouth.

And he did. He shoved his dick cock deep into my mouth, and he fucked my face like it was a cunt. His balls slapped against my nose and eyes, and I held on, gripping the hard muscles of his ass, and I pulled him even further into me. I'd never taken a man so deep in my throat before, but I was doing it for him. Because this is what he wanted, this would make him happy.

I felt an overwhelming sense of pride when I felt him tense inside my mouth. He pulled out of me and pointed the monstrous head of his cock at my face. I knew what he would do just seconds before it happened, and I opened my mouth to accept it.

He came, and buckets of streaming, steaming cum splashed across my breasts, over my neck, and into my mouth. It was so much thicker than Miles's cum, so thick it hit the back of my throat and bubbled up, pouring over my lips and into my nose, then finally down into my eyes. Another stream my forehead, and I felt it splash into my hair. My makeup was ruined; my hair was ruined.

I was ruined.

Kurt continued to stroke his cock until the last blast of his come had been fired. Then, gently he placed the end of my cock against my lips, and I sucked the last drop of his seed into my mouth.

"Fuck!" he murmured, and I couldn't help but smile through his cum. "Fuck! I can't believe you let me do that."

I sat up, scooping thick puddles of cum out of my eyes and into my mouth. His shock and pleasure made me giddy.

"Believe it," I said with more arrogance than I felt. "Because that's all you get."

Kurt nodded, remarkably agreeable to what I was saying. I didn't believe it, of course. He was sated, but he knew that I wanted him just as much as he wanted me, and Kurt was not the kind of man to ignore that for long.

"We need to clean you up," he said.

I touched my face, and my fingers came away sticky. One eye was gummed shut with thick jizz. I could feel it hardening on my cheeks, chin, and breasts.

"I think I need to go home."

As I said the words, the full weight of what I had done settled upon me. I had just let Kurt use me. It was so dirty and nasty, and yet I had wanted it. I'd craved it.

And Miles was at home. I had to tell him, of course. Even if I tried to keep the truth from him, he would see the evidence in my ruined face and sticky hair.

Kurt smiled kindly as if he was reading my thoughts.

"Come on," he said and led me through the door. Through it was a short hallway, and at the other end was another entrance, this one to Kurt's office.

The hallway suddenly seemed very convenient.

"Why do you have a door to your office?" I said as Kurt ushered me into the room.

"My father liked to make an entrance, remember?"

I did. Howard Brock, when he was alive and well, would wait until everyone was assembled in the conference room, then sweep in ready to do business. Kurt's affable locker room atmosphere was just one of the many changes he had made since his father's death.

"Why?" he said with a smirk. "Did you think the old man snuck his ladies through there?"

The idea was laughable. Howard Brock had been devoted to Kurt's mother. Even after her death, he had never remarried.

"No," I said and walked into Kurt's private bathroom. "Just his son."

"Nope," he said as he shut the door. "You're the first, Karen. Just you."

The door shut, and I was alone in the bathroom, Kurt's statement hanging in the air.

I did my best to shrug it off. Being the first woman he'd cum on in the conference room was not a mark of distinction.

I turned to the mirror and gasped. My face was a splattered, gooey mess! I remembered the blowjob I had given Miles that morning. It had been so cold and professional. And, when I was finished, not a hair had been out of place.

But, when I looked in the mirror, it was a whole different story. My lipstick was smeared across my lips, mixed with a thick, white froth of cum on my chin. My hair was a mess, globs of Kurt's seed, making strands stick up from my forehead.

And the cum! It was everywhere, the sticky streams of jizz drying on my face in zig-zag patterns.

Look at the mess he made of your face! I said to myself. Miles would NEVER do that!

It was true. Miles would never have treated me like that. It wasn't in him, and instead of admiring him for it, I felt a little sad.

I sighed, finally grabbing some paper towels and, thinking of what I would say to my boyfriend, I began to clean up the mess.


Miles


Karen surprised me by coming home early. I was still trying in vain to concentrate on the Bad Wolf Breweries account when I heard the front door open.

I got up from my desk and walked into the kitchen. Karen was just sitting down. When she saw me, she gave me a wide smile that made my heart warm with joy. She never came home early from work. She must have come home early just for me.

But, as she came closer, my mind began to register inconsistencies with her appearance. When she had left, she'd had perfect makeup, and her hair had been brushed to a gleaming shine that fell perfectly over her shoulders. After all, she had left intending to tease Kurt mercilessly.

Now, however, I saw that she had almost no makeup on as if her face had been scrubbed clean. Her hair, too, was a mess. She had done her best to brush it back into shape, but I could see the tangles and the odd patches of hair sticking up from her forehead like she had used hair gel, and it had gone horribly wrong.

Karen stepped forward and tried to pull me into a hug.

"What happened to you?" I asked, examining her hairline. Her dark auburn strands were stuck together and poking out in ridiculous ways.

"Nothing," Karen tried to laugh it off, but I gripped her arms tightly.

"Did you..." My throat was dry when I tried to swallow. "Did you fuck him?"

As the words left my mouth, I felt my cock thicken in my pants. My stomach tightened as I imagined Karen and Kurt together in his office. The image mixed with the memories of Brandy fucking Kurt in our bed. The warring pictures made me lightheaded.

"No!" She said. "No, I didn't."

I relaxed just a fraction, and Karen moved in closer. I noticed a different smell coming off her skin. Sweat, musk, and something else. Something familiar.

She skimmed my lips and slid her cheek up against mine. Her mouth was inches from my ear when she whispered to me,

"I sucked him off."

The words struck me like a blow to the guts. I teetered backward on my heels, and Karen was right there, pushing me up against the counter.

"No!" I said, hoping she was joking and also hoping she wasn't.

Karen forced her mouth over mine and gave me a deep, soul-stealing kiss. Her breath was sour, and she had a swampy taste I recognized. Cum. Kurt's cum on her lips, in her mouth, and now on my tongue. I wanted to bite her, but I couldn't fight the growing lust. I pushed away from her violently, but she didn't back down. She could feel my need.

She pushed me into the corner, kissed me, and grabbed my cock. Goddamn it! I was already hard!

I wanted to fight, but there was no stopping my need. I moaned submissively as Karen stroked my cock, and I didn't fight her when she led me into the bedroom, forcing sticky kisses into my mouth the whole way there.

Together we fell onto the bed. She continued to kiss, bite, and lick my mouth. I couldn't fight my lust anymore, and I kissed her back.

"Can you taste him?" Karen murmured in my ear. "He came so much!"

I groaned as Karen giggled, pushing her hand into my pants and stroking my throbbing cock.

"He made such a mess!" She continued, stroking me harder faster. "I couldn't clean it all off."

I tried to push her over so I could get between her legs. She forced me back down with a tight squeeze of my cock and hot words in my ear

"So much! He plastered my face. You should have seen him fuck my mouth."

"Oh fuck, it hurts!" I groaned in pain. "It hurts!"

"I know," Karen said. "But it's good too, right!?"

"Yes!" I couldn't deny it. My cock was dripping in my pants. "Yes, it's good!"

"That's good, baby," Karen said. "Just let it go."

"No, please!" I begged and again tried to push her out to her back, but she resisted. "I want to fuck you."

"Not tonight," she said. "Kurt tired me out."

"Oh, FUCK!"

It was a new level of pain, and it rose from my belly to the back of my throat. She was denying me her body, denying me what was rightfully mine, because of another man.

A better man, the words echoed in my brain, and with it, the orgasm boiled up in my balls.

I cried out as my hot cum squirted into my boxers, my seed trapped in the cotton. Karen continued to stroke me,  prolonging my pain, and I felt my load settle upon my cock, cold, sticky, and wasted.

"That's a good boy," Karen said and slid her hand out of my pants. She raised her hand to her lips, and I could see the sticky residue on her fingertips. She drizzled it into her mouth and rubbed it on her lips. Then, to complete my humiliation, she kissed me with my own cum dripping off her lips and into my mouth.

I laid back on the pillows in defeat. Karen nuzzled my ear and chin, cooing to me like I was a child.

I felt like a child. Like I had been broken down to the base component and built back up into something different. The pain and anguish were gone, extinguished by my orgasm and Karen's attention.

She still loved me. I could feel it in the way she had gone from being the cruel cuckoldress back to my loving girlfriend.

"You okay?" she asked.

"Yeah," I said, and I did feel okay. I wondered if the feeling would go away as I came down from my orgasm. Still, at that moment, I felt great. "I'm fine."

"Good," Karen said. "I don't know whether to apologize or keep going."

I looked at her face and saw the mixture of emotions in her eyes. I hadn't realized just how hard this was for her. She was obviously attracted to Kurt. That attraction helped fuel my lust. But, she also loved me and didn't want to hurt me. She was doing this for me, but I would be stupid to think that was the only reason she was doing it. She was trapped between her attraction for Kurt and her love for me. That was a challenging position.

"I should be the one to apologize," I said. "I'm the one who's a freak."

"You're not a freak," she said, and no matter how many times she said it, I had a hard time believing it. "Or if you are, then I am too."

"You really liked it?" I said. "Being with Kurt?"

"Miles," she said seriously. "You know me well enough to know that I would never be with anyone I didn't want to be with."

That hit home. Of course, she wasn't going to sleep with somebody just because I wanted her to. She was better than that. Which meant, as I suspected, she had feelings for Kurt. Sexual feelings, sure, but maybe something else? That fear made my chest tightened, and my balls twitch.

"I understand," I said. "And you don't need to apologize for it. It's...something that turns us on. Really turns us on."

"Right," she said. "It's been good, right?"

"It's been great."

"Well," Karen smiled and sat up on the bed. "If I don't need to apologize..."

She hiked her skirt up over her curvy hips. She still had her panties on, thank God, but she slipped them off over her round buttocks and threw them on the end of the bed.

"What are you doing?" I asked, looking down at my wet crotch. "I thought you said you were tired."

"I am!" she said. "But, I've been teasing men all day, and not one of them has gotten me off."

"Oh!" I said. "Oh, that's awful!"

"Yes, it is," she said. "But, I expect my boyfriend will take care of me."

"Yeah?" I asked. "And how am I going to do that?"

"By lying there like a good little boy with your dick all sticky in your pants, and you're going to eat me out until I cum all over your face."

"Holy shit!" I said as Karen lifted her knee and straddled my face. I looked up into the shock of glistening red pubic hair and licked my lips. "Holy sh..."

Karen pushed her warm, wet pussy into my face, cutting off any further speech. I floundered for a moment, then found the right angle to slip my tongue up her swollen lips to her hard, throbbing clit.

Karen sighed and settled her body onto my chin, slowly rubbing her wet slit over my nose and mouth. My senses were filled with her musky, salty flesh.

"That's good!" she murmured. "That's so good!"

And I had to agree.

It was so good.


Karen


Miles had gone through so much anguish and exhaustion the night before that I decided to let him sleep in. I looked down at him just before I left. He looked peaceful, and that made me feel better about what I had done.

I knew what I was doing was hurting the man I loved. I knew that. Yet, it was also reigniting our love and attraction for each other. Introducing Kurt into our relationship was a catalyst, and the resulting chemical reaction was volatile. I was certainly feeling more excited than I had since Miles and I had been together, and by preying upon his kink, I had become more attractive to him.

I didn't understand it entirely. I still blamed Brandy for having woken something inside Miles, something that had fundamentally changed him. But, instead of trying to figure it out and repair the damage, I might be only making it worse. That was what worried me as I entered the office and sat down at my desk.

Kurt wasn't there yet. I checked my phone and email to see if he'd left any messages. He hadn't, but that wasn't a surprise. Still, I wondered if his tardiness had anything to do with what he had done to me the night before.

I knew Kurt wanted me. That was obvious. But, did he really want me, or did he just want revenge on Brandy and Miles? I didn't know. What I did know was Kurt and I had made a powerful connection. It was a connection that both scared me and thrilled me.

I had told Miles the truth when I said I wouldn't be with anybody unless I wanted to be with them, and it was safe to say that I wanted to be with Kurt. Of course, I would throw it all away if Miles told me no. But he hadn't told me no, which meant I could keep going.

A good girlfriend would stop, I told myself.

I shook off that particular voice and tried to focus on work. It didn't serve me to analyze what was happening too much. That might take away some of the fun I was having.

That fun was diminished somewhat when Kurt finally stormed into the office.

"Hello, Kurt," I said in a neutral voice.

"Yeah, hi," he said and picked up the mail on my desk. "Look, don't give me shit about being late, all right?"

I blinked innocently. I couldn't help myself. Sometimes Kurt could be such a toddler.

"Who? Me?" I said. "That doesn't sound like me."

"Haha, whatever, Karen," Kurt said, stepped into his office and slammed the door behind him.

I didn't need to wonder what was wrong with Kurt for very long. Less than half an hour later, the phone rang, and I immediately recognized the number.

"Hello, Brandy!" I said happily. "How can I help you today?"

"Has Kurt been in yet?" Brandy spat in the phone.

I glanced at the office door and pondered what to say. Obviously, Brandy and Kurt had fought, and a good assistant would protect her boss from his crazy girlfriend.

Unfortunately, I wasn't feeling like a good girlfriend or a good assistant.

"Why yes, yes he is!" I said brightly just to annoy the woman on the other end of the phone. "Would you like me to put you through?"

"Yes, of course, I'd like you to put me through!" Brandy yelled.

I put Brandy on hold and waited for a moment, enjoying this moment. Part of it was just because Brandy was a bitch and part of it was because last night I had been with her boyfriend. I shouldn't have felt good about that, but I couldn't help myself. Once again, I was having fun.

"Kurt?" I said over the speakerphone. "Brandy is on line two."

"Tell her I can't talk right now," Kurt said. I imagined him sitting in his chair, his arms crossed, and his lower lip stuck out.

"Ok," I said. Then hung up the phone and picked up Brandy.

"I'll put you through right away," I said. And I hit the button. It was as easy as that.

The phone rang through to Kurt's office, and I listened as he picked it up.

"Karen, I told you—!" Kurt shouted and then stopped as he realized he was talking to Brandy.

There wasn't much talking after that. Kurt spoke a few angry words into the phone and then stopped as Brandy read him the riot act. I sat at my desk, humming happily to myself as I typed an email into the computer. Finally, I saw Kurt's light wink out on the phone.

"Karen!" his voice barked like a dog from the speakerphone. "Get in here!"

I looked up and saw a few heads poking out of the cubicles looking worriedly in my direction. I waved to them and gave them a confident smile, then walked into Kurt's office.

"You wanted to see me, sir?" I said.

"Goddammit, Karen!" Kurt yelled.

He was mad, but he had his head in his hands, rubbing his temples as if he was fighting off a headache. "I told you I didn't want to talk to her."

"No, you told me to tell her you couldn't talk right now, and that was a lie, and I didn't feel like lying."

"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Kurt gave an exasperated sigh. "You know what I meant."

"Well, I'm sorry if I'm not comfortable lying to your girlfriend for you," I said.

"You've lied to her before!"

"Only because it was fun," I said.

Kurt stared at me, his eyes red from lack of sleep.

"You really hate her, don't you?"

"Hate is such a strong word," I said. "Maybe not strong enough? I don't know."

"Why?" He said, sitting up. "Why do you hate her?"

"What's not to hate?" I said, and I walked to the corner of the desk. "She cheated on her husband, threw away her marriage, and just when she's got everything she wanted, she's not happy. I really can't stand people like that."

"You're one to talk," Kurt said, and I was surprised he was defending her. I shouldn't have been, of course. Even if he was mad at her, he still loved her. I could see that. "You've been cheating on Miles."

"Have I?" I said. I didn't know how much to tell Kurt. I didn't want to hurt Miles or, more importantly, I didn't want Kurt to hurt Miles by knowing the truth. Still, I felt it was important that Kurt knew I wasn't actually cheating.

I decided to do what I'd been doing all along. I decided to tease him.

"How do you know I've been lying to Miles? How do you know I haven't told him what's been going on?"

Kurt sat up straight in his chair and looked at me skeptically.

"He knows about us?"

"Us? You make me cum one time, and all of a sudden, there's an us?"

Kurt stood up and tried to use this height to intimidate me. All it did was make me excited.

"You know what I mean. Stop twisting my words!"

"Let's just say I would never hurt Miles the same way that Brandy hurt him. And honestly, Kurt, I would never hurt you that way either. If there is an us, you know exactly what you're getting."

Kurt thought about that for a moment. I didn't expect Kurt to fall in love with me, and I sure as hell wasn't going to fall for him. That could never happen.

"That's right," he said. "I get it. You're just using me."

"Of course," I said. "And you're using me to get back at Miles and Brandy. Right?"

"Maybe," Kurt said, and I could tell that he didn't really want to think about it. "Or maybe I just want you."

"But you can't have me," I said. "You can't have me the same way that you have Brandy."

"Brandy," Kurt said. "She wants too much. And what I do give her just isn't enough."

"Poor Kurt," I said with a pout. "Poor, poor Kurt."

"Shut up," he hissed. "Just shut up, Karen!"

"You could always make me," I said.

Kurt turned towards me, and I saw the look of confusion and sadness on his face. Then, his eyes grew cold, and I felt fear creep into my belly.

"Maybe I should," he said. "Maybe I should give you more of what I gave you last night."

I felt the heat in my crotch build. When he looked at me, it reminded me of him fucking my face. It made me wet.

He saw my hesitation and moved forward, pulling me into his arms and kissing me. I didn't fight him. I let him kiss me, and I'll let the heat build inside my body. I wanted him. I knew that now. I wanted him to fuck me right here on his desk.

But, there were people outside the door. And Miles, poor fucking Miles, was waiting for me at home. I wanted Kurt so badly, but I knew I couldn't have him. Not the way I needed him.

With that thought in my head, I pushed away from him, breaking the kiss. Lust clouded and Kurt's eyes, and I thought he might keep going. His anger for Brandy had fueled his desire, and I had stoked it, building it into a flame that might consume us both right here in the office.

"We can't!" I said. "We can't do it."

"I want you," Kurt said, and my heart leaped at the words. "I need you."

"What about Brandy?" I asked, trying to stop him. "What about her, Kurt?"

"I don't care," Kurt said. "I don't care right now."

I felt a vengeful, victorious feeling claw its way to my heart. I didn't like it, but it made me feel good to be chosen over Brandy. I was now truly needed by both men in her life.

The feelings were ugly and beneath me, but they only made me want Kurt more.

"We can't," I said again, feeling my will bend to Kurt's need. "Not with everybody in the office."

Kurt's mouth broke into a smug, cruel smile.

"I see," he said. "So, after work then."

It was only then that I realized what I had said. I had made an illicit promise even though I hadn't actually said the words. I wanted to back away from them. I needed to talk to Miles, but Kurt was right there bearing down on me, and I just couldn't resist.

I felt a hot thrill burst inside my pussy as I smiled up at him.

"Fine," I said. "After work then."

"Good," Kurt grinned and went back to his chair. "Good."

I stumbled from the office; my cockiness wiped away by my lust. I sat down at my desk, shaking. I'd gone into the Lion's den to face the beast, and I had fallen into his claws.

Or maybe, I had wanted to be caught from the very beginning. I didn't know. All I knew was, at some point, I was going to have to call Miles and tell him that I was working late.


Miles


Islept well all morning. When I woke up, I still had residual feelings from the night before, but they were only a dull ache after being in pain for so long.

I was able to get a lot of work done. For one of the few times in my life, my mind was totally clear. I finished work on the Bad Wolf account and even got a little bit of my novel written. I didn't even realize Karen was late until I looked at the clock and saw that it was half-past six.

What the hell? I thought to myself.

Fear shuddered through my body but underneath the fear was a feeling of excitement, the same kind of excitement you get riding a roller coaster.

My hand trembled as I picked up my phone. I called Karen and waited, but there was no answer.

What was she doing? Was she actually fucking him? I couldn't believe it. It was happening again, and this time, I was complicit. Even as I hated the growing lust in my body, my cock grew hard in my pants.

I set the phone down without leaving a message. What should I do? Should I go to the office, or should I stay here pathetic and useless?

I couldn't stop thinking about Kurt. His muscular body hammering against Karen's, her lush curves being pounded by his hard merciless thrusts.

"Fuck!" I said, and my hand was already rubbing my crotch. "Fuck!"

Suddenly, the phone rang. I jumped in my chair and quickly scooped it up.

"Karen?"

"Hi, baby!" she said breathlessly into the phone. "I was just...I was just working."

"Working?" I said suspiciously. "You're just working?"

"Of course, Miles!" she laughed. "What else would I be doing?

"Is... is Kurt there?"

"Of course he's here! Why else would I be staying late?"

The question was loaded with meaning. Of course, she would be staying. Of course, her boss would be staying late if she was staying late. She was his assistant, after all. But it meant so much more. She was staying at work. She was staying for Kurt.

"Well, when are you coming home?"

There was a rustle of clothing and something that sounded suspiciously like a slap. Karen moaned into the phone but turned it into a whine.

"I'm sorry, baby," she said. "It looks like I'm going to have to stay late. There's...lots of work to be done."

"Are you sure?" I asked. "Maybe you should just come home."

"I don't know," Karen said. "Do you really need me to come home?"

This was it. This was the moment I had dreamed about and feared. This was the moment when I decided if Karen was going to be with Kurt. I could stop this all now and make Karen come home. We could continue role-playing, she could even continue flirting with Kurt, but she would be mine. All mine.

"Do you...do you want to come home?" I said, hoping against hope that Karen would say yes.

There was a muffled conversation in the background, but I couldn't understand the words. Finally, Karen came back onto the line.

"Sorry, baby," she giggled. "It's going to be a long night. Don't wait up."

The phone went dead in my hands, and I dropped it onto the desk. I realized, by not making a decision, I had given Karen the permission she needed.

Karen was going to fuck Kurt, and there was nothing I could do about it except sit and wait for her to get home.


Part 3


Karen


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

"Good girl," He said again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Miles


It couldn't be happening. Not again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Too late, I thought. Much too late.


Karen


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I know," Kurt said. "One last kiss.”

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

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

"Give Miles a kiss for me."

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


Miles


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

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

"Miles?" Karen called from the kitchen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You do enjoy the game," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"So good!"

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

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

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

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

"Better than me?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What about Kurt?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What can I do?" I asked.

Karen thought for a moment, then smiled.

"Run me a bath?"

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

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

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

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

She smiled with her eyes closed.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Karen


"Are you sure about this?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I thought about it for a moment, then grinned.

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

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

He rubbed my hips and ass, getting excited already.

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

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

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

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

I had a job to do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kurt frowned but loosened his grip.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Miles


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

"Hello?" I asked tentatively.

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

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

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

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

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

"So, are you ready?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Can you see me?" she asked.

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

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

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

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

"What's that baby?" she said.

"Do you love me?"

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

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

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

"Right," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

Whatever happened from here on out was my fault.


Karen


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

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

"You started without me." Kurt grinned.

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

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

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

"Good," Kurt said with a low growl.

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

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

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

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

"Is it bigger than Miles's?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He wanted me to worship his ass, too.

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

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

Kurt grinned.

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

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

"Not even for Miles?" Kurt sneered.

"No," I moaned. "Never."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I took the punishment, knowing how it must look to Miles. His bully, his ex-boss, the man who had stolen his wife, was using my mouth like I was a common slut. Miles would never treat me like this, and the truth was, I wouldn't have let him. He didn't have it in him. Not the cruelty and certainly not the power that Kurt had. I would never let Miles treat me like this, not because I didn't love him. It was because I just didn't want him like I wanted Kurt.

And somehow, Kurt knew it. He knew he could push me, force me to do things to me no man had ever done because that was his power. More than his hard body, more than his thick, delicious cock, it was his confidence that made me want to please him every way.

It was wrong, so wrong, but that didn't matter. What mattered was that Kurt was forcing the bitch in heat to come out and accept his alpha male power. It was dangerous, this deep hunger I had for him, which is why I had fought so hard to suppress it. But, lying on my back while Kurt fucked my face, I could let all of my worries go. Being used was the only thing I wanted.

And Miles would just have to watch.


Miles


Icouldn't believe it. I stopped stroking as I watched Kurt push his ass into Karen's face. It was so degrading. I would never do anything like that, and yet from the way Karen was licking and sucking between his ass cheeks like it was a ripe fruit, I realized she liked it.

"You are so fucking nasty!" I heard Kurt say. "I'll bet Miles has no idea of nasty you are!"

I could barely hear Karen speak over the wet slurping sound of her mouth deep inside Kurt's asshole.

"None," she burbled. "No idea at all."

I moaned, grabbed my cock again, and began to beat it quickly.

Kurt shoved his cock deep into Karen's mouth, and I watched, mesmerized as he fucked her face. His heavy balls slapped against her nose and cheeks. She moaned hungrily and gripped his ass, trying to pull him even further into her mouth. I'd never seen her so needy. Brandy had been the same way.

What was it about Kurt that made the women in my life so desperate?

I almost came as I watched Kurt punish my girlfriend's mouth, but I held myself back. Finally, he pulled out. Ropes of spit and pre-cum stretched from his wet shaft to Karen's mouth. Kurt collected the sticky strands and rolled his throbbing shaft over Karen's face. She laughed with glee as if he were giving her the most precious gift ever.

Kurt pulled back and turned Karen around until she was lying on her back. He gripped her ankles, pulled her legs open, and rubbed his cock over the thin fabric of her panties.

"Do you want me, Karen?" Kurt grunted.

"Yes!" Karen cried. "Yes, I do!"

Kurt gripped her panties and peeled them off. Then, he bent forward, dropped his head between her legs, and began to lick her pussy.

"No!" Karen moaned and dug her hands into Kurt's blond hair. "No! I don't need that! I just need you to fuck me!"

Karen didn't need foreplay. She didn't need ibuprofen or fucking chamomile tea. All she needed was to get turned on by a real man.

Kurt pushed her legs apart and guided his thick cock into her pussy. I watched, helplessly stroking my cock as he bent my girlfriend in half and began to punish her with hard, long strokes. Karen cried out in pain and pleasure. Kurt let go of her legs, and she wrapped her calves around him, clinging to his hard body as he pounded her into the bed.

I was so close to cumming, pre-cum bubbling up out of my cock and onto my hands. Still, I forced myself to watch. I had wanted this, I had needed this, but it was all so much to take in. And then, Kurt bent down and kissed her.

Karen's screams were muffled as Kurt's tongue worked inside of her mouth. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back as he gave her more pleasure than I had ever been able to give her. I should have been watching his thick cock going in and out of her, but all I could do was look at their mouths, connected with deep, passionate kisses. I was still watching them kiss when I came, squirting my load all over my hands and thighs.

My lust receded, even as I continued to watch. I was done, but Kurt wasn't. He continued to fuck Karen hard and fast. Suddenly her mouth broke the kiss, and she screamed.

"Yes, baby! Yes, it's so fucking good! I'm going to cum!"

"It's my pussy now, bitch!" Kurt snarled. "Whose pussy is it?"

"Your pussy!" Karen cried, and my heart fell. "Fuck your pussy, baby! Fuck it!"

I laid back,  my cock twitching out the final streams of cum as Karen gave her pussy, her body, to another man. I felt the stab of pain in my heart, but it only made my cock spasm, more cum dribbling out of the tip.

Karen came down from her orgasm slowly. Kurt pulled out of her and turned her over. She moved groggily, in a daze of lust, as Kurt inadvertently pointed her face at the camera. Then, he pushed down hard on top of her, and she screamed as he fucked her flat into the bed, her face crying into the camera.

"Oh, God!" she sobbed. "It's so fucking good!"

Kurt bent over her using his body to drive her into the mattress. I saw his lips curl in a sneer as he hissed poison into Karen's brain.

"Better than that little bastard Miles! Better than that little fuck head!"

"Yes!" Karen said, and just for a moment, she came back to herself. She looked at the screen, directly at me. "Yes! You're better than Miles!"

"That's right!" Kurt snarled. "Say it! Tell me he's a little bastard!"

"Oh, God, I can't!" Karen moaned, but Kurt pounded harder into her ass, and she cried out as her body was driven to the point of another orgasm. "Yuh...yes! He's a little bastard!"

I groaned in pain and humiliation as the woman I loved, so drunk on Kurt's body, insulted me. My cock twitched uselessly against my thigh.

Did she even realize I was still there or had Kurt's power made her forget all about me?

I couldn't help but admire Kurt even though I hated him. That thick cock, sawing in and out of Karen's body had forced things out of my girlfriend's mouth that she would never dare say to me.

"Fuck!" Kurt yelled, and suddenly they were both crying out as Kurt's body hammered into her. I watched in silent horror as the pleasure and triumph glowed on his face. "Fuck, yes!"

"Oh, God!" Karen whined. "I can feel you cumming, baby! Fill up your pussy with your cum!"

"Yes! Mine!" Kurt collapsed on top of Karen, biting and kissing her ear lobe. "Mine!"

Karen sobbed into the mattress, then looked up at the camera one last time.

"That's right, baby," she murmured with a smile on her lips. "All yours."

Then she reached out, there was a loud thunk, and the picture went dark.

She had known I was there after all.


Karen


Kurt and I held each other for long minutes after he'd cum inside my pussy. I knew that Miles could no longer see Kurt kissing me and murmuring sweet nothings in my ear. I was aware, however, that he could still hear us.

"So," I said to Kurt as he laid back on the bed, enjoying the wonderful exhaustion that only good sex can give you. "I take it you enjoyed that?"

Kurt chuckled and put his arm underneath my head so I could snuggle into the crook of his shoulder, just like a lover.

"You know I did," he said. "Didn't you?"

"Yes!" I said a little too loudly so that Miles could hear. "Yes, I loved it. It was probably the best sex I've ever had."

Kurt looked down at me, surprised.

"Really? I thought all those things you said were just part of the game."

"Oh, it was," I said. "But that doesn't mean it wasn't great."

"So, was it really better than with Miles?"

It was all I could do not to look at the phone. Instead, I looked directly into Kurt's eyes.

"Yes. Much better," I knew this would drive Miles crazy. Even if he had already cum, those words would make him hard again. A part of me hoped he would be hard enough to punish me when I got home.

"I still love Miles, you know," I said.

"I know," Kurt said, and there was no trace of sarcasm or teasing in his voice. "I know."

I felt pity for him. Here we were, in bed after powerful, passionate lovemaking, and we were both thinking about other people. Kurt was thinking about Brandy and his love for her, and I was lying next to him, professing my love for Miles.

For a man like him, that must be confusing and painful. Despite the confidence he had in bed, Kurt never felt he was good enough. And in this case, he wasn't. He wasn't the same man that Miles was; he never would be that man. Brandy and I were using him in the cruelest way possible.

"You going to be okay?" I trailed my fingers down his hard chest and along the ridges of his stomach.

"Who? Me?" Kurt said and managed a weak smile. "Of course. It's just fun, right?"

"Yeah," I said and sat up in bed. "Just fun."

Kurt rubbed a firm hand down my back, placing his warm palm along the curve just above my buttocks.

"What are you doing?"

"I need to go to the bathroom," I said and swung my legs over the side of the bed. "Don't worry. I'll be back."

I gave him a smile, picked up my phone, and retreated to the bathroom. Kurt never took his eyes off me.

I finally looked at the phone when I got into the bathroom. A small light indicated that the camera was still on. I toyed with the thought of actually calling Miles, but I knew Kurt would probably be able to hear it in the bathroom. Instead, I decided to just talk to the camera.

"So, I hope you enjoyed that," I said softly. "I know I did."

I looked towards the door and then back at the camera.

"Kurt's in the other room, resting," I said and ran my hands through my hair. "I think I tired him out. Did I tire you out, too?"

I waited for Miles to respond, but the phone remained silent. I imagined Miles watching me and gave him a big smile, winked, and blew him a kiss.

"I'll see you soon, baby," I said. "We have a lot to talk about."

I pushed the button on the phone, holding it down until the phone shut down completely. I was leaving Miles in complete darkness now. He had no idea what I was going to do next. I hoped that was as exciting for Miles as seeing me with Kurt.

I walked out into the bedroom and looked at Kurt. His long beautiful body was stretched out on the bed. Such a perfect specimen, truly god-like, and I felt myself get excited all over again. I looked down at the phone in my hand, thinking of Miles, then I set it on the bedside table, still turned off.

Kurt had one arm flung over his eyes, and I realized as I climbed onto the bed that he was asleep. I felt a wicked smile curl my lips, and I crawled between his legs, looking at the slumbering snake of his cock lying against his thigh. So big, even when he was sleeping. Why would God bless such a bastard with such a beautiful body? Or, was he a bastard because he was so beautiful?

At this point, did I even think of Kurt as a bastard? He had his issues, but he was also a human being with real feelings. I knew he loved Brandy and might even have feelings for me; he just didn't know what to do with them. I wasn't foolish enough to believe that I could help him with those feelings. If anything, I had made the whole thing worse by sleeping with him, but it gave me a warm, wet feeling to know that Kurt might actually care about more than sex.

You should leave, I thought to myself as I ran my hand up Kurt's thick thigh. You should get dressed and go back to work. Or better yet, take the rest of the day off and go home to Miles.

I ignored the voice and continued to slide my fingers up Kurt's thigh until they were slipping under his heavy, sleeping shaft.

Kurt groaned and shifted in his sleep. I giggled, gently lifted his heavy cock, and pressed my nose into his balls. I inhaled his sweaty, manly scent, rooting into his flesh like a hungry animal. He hardened in my hand as he woke up.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

I licked from the base to the tip of his cock. Kurt let out a pleased sigh.

"I thought that was obvious," I laughed, then kissed the fat head of his cock. I swiped the slit with my tongue, tasting the drop of cum that had dried there.

"Shouldn't we be getting back to work?" Kurt said, sitting up.

I rose, one hand on his cock, the other pushing down on his chest. He fell back on the pillows, unable to resist.

"You're the boss," I said and flung my leg over his body. I lifted the head of his cock and nudged the head along my puffy lips. "Don't you make the rules?"

"People will talk," Kurt said, but he didn't move. Instead, he gripped my hips, trying to force me to take his cock. "Miles might find out."

"I don't care," I said and was surprised to find that I meant it.

I had done everything Miles had asked of me. I had let him watch as Kurt took me harder than anyone had ever taken me before. I had allowed him to see me laid completely bare, physically, and sexually.

Didn't I deserve some time with the man who gave me that pleasure? I wanted a moment alone with Kurt and his beautiful body. It wasn't like I wasn't going to tell Miles all about it when I got home.

So, why did it feel like a betrayal?

I shook off the thoughts and guided Kurt's cock into my pussy. I sighed as I felt his now-familiar girth stretch me open. With my hands planted firmly on his chest, I rocked my hips back and forth.

"Since when did you care about what people think?" I bit my bottom lip as his cock swelled inside of me. "Don't you want to take that pussy? It's yours, right?"

That got to him. Kurt growled, and he grabbed me by the shoulders. With a shocked laugh, I let him roll me over and stab his cock deep into my core.

"Yes!" he grunted. "Yes! I want it!"

"Then take it, you bastard!" I hissed in his face. "Fucking take me!"

And he did, over and over until I forgot the reason I was there. I wasn't doing it for MIles. I wasn't doing it for Kurt.

I was doing it for me, and I enjoyed every minute of it.


Miles


Igroaned as I heard Karen's last, teasing message. The words struck an agonizing blow, piling more torture on my already exhausted heart. I was hard again, but I didn't want to stroke. My mind and body had had enough. I closed my eyes, unable to make sense of my roiling thoughts, and fell asleep, cum drying on my cock and belly.

I awoke to a loud pounding on the door. I shot up in bed, confused by how dark it was in my bedroom. I grabbed my phone and looked at the time. Seven o'clock? Where the hell had the time gone? And where was Karen?

I quickly checked my voicemail and text messages. There was nothing from Karen.

Instead, there were multiple messages from my ex-wife.

Are you home?

Do you know where your fucking girlfriend is?

She's fucking Kurt!!!

Answer your goddamn phone!!

I'm coming over!!

"Shit!" I said and stumbled out of bed, trying to find some clothes that looked and smelled halfway clean. The pounding continued.

I finally made it to the front door and opened it up. Brandy didn't wait to be invited in but stormed past me into the apartment.

"Where is she? Where is that bitch?" she spat, going from the kitchen into the living room.

"Brandy!" I said, catching up with her. "Brandy, you can't just come in here like this..."

Brandy turned on me in the living and pointed a finger at my chest. Her face was glowing with passion. She was mad, angrier than I had ever seen her.

"Don't you tell me what I can do!" Brandy said, tears rolling down her cheeks. "Don't you fucking tell me what I can do!"

"Brandy," I said, holding my hands palms up and trying to speak as calmly as I could. "Karen's not here, and even if she was, it wouldn't make it alright for you to come storming in here. This is my home."

"Do you know what she's doing, Miles? Do you know what she's doing right now?"

I hesitated. Of course, I knew what she was doing right now, or I had a good idea what she was doing. She was probably with Kurt, his large body pounding between her legs, filling her up with a big cock. I shook my head slowly. Now was not the time for those thoughts.

"No," I lied. "I assume she's working late."

"She's not working late!" Brandy yelled and stepped forward. She misjudged her balance and tripped. I reached out and caught her, surprised at how heavy she was. After all, she was carrying a whole other person around inside her belly.

I lowered her to the couch, and she batted away my hands.

"Get off me!" she yelled. She looked up at me, her eyes wet with tears, then suddenly buried her face in her hands and began sobbing.

I sat down beside her and slowly, tentatively, placed my hand on her back. When she didn't get mad, I slowly rubbed her back as she succumbed to tears. We sat there for a few moments; the only sounds in the apartment were Brandy's angry sobs and my soft words.

"It's all right," I said. "It's going to be all right."

I didn't know if it would be all right, of course, but it did seem like the right thing to say. Despite all that happened between us, I still loved her. Not only that, but part of me, the part that Karen was helping unlock, had actually liked seeing Brandy and Kurt together. Maybe if I had come to that realization sooner, I could have saved my marriage.

And now, Brandy knew how it felt to be betrayed. I would be lying if I didn't feel just a hint of satisfaction in the knowledge that Brandy was tasting some of her own medicine.

Brandy's sobs turned into whimpers, and eventually, she lifted her face from her hands and looked at me.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I'm so sorry, Miles. I had no idea how much I hurt you."

"I know," I said.

"I can't believe it!" Brandy said. "I just can't believe they're cheating on both of us!"

"Do you know that, Brandy?" I asked. "Do you know that for sure?"

"Of course I do!" she spat. "Karen has wanted you from the very beginning, but she also wanted Kurt. She wants everything!"

I sat back on the couch and sighed. If Brandy only knew the truth. I knew if I told her that, it would only make the hurt go deeper, and Brandy wasn't like me. She didn't like the pain or the humiliation.

"I never should have let you go," Brandy said. And her hand slipped into mine and grasped them tightly. I let her hold it, knowing that she needed that connection.

"You couldn't have stopped me," I said.

"I know," Brandy said. "If it's true...if they are having an affair, will you leave Karen like you left me?"

She edged closer to me, her mouth inches from my lips. I could feel her hot breath on my chin.

"I... I'm not..." I didn't know what to say, but Brandy didn't need an answer. Her lips parted, and she pushed them closer to me, waiting for me to kiss her. And I wanted to. I wanted to kiss her so badly. I drifted forward until our lips brushed against each other.

"Just what the fuck is going on here?"


Karen


Mild stood up immediately when he heard my voice and gave me a wide-eyed, guilty look.

"Karen, it's not what you think," he said, but I was already moving past him to address the bitch that was sitting on my couch.

"He's mine," I spat down at her. "Miles is mine. Go home to your man!"

Brandy tried to get up from the couch, but she couldn't do it. She was too heavy with her child. I almost wanted to laugh, but I felt pity for her. I turned to Miles.

"For God's sake, Miles! Help her up!" I said. Miles hurried to Brandy's side and helped her to her feet. However, once she was standing, she was no longer weak. She lunged at me, shoving me in the chest. I wanted to push back, but I wasn't going to hit a pregnant woman, no matter how badly I wanted to.

"Kurt's not mine!" Brandy cried. "You've been fucking him!"

"Fuck you!" I shouted. "Kurt, your man, came on to me!"

My mouth clamped shut as I realized what I had just said. Like Kurt wanting to fuck me made anything better. Plus, I had just confessed to having sex with Kurt.

Stupid, I thought. Stupid, stupid, stupid!

"And that's okay with you?" Brandy looked at Miles.

Miles opened his mouth to say something, and then he stopped, unable to find the words.

"What happens between us is our business!" I yelled and stepped between them. "Not yours. You go home and deal with your own shit!"

I don't know where she found the speed, but suddenly Brandy was lunging at me, her hands hooked into claws. I was so shocked I didn't move and surely would have been scratched if Miles had not pulled me back. He reached up and grabbed Brandy's hands. She snarled and spat like a cat, struggling to get to me. Suddenly, her wrist slipped out of Miles's grasp, and her sharp nails raked down the side of his face.

"Miles!' I screamed as he pulled away from Brandy, his hand clamped to his cheek. I could already see blood dripping between the fingers.

Brandy stopped moving. She stared down at her fingers as if she couldn't believe it was her hand that had done the work. Then, she looked at Miles with wide, frightened eyes.

Miles was in shock, blood dripping off his chin. I could tell Brandy wanted to go to him, to comfort him, and to get comfort.

"I'm sorry, Miles," she said and stepped towards him. "I never meant to hurt you."

Miles took a step back.

"You never do," Miles said softly. The words hit Brandy harder than any slap I could have given her. She let out a soft gasp, covered her mouth, and ran out the door.

Miles slumped back against the counter, holding his bloody cheek.

"You okay?" I said, tore a paper towel off the roller, and walked towards him.

Miles ripped the rag from my hand.

'What happened today?" Miles asked, holding the towel in place.

"I don't..."

"Did you stay in that hotel all fucking day?"

"Yes," I said.

"And you fucked him again?" Miles asked. "Didn't you?"

I had known this was coming, but after the fight with Brandy, I wasn't ready to respond. I was not in a teasing mood, and I could tell by the look on Mile's face that he didn't want to be teased.

"Yes," I said and looked at the floor.

Miles nodded, his hands still on his cheek. I tried to hug him, but he shrugged off the attempt and stalked into the bedroom.

"I need some time," he said. "Alone."

He shut the door behind him. I walked to the kitchen and sat down at the counter. I was shaking. The fight with Brandy had made the high I'd gotten from sex with Kurt come crashing down. And now, Miles was mad at me. I had pushed the envelope on his emotions, and it looked like I had gone too far. I could only hope he didn't hate me.

Unable to hold my head up any longer, I buried my face in my arms and began to cry.


Miles


Iwent to the bathroom and wet a washcloth. I held it to my face, the cool water soothing my torn cheek. I couldn't get the image of Brandy, heavy with child and her beautiful face contorted with fury, out of my head. Karen had frozen, but even if she hadn't, I would have stepped in to stop them. I certainly didn't want Karen to get hurt, and I was worried about Brandy, too. Even if the child wasn't mine, I didn't want to be the cause of anything going wrong with her pregnancy.

The pain was hot and wet on my face and was a reminder of the damage Karen, and I had done with our little game. What had started as fun, a way to liven up our sex life and get a little revenge on the people who had hurt me, had become dangerous and hurtful. I realized I had become the bully, something I had never wanted to be.

I sat on the toilet seat, holding the cloth against my face until the pain receded. Finally, holding on to the edge of the sink, I stood up and peeled the bloody cloth from my cheek. Three long gashes had been gouged in the skin. I still couldn't believe that Brandy had so much rage inside of her.

I stayed in the bedroom for the better part of an hour when I heard a soft knock at the door. I sighed heavily. I knew I was going to have to talk to Karen eventually.

"Come in," I said

Karen came into the room, carrying a bottle of soda and a sandwich. My stomach rumbled as she walked across the floor. I hadn't eaten since that morning and realized I was starving.

"Thought you might want something to eat," she said.

"Thank you," I said and sat up. I dropped the towel from my face so that I could reach over and grab the sandwich.

"Oh, God!" Karen said when she saw the ragged gashes on my cheek. "Fuck! That looks like it hurts baby,"

"You're not wrong," I said and took a bite of the sandwich. Chewing brought a fresh stab of pain, and I winced. "You're not wrong."

"What can I do?" she asked.

I looked at her, thinking. Hadn't she done enough already? Once again, I was faced with the fact that it wasn't her fault. We had never set any rules on how much time she could spend with Kurt. Still, what was supposed to have been a moment I shared had turned into something different. She had spent hours with him in that motel room. How many times had he fucked her? How many times had she screamed his name as he took her over and over again?

Just thinking about it made my blood boil and my cock twitch. I hated myself for feeling that way, for getting turned on by my anger and pain. And yet, there was nothing I could do about it. It was what it was.

"I don't know," I said. "I don't know that there's anything you can do."

Karen nodded. I could tell by her red-rimmed eyes that she'd been crying. I felt horrible. I'd never meant to hurt anyone, and now I'd hurt the most important person in my life.

Karen went into the bathroom and came back with the first aid kit. She sat down on the edge of the bed so she could get a look at the cuts.

"Damn!" she hissed. "Does it hurt?"

"Of course, it hurts! Ow!" I flinched as she swabbed an alcohol-dipped cotton ball against my cheek. "Fuck!"

"Stop moving!" she gripped my chin in her warm hand. "The sooner you let me get this done, the better."

"Well, hurry up. What are you waiting for?"

She laughed and, despite the pain, I laughed too. The tightness in my chest loosened as she quickly cleaned my cut. Then, she coated the gashes with ointment and used butterfly bandages to pull the torn edges of my skin together. Finally, she placed a clean bandage over a large portion of my cheek.

"There," she sat back and admired her handiwork. "Feel better?"

"Yes," I said. "My face does, anyway."

She frowned.

"Are you still angry with me?"

"No," I said. "I'm angry at myself."

She picked up my hand and held it between her two soft palms.

"I'm sorry. I didn't think staying with Kurt would lead to..." she gestured to my cheek. "...this."

"But you knew I would get upset, didn't you?"

She looked down at the bed, and her cheeks grew red.

"Yes," she murmured. "But, I thought it would make it more exciting."

I sighed. It all came back to me and my needs.

"And you were right. It would have made it hotter. So much hotter. If Brandy hadn't shown up..."

"That bitch!" Karen said. "Coming into our home and...and..."

"Don't, Karen," I said and placed a hand on her cheek. "It's not Brandy's fault this time. We hurt her. We both hurt her."

"She deserved it!"

"Maybe so, but does that make you feel better? Does causing her pain help? Because it's not helping me."

Karen's expression softened, and she leaned into my hand, rubbing her cheek against my palm. I felt the warmth of her skin spread along my arm and into my chest.

"What do you want to do then?" she asked.

"We have to stop," I said. "You see that, don't you? I don't want to hurt anyone else."

"Ok," she said.

"Can you do that?" I asked. "Can you break it off with Kurt?"

Karen laughed and threw her arms around my neck.

"Break what off? There was never anything to break!"

I heaved a sigh of relief. It was over, and I felt the weight of the world lift from my shoulders. I pulled Karen forward and hugged her.

"I  love you," I said. "I love you so much."

"I love you too, baby," she kissed my forehead, then my nose. "So much."

She kissed me and I melted into her lips. There was no more pain.

Everything was going to be great from here on out.


Karen


Itasted blood when I kissed Miles, but I ignored it. An hour before, I felt like the whole world had crashed down around me, but now I had him in my arms, and everything was right with the world.

His kisses became more insistent, and he pulled me to the bed. He worked his way down my body, his hands pulling up the hem of my skirt. I knew what he wanted. I don't know what it was, but cleaning me after Kurt had been inside me turned him on, and I wasn't going to fight it. This was the last time he would ever clean up after Kurt. I felt just a little pang of loss at the thought, but when Miles pulled off my sticky panties, the sadness was pushed away by more urgent needs.

I knew right away that something was wrong. As Miles revealed my dirty pussy, I smelled the rank smell of Kurt's cum mixed with my juices. It was pungent, but that only turned Miles on, and he dove forward, licking and sucking at the mess. But, as his mouth worked at my pussy, I realized that I was not feeling excited. My pussy was nothing but a dull ache from the afternoon of being fucked by Kurt's big cock. The bastard had broken my pussy, and no matter how Miles ate me, I couldn't feel the swell of pleasure that usually accompanied his loving attention.

I moaned and moved my hips, trying to shift the angle for more pleasure. Miles took this as a positive sign and continued to eat me, bearing down on my pussy with all of the strength of his jaw muscles. I cried out in frustration.

"Is it good?" Miles asked, slipping a finger into my wet hole. I was stretched out from Kurt's flesh and still wet from the fucking. Miles obviously thought I was excited.

"Yes," I lied. "But I want you to fuck me."

I pulled on his shoulders, and Miles came to me, kissing me deeply. I tasted my juices and the last remnants of Kurt's cum. There was a twinge of excitement as I remembered Kurt driving his beautiful cock deep into me, but it was brushed aside as I felt Miles's smaller, thinner cock slide easily into my cunt.

"Fuck, you are so wet!" Miles groaned. "So fucking wet!'

"Yes, baby!" I moaned and rolled my hips upward, urging Miles on. "I want you, Miles! Please fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

If I thought that Miles fucking me would solve the problem, I was sorely mistaken. I felt no pleasure as my boyfriend thrashed on top of me; his cock only skimming the surface of my need. It wasn't even close to the feeling of fullness I'd had with Kurt. I felt sad and angry. Kurt had broken me, and Miles wasn't doing enough to make it right. He couldn't claim me, not the way Kurt had claimed me. I loved him, but that love wasn't enough, and it only made me feel more guilty and frustrated.

I knew then that I wasn't going to cum with Miles, no matter how hard either of us tried. So, I did the only thing I could.

I faked it.

"Oh, God, baby!" I cried and dug my nails into Miles's shoulders. "That's it, baby! Just like that!"

My words penetrated Miles's ears, and he hammered inside of me even harder. It wasn't going to take him long, and I bucked upward to urge him on. I tensed and slammed my pelvis into Miles's crotch. I screamed as pain shot through my loins, but quickly turned my cries of pain into exaggerated yelps of pleasure. Miles grunted in my ear, and a moment later he groaned. With quick, rabbit-like jerks in and out of my pussy, he shot his cum inside of me.

"God, that was good!" Miles sighed as he rolled off me. "I needed that so bad."

"I know," I said, smiling, then added disingenuously. "Me too."

Miles laughed, and I laid my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. He held me, and I felt the rush of warmth swell in my heart.

That was what I really needed, that warmth, that love. Kurt may have made me cum so many times I couldn't feel pleasure anymore, but Miles could give me the one thing Kurt couldn't. Love. And that was more important than sex. That's why, when I went to work tomorrow, I was going to break things off with Kurt. It wasn't fair to Miles, to Brandy, even to Kurt, to continue. Going further would only destroy the warmth and tenderness I needed from the man I loved.

Of course, it was easy to make promises to myself while lying next to Miles. Would I feel the same way in the cold light of morning? I didn't know, but one thing was for sure.

Tomorrow, I would have to tell Kurt it was over.


Part 4


Miles


Iwoke up feeling better than I had in weeks. I turned over in bed and watched Karen as she slept. She had a frown on her face, her brow creased with concern. I wondered what she was dreaming about.

Probably fucking Kurt.

I shook the thoughts away, even though the idea made my cock twitch. It wasn't easy. The game we had been playing with Kurt had unlocked something inside of me, something ugly and shameful, and yet even as I tried to banish the memories of Kurt and Karen together, my body responded.

I decided I needed to do something special for Karen. For both of us. So, I got out of bed and set about making breakfast. I don't count myself as a great cook, but there are a few things I'm pretty good at, and breakfast is one of them.

I started with bacon, using the thick, applewood-smoked kind that Karen bought from the natural grocery downtown. It sizzled in the hot cast iron skillet, and pretty soon, the kitchen was filled with the smoky, mouthwatering scent coming from the pan.

Next, I cracked six eggs into a bowl, added a little milk and sour cream, then whisked them until they were frothy. I threw some frozen hash browns into the bacon grease. When the potatoes were crisp, I dumped the egg mixture on top of the potatoes, sprinkled the crumbled bacon into the eggs, and let the whole thing cook for a couple of minutes. Finally, I shoved the cast iron pan into the oven underneath the broiler.

"Miles?" I turned and saw Karen standing in the doorway. "What are you doing?"

She looked adorable, dressed in her faded blue sweats and a t-shirt, her messy red hair falling to her shoulders.

"Making you breakfast," I grinned and met her at the kitchen island with a plate of bacon I had saved for her. It was extra crispy, just the way she liked it.

"Aww," she murmured and took a piece of bacon from the plate. "That is so sweet. You didn't have to."

"I know," I said. "I just felt like doing it."

For the last two weeks, Karen and I had been living on lust and raw emotions. We were both exhausted. We needed some time to get back to normal, and there was nothing more normal than a good breakfast.

"Is there coffee?" she asked.

"Give me a few minutes," I said.

Karen sat down at the island, nibbling on her bacon. She watched me as I made french press coffee and continued to check on the frittata.

Working in the kitchen with Karen's eyes on me, I felt warm and happy. Thoughts of Kurt receded, and I could think about Karen calmly. I remembered all of the things she had done for me over the past year since I had left Brandy. I remembered the kindness she had shown me, the patience, and I smiled to myself as I pulled the frittata from the oven and poured us both a strong cup of coffee.

"How," Karen asked, finally breaking the silence. "How are you feeling?",

"Me?" I said and set the coffee and pan on the table.

"Yes, you, silly," she giggled and took a sip of coffee.

I thought about that as I put thick slices of the frittata on the plate. The scent of coffee and bacon along with Karen's warm smile, made me feel safe and warm.

"I feel good," I said. "Really good."

Karen placed a warm, soft hand on mine.

"Good," she said. "I'm glad."

"Are you ready?" I said and took a bite of the frittata. It tasted wonderful, the salty bite of bacon mixing perfectly with the sharp goat cheese.

"What do you mean?" Karen said innocently, but she was smiling when she sipped her coffee.

"Come on," I said. "You know exactly what I mean."

Karen squeezed my hand.

"Yes, Miles," she said. "I'm ready for this to end."

When Karen said the word 'this,' I felt a twinge in my belly and a slight shift in my crotch. 'This' was her affair with Kurt, an affair I had encouraged. The peace I had so carefully cultivated all morning threatened to slip away.

"Really?" I said, a note of hope in my voice. "And he...you'll think he'll accept that?

"Sure," Karen said. "Of course he will. He's Kurt. This was just fun for him."

Her smile slipped a bit, and I wondered what she was thinking behind those beautiful green eyes. Was she sad that it was over? Or was she upset that she was just another notch on Kurt's bedpost? I wanted to ask, but I didn't want to probe any further. Part of me, the needy part of me, wanted to believe her and believe that this crazy adventure had finally come to an end.

"Good," I said and took another bite of eggs. "That's good. I want it to be just us from now on."

"Me too, sweetie," Karen said and took another sip of her coffee. "Me too."

We finished breakfast, and I relaxed again. It began to feel like it had when Karen and I had first gotten together, comfortable and cozy. I breathed a sigh of relief.

It was over. It was really over.

The frisson of excitement that had buzzed through me the past two weeks had subsided, replaced by a warm coziness.

I was fine with that. Exhausted after days of constant sexual tension, I barely noticed when Karen surreptitiously slid her hand up my thigh. When I became aware of her fingers tickling the space close to my crotch, I just smiled and enjoyed the light touches. Her nails scratched lightly at my legs, and her fingertip grazed my balls.

"What are you doing?" I asked as she cupped me, rolling me in her hand.

"Nothing," she giggled and began to rub me, my cock stiffening under the gentle pressure. "Nothing at all."

Karen continued to massage me, her movements becoming more urgent as she worked her hand over my cock. The eggs and coffee cooled on the table as Karen undid my pants.

"Really?" I asked as she tugged at my pants. My cock, half-hard and thankfully still growing, popped out of my shorts and bobbed against my thigh. "Don't you have to work?"

"Kurt will just have to wait," Karen said and dipped her head to my crotch.

She licked the head with the same tongue that had lavished love and worship on Kurt's cock and ass. The thought, so wicked, stabbed deep into my balls, and my shaft filled with hot, pumping blood.

"Looks like the little guy wants some," Karen giggled and kissed the tip.

"Karen, don't say that," I groaned.

Karen's smile slipped.

"Sorry, baby," she said and slid the palm of her hand against my shaft. "I just got caught up in the moment."

I tried to speak, but my words gurgled uselessly in my throat as Karen slid her hot, wet mouth over my cock. The moist heat surrounded me and pulled me. Karen's green eyes locked on mine and her hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently as her mouth bobbed up and down on my rigid flesh.

Her wet mouth and sparkling green eyes held me in place as she worked my cock with her hand and lips. I remembered the video of Karen worshipping Kurt's cock. Her worship had been messy and abandoned.

What she was doing now was not worship. She was in control, watching me eagerly, trying to determine what I was feeling, and working hard to please me. It felt cold almost, calculated, not like she wanted me at all.

I felt my erection slipping away. I grunted, trying to push my cock deeper, to mess Karen's face up the same way Kurt had. Karen took me all the way to my balls, easily absorbing my thrusts with a contented mewl.

I still felt my cock shrinking, the heat of my lust being washed away by my fear. There was only one thing to do to keep myself hard. It felt like a violation, but I didn't want this moment to slip away.

I thought of Kurt.

I knew it was wrong, I knew it was taking a step backwards, but I couldn't stop myself. I thought of Kurt's hard body on top of Karen, his long thick cock stabbing deep inside of her wet pussy. I thought of Karen crying out to him, telling him he was better than me. Telling him I was a little bastard. The shame brought my cock back to full hardness.

I reached down and took Karen's face in my hands. I pulled her upwards until she was on top of me, and we were kissing. I could taste my cock and pre-cum on her lips, and my mind flashed to Karen's pink lips wrapped around Kurt's throbbing flesh.

Karen giggled in my mouth, and I wanted more than anything to make that laughter go away. She didn't giggle or laugh with Kurt. She cried and moaned, twisted and twitched. With me, she was in control. Knowing that I wasn't strong enough to make her crazy only fueled my desire.

There was a mad scrabble of clothing as Karen pushed off her tights. She gripped my cock and stroked it hard, guiding it easily into her pussy. She sighed as she slipped down on top of me, her warm, wet tunnel enveloping my shaft. I moaned in pleasure as I felt her surround me, all the while picturing Kurt's cock stretching her wide.

"That's it," Karen moaned. "That's what I needed."

She smiled at me and lifted her sweater just enough to uncover her breasts. She leaned forward and buried my face in her ample flesh. I licked and sucked as she began to ride me, controlling the momentum.

Was this really what she needed? As she rode me, the question assaulted my brain. Even though her body was reacting to my kisses and my sucking mouth on her nipples, her reactions were muted, a far cry from the vocal, uncontrollable reactions she had given to Kurt.

I lifted my ass off the seat, trying to drive deeper inside of her. I wanted her to cry out, to beg me to fuck her, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't nearly enough compared to Kurt's thick cock and its hard, punishing thrusts.

Karen rode me like she was riding a pony, rocking back and forth. I needed a reaction, so I bit her hard nipples. She cried out and began to ride me faster, harder. I felt the pressure build in my balls, and before I knew it was close to the edge. I stopped biting and wrapped my arms around her. I buried my face between her heaving breasts and continued to buck upward, trying to force my cock even deep inside of her.

I let out a long, low moan knowing I wasn't going to last long enough to give her pleasure, not real pleasure, when she suddenly froze, the tension building inside of her like a coiled spring. Just as I was about to cum, I felt her body twitch on top of me, and then she was writhing and crying out in release.

I couldn't hold back any longer. With that grunt and a sigh, I let my cock spurt inside of her, my hot lust boiling up out of my balls and squirting into her wet pussy. She continued to ride me for a few moments, and our juices mixed and dripped over my balls and onto my thighs.

Finally, she came to rest on top of me, her breasts settling against my face. I continued to nuzzle her ample flesh as she came down from her orgasm.

She leaned back and looked down at me, her mouth open in a wide grin and tears sparkling at the corner of her eyes.

"I love you, Miles," she said, and there was just a slight sob in the back of her throat.

My heart went out to her. I had put her through so much, and now it was finally over. My chest filled with warmth.

"I love you too, Karen," I said. "I love you too."


Karen


Iwas getting too good at faking it.

I had known right away that Miles wasn't going to last. It was heartbreaking. I wanted to be able to find pleasure in sex with the man I loved, but all I could think about was Kurt's thick cock filling me to the brim and forcing me over the edge again and again. Unfortunately, those memories, and Mile's furious thrusting, were not enough to get me off.

I wanted it to be, but wanting something doesn't make it happen. And, the more I tried to summon the heat, the farther away my orgasm got.

I knew this moment was critical. The first sex after I had ended the game with Kurt. We both needed it to be good.

However, as I felt Miles's thrusts become more erratic and desperate, I knew I wasn't going to cum. Feeling frustrated and sad, I matched the desperation of his movements and cried out like I was in the throes of passion. It was enough for Miles to let go, and tears stung my eyes as I felt the man I loved cum inside of me even as I continued my disgusting parody of pleasure.

"I love you, Miles," I said, choking back my tears.

"I love you, too," Miles smiled gratefully and hugged me tightly. "I love you, too."

I was sweating, the heat throbbing between my legs. I slid off Miles, and his limp cock slipped out of my sticky pussy. 

"I need to go clean up," I said, still holding back my tears.

Miles pulled his pants up, tucking his small cock into his boxers. I walked to the door and looked back at him as he puttered around the kitchen, clearing the dishes and storing the unwanted food. I couldn't stand watching him being sweet any longer, and I hurried to the bathroom and closed the door behind me.

I sat down on the toilet, my body trembling with need. I needed to take the edge of my lust. There was no way I'd be able to make it through the day if I didn't tap the energy filling me up and release the pressure.

I tried to think of Miles as I slid down my sodden panties. I was wet and sticky from his cum and my dreams of Kurt. Any thoughts of Miles were pushed aside as I imagined Kurt's big cock pounding inside of me. I spread my lips and shoved two fingers into my pussy, trying in vain to capture that sense of fullness I had when Kurt's beautiful flesh pulsated inside of me.

Unable to achieve the feeling of being filled, I focused on my swollen clit. I worked the tender knob until I felt the first stirrings of climax fill my pussy. At the edge, I shoved my fingers inside and worked my fevered cunt until I was thrashing on the toilet seat.

I continued to twitch and moan as my juices spilled out between my legs. Everything was wet and slippery. The toilet seat, my hands, my thighs. Everything.

"Karen?"

I gasped and tried to sit up on the toilet seat, but my ass slipped in my juices. I caught myself on the side of the sink before I could slide to the floor.

"Yuh...yes?" I said as calmly as I could.

"You okay?" Miles asked through the door.

"Y—yes! I...I'm fine." My heart thumped wildly in my chest. "Just fine."

"Ok," Miles said. "I filled a thermos with coffee."

"Oh, that's so sweet," I said, feeling horrible. I'd just gotten myself off thinking of Kurt, and Miles was still being sweet. "Thank you."

I trembled against the sink for a moment, then set about cleaning the toilet seat, between my legs and finally washing my hands until all the evidence of my illicit lust had been erased. By the time I was done, I had stopped trembling and was ready to face my boyfriend.

I dressed as professionally as I could, in a skirt that wasn't too tight. Over my white blouse, I wore a professional blue jacket that hid some of the curves of my heavy breasts. I didn't want to give Kurt any reason to look.

"Thank you," I said when Miles handed me the thermos.

"You okay?" he asked again, searching my face.

"Thanks," I said. "I'm fine."

Miles was being sweet and caring, something that came naturally for him. So why couldn't we just be happy with each other? Why didn't sweet and caring translate into the bedroom?

I tried to shake off my feelings as I sipped the coffee, letting the bitter liquid cut through the haze of morning lust I had just released. I shouldn't be thinking this way. I had to project strength in front of Kurt. I had to make that bastard understand that whatever was happening between us was over and done with. What had started out as a game had become dangerous and hurtful. I had to do this for Miles and myself.

"Are you...are you second-guessing our decision?" Miles said and covered up his nervousness by taking another drink of coffee.

"What?" I asked. Worry crept into my heart. Could Miles sense what I had just done? I stopped myself from covering up my cheeks to hide the flush of heat. "No. I'm not. Are you?"

Miles hesitated, and I felt a great shame when my heart leapt. Maybe Miles had changed his mind. Perhaps he still wanted me to be with Kurt. The lust Miles had started, and I had released in the bathroom flared again, and I tried to force it down.

Stop it, Karen! My mind screamed as I silently sipped my coffee. It's over! Stop this!

"No," Miles said, finally. "No, we have to stop."

I nodded, ignoring the hollow pit in my stomach.

"Okay," I said. "In that case, I'd better get to work."

Miles looked me up and down as I got ready to leave. He nodded with approval.

"You look good," he said.

"Good, but not sexy, right?" I asked.

"You know you don't have to try," Miles said. "You are always sexy."

I blinked back the tears in my eyes as I hugged him. He was such a good man, and I hated myself for hurting him. Yes, he had been a part of it, but I should have known better than to get involved with Kurt.

"I'll see you right after work," I said.

"Good," Miles said. "I love you."

"I love you, too."

I gave Miles a kiss on the cheek, left the apartment, and went to face Kurt.


Karen


Despite my worries, Kurt wasn't even in the office when I arrived. I was relieved. I could put off any unwanted feelings. However, as morning turned into afternoon and I hadn't heard from Kurt, I began to wonder what was going on.

Had he made up with Brandy? Was he with her right now, telling her all the things that had happened?

It shouldn't have bothered me. In fact, I should have been elated. If Kurt got back with Brandy, his attention would be on her, and I could focus on repairing my relationship with Miles.

I couldn't help but feel just a twinge of jealousy. For a brief moment, I had been the most important thing to Miles and Kurt. If Kurt went back to her, which I should be ecstatic about, then he would no longer have eyes for me.

So, why does it hurt so much?

I tried pushing the thought to the back of my mind. There were so many things I had repressed and now all of those feelings had been stirred up. Having my body pounded into oblivion by Kurt didn't help. I was having a hard time separating my emotions from the intense pleasure Kurt's power gave me.

Still, I had a job to do, and I had a loving boyfriend waiting for me at home. It wouldn't do to stew in the mistakes or lost opportunities of the past. Right now, I just needed to focus on work.

That focus, however, was destroyed an hour later when Kurt texted me.

I want to see you

Just ignore it, I thought, but a second later, I picked up the phone.

Then get to work

Don't text back, don't text back, don't...

No. I want to see you. Come to the Plaza.

Fuck!

A thrill ran through me. I knew what it meant, meeting him at the Plaza. Hadn't I already been there twice? And each time, I'd had the best sex of my life.

I knew exactly why he wanted to see.

No!

My hand trembled as I sent the text, tremors of excitement fluttering in my chest. I couldn't do it, even though my body burned at the thought. I couldn't do this to Miles. I had a chance to walk away.

Please

I felt a pull on my heart as I read the message. Please? I'm not sure Kurt had ever said please to me. I put the phone face down on my desk.

You can't do this, I said to myself. You don't need this.

I looked at my computer screen, my fingers poised above the keys. I kept glancing at my phone, expecting it to buzz.

Fifteen minutes later, I was still sitting there, not one word typed into the computer.

"Fuck it!" I hissed, grabbed my things, and left the office before I could talk myself out of it.

Thomas was waiting for me when I got to the hotel, of course, looking as dapper and professional as always.

"Good afternoon, Miss Nelson," Thomas said with a slight dip of his head.

"It's Karen, Thomas," I said. "Don't you remember?"

"Oh yes," Thomas said. "Of course. Karen."

"So, pimping for Kurt today, hm?"

I brushed by the tall man and walked briskly to the elevators. Thomas fell in beside me, his long legs keeping up with me easily.

"I prefer to think of myself as a facilitator," Thomas said dryly.

"Yes, well, I know where I'm going, Thomas. I don't need an escort."

"Of course," Thomas said as we stood in front of the elevators. "I just wanted to say I've never seen Mr. Brock so... put out."

"Put out, huh?" I said. "Exactly what does 'put out' mean?"

Thomas stepped close to me. For just a second, his professional facade slipped, and there was a look of real concern on his face.

"It means," Thomas said. "I've never seen him this upset. Not even after the death of his father."

Thomas stepped back as the elevator arrived. I hesitated for a moment, and Thomas held his hand against the doors, forcing them to stay open.

Kurt was upset. I knew he would be, of course, but I just assumed it would be the same sort of nonsense he had always done when he didn't get what he wanted. The only time I'd ever seen him really upset or really angry was when his father died. If what Thomas said was true, Kurt was in an even worse place than he had been when Howard Brock passed away.

"I understand," I said as I walked into the elevator. "But Kurt's a big boy. He's going to have to grow up sometime."

"Don't we all," Thomas said and lifted his hand so the door could shut. "Don't we all."

Kurt was waiting for me when I got to his door. As I raised my hand to knock, Kurt threw open the door and pulled me inside.

I didn't have a chance to breathe before Kurt forced his lips over mine and gave me a deep kiss. I let out a moan in the back of my throat but didn't fight it. Kurt pressed his hard body against me, and I let him kiss me forgetting, for just a moment, why I had come.

"Thank you for coming," Kurt murmured against my lips. "Thank you."

"I'm not here for you," I said and pushed against his chest. "I'm here because this needs to stop. I can't go on like this."

"Why not?" Kurt said and pushed against my hands. "You want to, right?"

I groaned and looked away from him.

"That's not the point," I said. "Just because I want this doesn't mean I can have it. It's hurting too many people."

The heat of his body and the scent of his musk made it hard to think. His smell was strong, and I wondered if he had even showered since we had last been together.

Kurt pressed against me, and I wanted nothing more than to melt into that strength, but I held myself rigid.

"Why?" Kurt said. "Is Miles getting upset?"

"It's not just Miles," I said. "Brandy is hurting, too."

Kurt's smile slipped a fraction.

"I know," he said.

"You know? I said. "You know that you're hurting her, and you're still coming on to me?

"Yes," Kurt said, and this time, his eyes went cold. "I don't care. I don't care about Miles. I don't care about Brandy. I just want you."

I saw it. That look in his eyes. There was hunger, yes, but there was something else. Something tender and soft. I shook my head as a swell of warmth filled my chest. I felt my conflicting emotions rise to meet Kurt's need.

"You're crazy!" I moaned, but I knew he wasn't. If he was crazy, then I was crazy too.

"I love you," he said.

This wasn't the way I thought it would go. All this time, I had hoped that it was just sex, just a fling for Kurt, but I should have known. He had deeper feelings for me. Maybe they were misplaced feelings, a scared little boy still yearning to be loved by someone, anyone. When Brandy had spurned that love, Kurt had turned his attention to me.

And that would be okay. I would be able to handle that. Except...except I had strong feelings for Kurt too. I had pushed them down over the years, repressed them, for fear that I would be hurt.

"No," I said. Kurt had taken my momentary indecision for submission, and I pushed against him. I may as well have been pushing against rock.

"I know you want me too," Kurt said. "I've known for a long time. I was just too scared."

"Kurt, stop!" I said. "It's too late! I'm with Miles now!"

"Miles can't make you feel the way I make you feel," Kurt said, and the worst part about it was he was right. "Please. If this is it, if it's not going to happen, I need to be with you one last time."

He tilted his head to kiss me and whispered the hot words into my mouth.

"One last time."

And he kissed me. I responded, my mouth opening, accepting his tongue. I wrapped my arms around his strong body and gripped the muscles of his back underneath my fingers. My body sang with need as Kurt's hands rubbed the small of my back, then down over my ass, rubbing me, kneading me. I whimpered into his mouth like a child, and Kurt continued to kiss me, pushing me back against the door.

Finally, he broke the kiss. I was breathing heavily, lost in the moment. Then, I remembered Miles, sweet loving Miles. The man who cooked me breakfast, who made me feel loved.

I unwrapped my arms from Kurt's body and placed my hands on his chest.

"No, I said. "No. I can't."

"Tell me Miles makes you feel the way I make you feel," Kurt said, still holding on. "Tell me he can give you everything you deserve, and I'll stop.

"He..." The words were on my lips, and then I looked into Kurt's eyes. That vulnerability and insatiable hunger. I felt the same.

Why? I thought desperately. Why couldn't you be enough, Miles?

Kurt saw my weakness and picked me up with a throaty growl. I yelped as he carried me to the bed and threw me onto the mattress.

"I know," Kurt said and removed his towel. "I know."

I trembled as I watched Kurt's beautiful body descend towards me, his lips instinctively finding mine. His hands pulled at my clothes, peeling them rather than tearing them off of me. I was so used to his rough, powerful fucking. I wasn't ready for this slow, gentle side.

"Kurt, please!" I whimpered. "Please! Just fuck me."

I gripped the muscles of his neck and tried to pull him on top of me. Kurt held back, but I could feel the tension of his muscles. It was taking everything he had to hold back.

"If this is the last time," he said. "I want it to last."

I mewled helplessly as Kurt finally slipped off my bra and slid my panties over my legs. He kissed my toes, the soles of my feet, and the round curve of my calves. He worked slowly, agonizingly down my legs, over my stomach. His pace gave me too much time to think about Miles, about how I was betraying him. And for what? Sex? Or was there something more?

My body hummed with desire by the time Kurt made it to my breasts, sucking the hard nipples into his mouth. I yelped as he bit down on the sensitive nub, then washed away the pain with his tongue.

I shouldn't be here, I thought desperately. I can't be here!

And then Kurt's mouth was on mine, and any other thoughts were forced away by his tongue. I returned his kiss with equal hunger, spreading my legs as Kurt settled his hard body between my thighs.

Kurt slid inside my pussy, settling his heavy body on top of me. There was no pain as he hooked his arm under my knee and thrust deep and hard into my wet, ready flesh. My body had been reshaped, molded into a perfect vessel to receive Kurt's lust.

"God, you feel so good!" Kurt hummed as he sank deep into my sex. "So good!"

My mind and body responded to his words, rising to meet him, to give him more of the pleasure he craved. His thick cock pulsated against my dripping inner flesh, sending deep, throbbing waves of lust through my body. This was not the hard, frenetic pounding I was used to. This was a slow, almost tortuous building of sensation, allowing all of my troubled emotions to mix with the intense building of pressure until I was at my breaking point.

"I love you," Kurt said, and I felt it. For the first time, I really felt it in my heart. "Tell me you love me."

"No!" I cried, but it was a lie. I knew it in my heart and soul. "God, please no!"

Kurt began to thrust faster, forcing my body to accept the ecstasy he was offering to me. I tried to stop it, but it was too late. I was going to cum, and with my orgasm, I was going to betray Miles in the worst possible way.

"Tell me!" Kurt growled. He was pounding inside of me now with deep, penetrating thrusts. His hip movements were erratic, the pressure inside of his body matching mine. We were both so close.

And suddenly, I knew. This was a moment, a moment I had never known. A connection of body and soul, unlike anything I had ever experienced. It was wrong to feel it, wrong to be sharing this moment with anyone but Miles, yet there it was. And if there was ever a time to say the words, that was the time.

"I LOVE YOU!"

I screamed as our simultaneous orgasms crashed together. Kurt lost all control of his thrusts, stabbing deep into my center. I knew he was cumming inside of me, filling me up with his hot seed, but I couldn't feel it. All I could feel was the intense pleasure of releasing all of my feelings and all of my lust in one spectacular orgasm.

I can't remember what happened after that. Wave after wave of glorious, white-hot pleasure burned away my memories. I just remember the ecstasy of Kurt inside me, his lips on mine, the thoughts whirling in my brain.

This must be what love feels like.

I let the traitorous thought linger despite the guilt in my heart. It didn't matter anymore. I had admitted the truth to myself and Kurt. There was no more reason to fight.

Kurt slid down beside me and cradled me in his strong arms. We lay there, breathing softly, dozing in a post-coital bliss. We spoke very little except for murmurs or and sighs, relaxing together like old lovers or newlyweds.

After a time, Kurt lifted my leg, and I sighed as he slid into me like a well-oiled blade slipping into its sheath.

He turned my face and kissed me, and we were connected by lips and tongues, cock and pussy. Admitting the feelings I had repressed for so long had lifted a weight from my heart. I melted against Kurt's body, and he made love to me for a second time.


Miles


Iwasn't able to accomplish much throughout the day. I found myself constantly glancing at the clock, wondering if Karen would make it home on time or if she would stay late. I had to stop myself from calling her. Calling her would only prove I didn't trust her.

Do you trust her?

I did, I was sure I did, but I had lived so long in the limbo of jealousy and fear that I couldn't calm myself. I knew I wouldn't be truly happy until Karen was home again in my arms.

Despite her assurances that Kurt meant nothing, I couldn't help but think that it was going to be harder to give him up than she let on. I knew Kurt and I knew how jealous he was of me. He was capable of anything.

It was funny. He was the charming one, the rich one. He could have anyone and anything he wanted, yet he always wanted what I had. I'd never understood it, not even when he had taken Brandy from me and certainly not now that he had set his sights on Karen. If anything, I should be jealous of him.

Maybe that's exactly what he wanted.

I thought about that as I heard Karen come in the door and set down her bag on the kitchen counter. I shut down my computer and walked out to the kitchen to meet her.

I could tell right away that she was tired, and her eyes were red.

Has she been crying?

"Hey," I said. "How are you?"

I stepped forward and gave her a hug. She leaned against me, and she fell heavily into my arms.

"I'm okay," she said. "Just really tired. It was a long day."

"Why don't you go into the living room and sit down?" I said. "Do you want some coffee? Tea?"

"Wine," she said. "Lots of wine."

I smiled reassuringly, but already I could feel the anxiety creeping into my stomach. I selected two wine glasses, filled them with a dry red, then went out to the couch and sat down beside Karen.

"So," I said, handing a glass to Karen. "How...how did it go?"

Karen weighed me with her eyes, as if wondering how much she should tell me. She gulped her wine.

"It's over," she said softly.

"Really?" I asked, not daring to believe it.

"Yes," she said. "It's really over."

I sat back on the couch, the relief washing over me. I slid a hand over Karen's. Her skin was warm. Instead of anger, fear, and jealousy, I felt love and gratitude. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her, and for the first time in a long time, I felt my body respond to her without the need for jealousy or pain.

Her kiss was warm and welcoming. I slid a hand over her stomach.

"Miles," she moaned.

I took her moan as a good sign and slid a hand up to her breast. Our kisses became deeper and more insistent. I slid over her body and settled in between her legs. Karen pushed softly against my chest.

"Miles, stop," she said.

I pulled back confused, I was infused with a feeling of love and desire, and I assumed that Karen would be feeling the same way. We were finally free of all the confusing emotions of the past few months. It was just us, maybe for the first time since we had been together.

"What's the matter?"

"I'm sorry, baby," Karen said and slid her warm hand up my cheek. "I'm just really tired. It was...a lot to deal with today."

"It's ok," I grinned. "You can just lay there. I'll do all the work."

I slid to my knees, sliding Karen's legs apart.

"Miles, no!" Karen cried and slammed her legs against me, her hands clawing at my shoulders. I looked up at her, confused. "Sorry, I'm just...just not in the mood, ok?"

"I'm sorry," I said and sat back on the couch feeling frustrated. "I thought we could just enjoy being together."

"Miles," she leaned against me. "I do want to be with you, baby. I'm just tired. You understand?"

"Sure," I said. My cock was hard and only getting harder as I wondered why Karen was really tired.

What actually happened between her and Kurt? What had he said, what had he done? Was she tired because she had stronger feelings for him than she let on? I knew that was a possibility, but I didn't think it would get in the way of our love.

All I wanted to do was hold her, make love to her, and prove that she had made the right choice. I knew I was being selfish, and I tried my best to fight down my feelings of desire.

Karen must have seen my distress. She bent forward and slid a hand over my crotch.

"Aww, poor baby!" she pouted. "You've been waiting for me all day, haven't you?"

I groaned as her hand slid over my crotch, rubbing me through my pants. Her expression changed from one of doubt to confidence. I shrank back on the couch, but she followed me, cupping my crotch.

"Yes," I said, not sure what she was doing. "Yes, I have."

"Don't run away!" she said and slowly unbuttoned my pants. "I'm sorry! You've been waiting all day for me, and I didn't even call."

"Karen, what are you doing?"

A minute ago, she had seemed tired and worn out, but now there was a naughty glint in her eye and a wicked smile on her face. I recognized that smile from the teasing games we had played over the last two weeks.

"I'm taking care of you," Karen said and pulled my pants down. My cock sprang free of my pants. Karen giggled and placed her warm hand on my throbbing shaft. "Don't you want me to take care of you?"

"I...I thought you were tired?" I said.

"I am," Karen said. "Kurt was exhausting."

I moaned as she spit a long string of drool onto my cock, using it to lubricate my shaft until her hand was sliding smoothly up and down my rigid flesh.

"Wuh...What do you mean?" I grunted. "What happened?"

Karen leaned forward, bearing down on my cock as she murmured in my ear.

"Let's just say he was very upset."

I moaned. This was not the loving, caring sex I had imagined, but my cock was responding to her words, and I couldn't hold back my lust. It was throbbing in Karen's hands.

"He was?" I said, falling into the same old game. I didn't want to hear it, yet I did. My hips bucked on the couch as Karen laughed.

"Oh yes," she said and bore down harder on my cock, pumping me with furious intensity. "He wants me, he really wants me!"

"No!" I tried to sit up, but Karen pushed me back, thoroughly in control.

"Isn't that what you want?" Karen said. "You want to hear about how much he wants me, how bad he wanted to fuck me with that huge cock!"

"No!" I screamed, but my cock was already oozing precum, unable to hold back the pressure in my balls. "Karen, please! This isn't what I wanted!"

"Yes it is!" Karen said, and she used both hands to hammer my cock into submission. "You love knowing how much Kurt wants me. Now come for me, Miles, come for me knowing that Kurt loves me just as much as you do and..."

She leaned in so close I could feel the spittle as she hissed the words in my face.

"I want him too."

"NO!" I screamed, but her words cut through all of my defenses and struck me deep inside my heart. The pressure, the horrible pressure burst from my balls and my feelings of anguish and pain burst forth with the exquisite pleasure of release.

Karen laughed as she watched a long geyser of my cum spurt out of my cock and splash across my stomach. She continued to stroke me through my orgasm, milking out every drop of cum. My spent seed pooled on my stomach, into my belly button, and dripped down my sides.

I sank into the cushions, all tension gone, except for the tight knot of fear in my gut. My body trembled with a mixture of pleasure and nausea, fighting to decide which would win.

"Hey," Karen said. "Are you okay?"

"No," I said. "No, I'm not okay."

"I thought... I thought you liked it?"

I sat up and looked down at my wasted cum drying on my stomach.

"No," I said miserably. "I just wanted this to be over."

"Oh, sweetie," Karen put a warm hand on my cheek. "I'm so sorry, Miles. I'm so, so sorry."

"Do you still want him?" I asked. "Do you still want Kurt?"

"What?" Karen said. "No! I was just playing the game. So you could enjoy it."

"I don't want to play this game anymore," I said, realizing I sounded like a spoiled child. "I just want to be with you."

"Okay," Karen said, and I could see tears form at the corner of her eyes. I'm sorry. I understand."

"It's okay," I said, not wanting Karen to be hurt. "You didn't know. It's just from now on I want to try to keep Kurt out of our bedroom."

Karen nodded and wiped a tear from her cheek.

"I get it," Karen said. "I understand."

I sighed in relief. Inside my guts were still roiling, but I could feel the fear receding.

"You've gotten pretty good at this game," I said with a weak grin.

Karen smiled.

"Yeah, I guess I have," she said. "Too good."

"Yeah," I agreed.

She was looking down at my body, the cum drying on my belly and my cock twitching with the last bits of life in it against my thigh. I wondered what she was thinking and I became self-conscious.

"I...I should get cleaned up," I said.

"No, wait," Karen put a hand on my shoulder. "Let me."

She went into the kitchen and came back with a warm, wet washcloth. Slowly, she cleaned off my stomach and my thighs, finally running the warm cloth up my shaft. Finally, she dipped her head and kissed the tip of my cock.

"Better?" she said, smiling warmly.

"Yes," I said. "Much better."


Karen


Itook the dirty washcloth to the bathroom and hung it on the hamper. I looked in the mirror, thinking about what had just happened.

I wished I could go back in time and change the way I had handled the situation. I was just so tired, and once Miles began to touch me, all I felt was frustration. Even if I let him touch me, fuck me, I knew I wouldn't get any real pleasure out of it. It would be the cozy, comfortable feeling of being with someone who adored you, but there wouldn't be the shattering emotions I had been exposed to that afternoon.

Kurt had fucked me. No, he had made love to me three times. Every time was slow and powerful. His body and his love forced feelings out of me I didn't know I was capable of. I had never really believed in physical love. Sex was sex, and love was love, and that was just the way it was. I never thought that they could be combined into something even more profound, but Kurt had changed my mind.

That alone was enough to cripple me with guilt. I loved Miles. I loved him for all the things that he did for me. But that love couldn't come close to what I felt for Kurt.

It wasn't just about sex anymore. Kurt and I were connected in a way I never knew was possible.

And there was no going back.

So, when I saw Miles was turned on, I used his kink to avoid having real sex with him.  Even worse, I had felt a wicked thrill as I controlled his cock, forcing him to cum as I talked about how much Kurt wanted me.

What are you going to do? I asked my reflection in the mirror. She didn't answer, because she didn't know.

I sighed and left the bathroom, changing into a T-shirt and a pair of sweats. By the time I'd come out into the living room, Miles was dressed and hanging up the phone.

"I think we should order some food," he said.

"Sounds wonderful!" I said. I sat down next to him and put my hand on his thigh. "Are you sure you're okay?"

"Yeah," Miles said, smiling. "I'm fine. It just surprised me, you know?"

"What?"

"I didn't know you enjoyed the torture so much."

"Oh my God!" I said. Is that how you see it? Torture?"

Miles turned away from me, and I felt even worse than before. I had always thought the words I said to Miles were something he enjoyed. There was pain too, I knew that, but I never knew that it hurt so much.

"Well, yes," he said. "I mean, don't get me wrong, I enjoyed it, all of it obviously, I just didn't know you enjoyed it."

I remembered the power I had felt when I was controlling his cock. Part of me had wanted to make him cum, so I could rest and come to terms with what had happened with Kurt. But a small piece of me had loved the power I had when he squirted his jizz all over his belly.

"I...I guess I did," I said. "I never meant to hurt you."

"It's not your fault," Miles said. "It's mine. I'm the one that made you do it. All of it."

Not all of it, I said to myself. You certainly didn't make me have sex with a Kurt over and over again this afternoon. That was all me.

"Well, I'm still sorry," I said as the guilt washed over me. Miles didn't deserve this, no matter how much he enjoyed it, His kink was a knife-edge of pain and pleasure, and it could easily destroy him.

"It's ok," Miles gave me a weary smile. "You hungry?"

Just like that, he was taking care of me again. I blinked back more tears.

"Sure," I said. "But let me order, ok? City Pizza?"

Miles's eyes lit up. City Pizza was his favorite. We didn't eat it very often because I didn't particularly like the crust, but it was the only thing I could think of to do for him.

"Really? That sounds great!" He gave me a genuine smile this time and hugged me. "I'm going to take a shower."

"Ok," I said and picked up my phone. "Sausage with double cheese?"

Miles beamed, happy that I had remembered his favorite pizza. He practically skipped to the bathroom.

It's that easy, I thought. Show Miles a little love, and he's so happy. Like a puppy.

I didn't like thinking of Miles that way. He wasn't a dog, and I shouldn't treat him like one. Still, the image persisted as I picked up the phone to order the pizza.

That's when I saw the text from Kurt.

I enjoyed today. I hope you did too.

There was another text fifteen minutes later.

I love you.

I smiled and held the phone to my chest, feeling the warmth creeping into my traitorous heart. Two men loved me, but I was beginning to realize there may not be enough room in my heart for both of them.

What are you going to do? I thought to myself.

I did the only thing I could think to do.

I ordered the pizza.


Karen


Icarried that feeling into the office the next day. It was that giddy, school girl feeling you get when you first notice your crush likes you back. It was ridiculous and silly and no less traitorous to Miles than anything else I had done. However, whenever Kurt passed my desk or gave me his confident, cocky smile, I couldn't help but feel the warmth in my stomach and the tingle between my legs.

We didn't talk about anything except work, but there was so much more going on behind those looks. I knew he wanted me again, and I wanted him. I just didn't know how to make that happen. I was feeling frustrated by the end of the day. Frustrated that we hadn't taken a break and gone to the hotel at lunch. As the office filed out, I waited for Kurt to call me into his office. Finally, once the last person had left, he came to his door.

"I think you should stay late, Karen," Kurt said, leaning against the doorway.

I sighed. So that was his plan. He wanted me to stay late even though he knew if I stayed late, Miles would surely know something was going on.

"You know I can't," I said. "Miles will find out."

"Doesn't he like it?" Kurt smirked. "I know he likes it. I've seen it."

"It's not like that," I said. "If I stay late this time, he'll leave me."

"Really?" Kurt said and rubbed his chin. "Would that be so bad? Then, we could be together all the time."

"And Brandy?" I asked. "What about her, Kurt? Are you going to break up with her?"

"Do you want me to?"

I could not stop the thrill of pleasure those words gave me. Kurt would choose me over Brandy! I would truly have him, all of him, without having to worry about her in my life.

I shook off the feelings.

Don't be stupid! I told myself. Kurt still loves Brandy! Just like Miles still loves Brandy! You'll never be rid of her!

Besides, you still love Miles. You know you do!

"It's not that easy, and you know it!" I said. "You still love her, and I still love Miles."

"So, where's that leave us?"

Kurt stepped forward quickly and pinned me against my desk. Where did that leave us? That was the question. I still wanted him. No, I needed him. His love for Brandy and my love for Miles wasn't stopping that need. I wanted to leave him behind me, chalk all of this up to one big mistake, but when he grabbed my hips with his strong hands, I didn't run.

When Kurt kissed me, I didn't fight it. I was tired of fighting. Tired of fighting  Brandy, tired of fighting for Miles, tired of fighting for Kurt. I just wanted to forget. So, when he slid his tongue into my mouth, I sucked on it and pushed my hand down to his crotch to feel that beautiful, throbbing muscle underneath my palm.

Kurt backed up and grinned.

"Looks like you're going to be working late," he said.

"Shut up," I said and kissed him again. "Just shut up."

Kurt chuckled and lifted me onto the desk, knowing he had me. He pushed up my skirt and forced my wet panties down over my legs. I was done fighting. I spread my legs for him, and when he stepped between my thighs, I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him in. He kissed me, and I dug my hands into his hair and devoured his lips and tongue.

My phone lay uselessly on my desk. I wasn't going to call Miles this time. He would understand what was happening when I didn't come home. I felt fear tinged with sadness as I realized how much pain this would cause him, but Kurt's hands pushed up under my blouse and gripped my breasts, ripping away my guilt. I moaned and rubbed my crotch against him, anticipating the pleasure of having his thick cock inside me again.

I'm sorry, Miles, I thought as I sucked on Kurt's tongue. I'm sorry.

I needed Kurt, and nothing could stop me from getting him.

"I knew I'd find you two here!"

Kurt stopped kissing me. I peered around his body and saw a round figure silhouetted in the doorway.

"Brandy," Kurt said, not sounding the least bit surprised. "What are you doing here?"


Karen


"What the fuck do you think I'm doing here?" Brandy said coolly and strolled into the office. "I'm coming to see my boyfriend!"

Kurt turned away from me, placing his strong body between his crazed girlfriend and me. I slid off the desk and pulled my skirt down to cover myself. For the first time, I felt the shame of what I was doing. I shouldn't be here. Not only was I hurting Miles, but I was also the other woman, the mistress. I had never in my life thought I would be that person, the person who steals another woman's man, yet here I was, pulling my skirt down over my wet pussy, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Brandy lifted her eyes to Kurt. They were wide and wet.

"I get it," Brandy said. "I get what you want now."

Then, she kissed him, biting his lips, sucking at his flesh. Kurt responded, kissing her back and running his hands over her plump curves. I was stunned and felt a spear of jealousy stab me deep in the guts. Is this how Miles felt when he watched me with Kurt? Despite the pain, I couldn't help but feel the heat of that kiss.

Finally, Brandy broke her kiss with Kurt and looked at me.

"I get it now," she said and took a step towards me. I wanted to stand my ground, but I had no idea what she was capable of. I took a step back, bumped against the desk, and realized I had nowhere to go. I looked at Kurt, but he was staring at Brandy, his chest heaving with desire. That look of hunger told me all I needed to know. He still wanted Brandy. I felt the jealousy and anger throb within my body, feeding my desire for Kurt. I should be running, yet I didn't want to miss anything.

"He wants us both," Brandy said. "He needs us both. Why didn't I see it before?"

Brandy stepped forward, and I pushed against her heavy breasts. I couldn't hit her; she was heavy with a child. All I could do was try and slow her down.

She brushed my hand aside, took a handful of my hair, and pulled my head forward sharply. I gasped in pain, and my mouth fell open. That's when Brandy shoved her tongue down my throat.

I was shocked senseless by the feel of her tongue in my mouth. She pushed me hard against the desk, laughing against my lips as she shoved her hand under my skirt and sank her fingers deep into my wet pussy.

"Surprise, bitch!" Brandy hissed in my ear. "If you can't beat 'em, join 'em."

"Wuh...what are you doing?" I moaned.

"Giving my man what he wants," she said and bit my bottom lip, then my neck. I shivered against the desk as Brandy worked her fingers up my slit, rubbing my tortured clit.

This couldn't be happening, but the heat of Kurt's gaze as he watched us made my pussy throb. Brandy was kissing me fiercely, stabbing her tongue into my hungry mouth, and I rewarded her with a low moan.

It wasn't the first time I'd kissed a woman, but it was the first time in front of a man, and the idea of Kurt watching made my body sing with energy. Brandy felt it too, and she lifted my skirt, exposing my puffy pussy to Kurt, and drove two fingers in and out of my dripping hole. 

I looked at Kurt through slitted eyes, and the hunger on his face made me giddy with need. Brandy was right. This is what Kurt wanted. He wanted us both, the women in poor, pathetic Miles's life to give themselves to him, body and soul.

"That's it, bitch!" Brandy spat in my ear. "Cum for him. You know you want to. Cum for him and show him how much you want this."

Her words penetrated my brain, and I couldn't hold back. My hips bucked against the desk, and I came, squirting my lust over Brandy's hand, watching as Kurt stared at me, his desire feeding me.

"That's it," Kurt said. "That's my good girls."

He stepped forward and kissed first Brandy, then me. Then, he moved back, and my lips met Brandy's again, and we kissed slowly, passionately, taking our time so Kurt, our man, could enjoy the display we were putting on for him. This was all for him. All for Kurt.

Brandy opened her blouse, revealing her round body pregnant with life. She was glowing, and, in my heightened sense of lust, I found her gorgeous. She slid heavily to her knees and opened Kurt's pants, bringing out his beautiful cock. A mother goddess kneeling before her God.

"I've missed your cock, baby," Brandy murmured and rolled the heavy shaft over her face. "I've missed it so much."

Kurt gasped as the pregnant woman lavished his thick cock with the love and worship he deserved. He turned to me, and before I could say anything, he was kissing me. I melted into his kiss, and for a time, we were all three locked together by our lips and flesh, Miles's pregnant ex-wife kneeling and sucking his cock while his rival's girlfriend kissed him hungrily. Even to a man like Kurt, this was a dream come true.

"I want you," Kurt breathed in my ear. "I need you."

"Yes," I said instantly. "Yes, please."

Kurt pulled back from Brandy's sucking mouth and peeled off his shirt. We watched as he revealed himself to us in all his finely muscled glory.

Brandy hauled herself to her feet and helped me pull off my blouse and bra. As Kurt watched, the pregnant woman rolled my heavy breasts in her hands, lowering her mouth to my nipple.

"You want him, don't you, Karen?" She sucked on my nipples, making me moan. "You want him more than Miles, don't you?"

"Yes, I whimpered. "Yes, I do."

"You want him to fuck you. You want him so bad you'll let him fuck you in front of me, won't you?"

"Yes!" I cried out when Brandy bit my nipple. The pain was sharp but felt good when she covered the hard, tortured flash with her mouth and sucked it gently until the pain was gone.

Brandy moved to Kurt and took his large, thick cock in her hand. Slowly, she guided him to my pussy.

"Fuck her, Kurt! Fuck her hard! Make her forget Miles!"

Kurt growled deep in his throat. This was what he wanted. He wanted to make me forget who I was and claim me for his own.

"It's fucking over for you, bitch!" Brandy said and kissed me, sucking my tongue into her mouth as Kurt thrust hard into my throbbing pussy. Bright lights burst in my brain, and I forgot everything. Suddenly, all I wanted was Kurt between my legs and Brandy in my mouth.

Read on for the original ending.

Click here for the Alternate Ending


Miles


Ilooked at the clock for the hundredth time. It was over an hour since Karen should have been home from work. No message and no text. Had she been held up at the office? Had she been in an accident? All of the usual thoughts went through my mind, but in my heart, I knew they were all wrong.

This could only mean one thing.

She was with Kurt.

I sat in my small office, looking at the phone and the clock, wondering what to do. She was clearly with him even after we had agreed that she would end it. Had she even ended it? I remembered the night she had come home, exhausted after telling Kurt it was over. I remembered the way she had controlled my cock, forcing me to orgasm.

Was she avoiding sex with me?

I didn't want to believe it, but I knew it was true when I looked at the clock. She had fucked Kurt that day, a goodbye fuck so good she'd been unable to summon the energy to be with me. And now it looked like it wasn't a goodbye at all, but just another in a long line of betrayals and humiliations.

Even as the poisonous emotions overcame my brain, I felt the hot, toxic lust well up inside my body. I was rock hard. The shame only fed my desire, and I couldn't help it. I freed my cock and took it in my hand, stroking it. That wasn't enough, however. I needed to know what she was doing. I needed to see.

Frustrated, I let my throbbing cock go and leaned back in my chair. I was still wondering what to do when Brandy called.

"What is it, Brandy?" I snapped into the phone.

"I know where they are, Miles," she said. "I know where Kurt and Karen are."

I shot up from my chair, my cock dripping with anticipation.

"Where?" I said. "Where are they, Brandy?"

"At the office, of course," Brandy said, and the giggle in her voice infuriated me. "You should come down here, Miles, and see for yourself."

With those words still ringing in my ears, she hung up.

I don't remember the ride to the office. My cock was throbbing so hard, and all I could think about was Karen sucking and fucking, wet and wasted on some desk somewhere. She had lied to me, betrayed me in the worst possible way, but I couldn't fight my lust anymore. I needed her.

The office was dark when I got there, but the doors were open as if they knew I was coming, and they welcomed me in. I could hear them before I saw them, and it was worse than I thought. Wet smacks of raw flesh and my Karen's cries echoed through in the dark office.

"Yes, fuck me, Kurt! Fuck your tight little pussy, baby! I need you so bad!"

I peered around a corner of a cubicle, and I saw them, lit by the warm light of an office lamp. Karen was on her back, her legs spread wide as Kurt's glistening, muscled body pounded into her, thrusting his thick cock deep into her pussy. Her vibrant red hair was spread out across the desk, and she thrashed her head back and forth, crying out Kurt's name.

"I'm cumming for you, Kurt! I'm cumming, baby!"

My heart broke as I watched the woman I loved buck and twitch on the desk, overcome by a pleasure I could never give her. She needed Kurt more than she needed me. It was obvious  how she accepted him, urged him on with her flesh, and came on his powerful cock. I could never make her feel this way, and it was all I could do to stay standing as my whole world collapsed again.

I felt a presence behind me, and I started, feeling soft hands slip around my waist and pulling me back, back into a soft, warm body that was both familiar and alien to me.

"I knew you'd come," Brandy murmured and reached a hand around my body to cup my hard cock. "Like what you see?"

"Brandy? What's... what's happening?"

"Isn't it obvious?" she sneered. "Your little girlfriend is cheating on you. And she loves it."

"No!" I cried, but it was true. Karen was crying out in pleasure, the same pleasure I'd seen her have when she was with Kurt in the hotel room. But, this was different. She wasn't just fucking him. Her eyes were glazed over, and they never left Kurt's face. She was looking at him, not with lust but something deeper, something warmer. Something I'd never seen before.

Total and complete love.

"You see it, don't you?" Brandy cooed in my ear. "You see that look on her face?"

My knees grew weak. Brandy was the pregnant one, yet she helped me to the floor. I fell back against her, the musky scent of sex and breast milk pulling me down. I was unable to fight as she freed my cock from my pants.

"Poor Miles," she whimpered, the hint of cum and spit on her breath. "I tried to warn you."

She gripped my cock between thumb and forefinger, stroking me gently.

"But you wouldn't listen, would you?" she said.

Karen cried out as she came again. I watched in horror as Kurt's thick flesh spread Karen's pink lips, pumping in and out of her pussy, his hard body smacking wetly into her helpless flesh.

"You could have had me back. We could have been happy. But, you had to run to her. Well, look at her now, Miles. Look at her!"

Brandy hissed the last words in my ears, the poison making it impossible to think.

"She's his now, Miles, all his, and there's nothing you can do about it."

Tears stung my eyes, and the pain built in my heart. Karen, excited from her orgasm, lifted her face to Kurt and gave him a passionate kiss, her legs wrapping around his thick body and pulling him even further into her.

"I was upset at first," Brandy said as she pumped my turgid cock. "But now I understand. Kurt needs more than one woman, just like you need this."

I began to sob.

"It's okay, baby," Brandy cooed in my ear. "You want this. Just like Kurt wants Karen and me. And Kurt always gets what he wants, Miles. Always."


Karen


Ididn't even know Miles was there, not until Kurt broke our kiss. I continued to search out his lips, never wanting our connection to end.

"Your little boyfriend is here," Kurt said. "He's watching you right now."

"No!" I gasped, and Kurt punched his cock deep inside, making me scream.

I turned my head, and through my tears of pleasure, I saw Miles. He was sitting on the floor, cradled in Brandy's arms, her hand pumping his small, hard cock. I felt a flash of anger as I watched her touch my boyfriend, then it was swept away by Kurt hammering deep inside me, and another orgasm thrashed through my body.

"Oh, God! I'm cumming!" I screamed, and I was lost in my orgasm.

Miles was crying now, but his body was twitching under Brandy's hand. He was as turned on as I had ever seen him.

"Tell Miles you're sorry," Kurt snarled in my ear. "Tell him you're sorry that you want me more than you want him!"

"No, please!" I cried. "I can't!"

"Do it!" Kurt yelled and slammed into me again and again. "Do it! Tell him!"

His cock reached deep into my core, and I couldn't think of anything but his flesh burning me up inside. He was right. He was better than Miles could ever hope to be.

"I'm sorry, Miles!" I screamed. "I'm so sorry!"

"Now, tell him!" Kurt growled down at me and stabbed his cock deep into my flesh. "Tell him you love me!"


Miles


Istruggled weakly as Brandy stroked me. Kurt continued to saw his thick cock in and out of Karen's willing body. My girlfriend shook and twitched on top of the desk, and I knew those movements. I knew she was close to cumming again, and I felt my orgasm rising to meet hers.

"I love you, Karen!" Kurt said, and the words stabbed my heart. "Tell me you love me!"

"No!" she shook her head. Brandy hugged me tight against her heavy, pregnant body and began to stroke me as hard and fast as she could. "No, I can't!"

"Say it!" Kurt grunted like an animal. "Say it!"

Karen couldn't hold back her feelings anymore; she lifted her legs and wrapped them around Kurt's hard body. Her ankles locked behind his back and pulled him in, and she screamed.

"I love you, Kurt! I love you!"

"More than Miles?" Kurt grunted. "More than Miles?"

"Yes!" Karen turned and looked at me, tears spilling down her cheeks. "I'm so sorry, baby! I love him more than you!"

"No!" I screamed. Brandy gripped the base of my cock painfully, and my back bowed against her body. Suddenly, my cock squirted a long, thin jet of cum out onto the floor.

Brandy murmured to me, and I could hear her soft words slip through Karen's piercing cries. "That's it, just let it out, Miles. Just let it all go. It's over now. It's over."

I continued to buck and twitch on the floor as Brandy milked every drop of cum from my balls.

Karen was no longer aware of me. She was focused only on Kurt and his thick cock pounding into her, his heavy balls slapping against her buttocks as he stabbed hard and deep. The pleasure and pain of my orgasm receded even as Kurt's ass clenched. He howled at the ceiling as he came deep inside the woman I loved. I couldn't cry anymore. My tears had drained away with my orgasm. I fell back against Brandy, trembling against her soft, warm body.

Too soon, Brandy let me fall back against the cold floor. She crawled past me, leaving me lying in a puddle of my own spent juices.

"Sorry, baby," she said, grinning as she crawled on her hands and knees, her heavy breasts and pregnant belly swinging. "Kurt needs me now."

My ex-wife left me there, and I watched in pain as she knelt her pregnant, naked body before Kurt. Kurt pulled his thick, beautiful cock from Karen's pussy. It was covered with a thick froth of cum and Karen's juices. He turned slightly, and Brandy rose on her haunches and licked the sticky shaft with loving relish. She looked at me and smiled, slurping up Kurt's spent juices as mine congealed on the floor in front of me. Then, she closed her eyes and took him all the way into her mouth, humming happily as she sucked him clean.

"That's my girl," Kurt said and petted Brandy's dark hair like a favorite pet. "You are my girl, right?"

Brandy stopped sucking, looked at me, and then at Kurt.

"Yes, Kurt," she smiled and took his cock back into her mouth. "I'm your girl."

Kurt grunted happily. Then his eyes fell on me.

"They’re mine now, Miles," he said as Brandy sucked his cock and Karen mewled pitifully on top of the desk. "Both of them. Right, Karen?"

He slapped Karen's thigh, and she moaned, sitting up on the edge of the desk. Pearly white drops of Kurt's seed dripped from her pussy. She looked at me with sorrowful green eyes.

"I'm sorry, Miles," she said. "It's true. I love Kurt."

Kurt turned her to face him, and they kissed passionately as Brandy sucked his cock. The only two women I had ever loved in my life, and they were now claimed by Kurt. I had nothing left. I wanted to crawl away, but Karen's voice stopped me.

"I still need you, Miles," Karen whimpered and spread her legs so I could see her sticky, dripping pussy. "Please, baby, don't leave me."

Kurt and Brandy watched in silent amusement as Karen motioned for me to come to her. Slowly, I got on my hands and knees and crawled through my puddle of cum. I passed Brandy, who rubbed my back gently, then guided me to Karen's cunt. The smell washed over me, a rank, bitter odor that I had become used to. Kurt's thick cum dripped from her mushy pink lips down her ass cheeks.

"Go ahead, Miles," Brandy said in my ear, pushing my face gently into Karen's ruined cunt. "Show her how much you still love her."

I stuck my nose in Kurt's thick cum and ran my tongue through the bitter juices. Brandy pushed harder, and I buried my face in Karen's pussy, coating my cheeks with Kurt's thick seed.

"What a fucking loser!" Kurt laughed, and the shame stung, but I didn't care. Karen was moving her hand in my hair, humping her hips into my face and feeding me her dirty pussy.

It was Brandy who came to my defense.

"He's not a loser, Kurt," she said. "He loves her. Can't you see that?"

I never heard Kurt's response because Karen was cumming, cumming on my face as I feasted on her hungrily, feeling a spark of pride that I was making her cum while Kurt watched. I realized that all of the events with Brandy and Karen had been leading up to this. I had been broken by them as much as they had been broken by Kurt. There was nothing left for me but to kneel and clean the woman I loved. This is what I was meant to do. This was the only love I could hope for.

This is where I belonged.


Epilogue


Sometimes I could convince myself my life was normal, but it never lasted long. My old home, the one I shared with Brandy, is much the same. The credenza is still there, the pictures of our married life still present, the broken glass dish for keys and wallets replaced by a large wooden bowl. Except, now there are more pictures. Of Karen, of Brandy. Of Kurt.

The living room was as quaint and cozy as it had ever been. The couches Brandy and I had bought when we were first married looked exactly like they did when I left. But, here, the changes were more stark and terrible than Kurt's wallet in my bowl.

I was no longer on the couch beside my wife or Karen. The TV was silent. Instead, I sat in a chair and watched as Brandy and Karen knelt before Kurt's perfectly honed body, worshipping his cock between their mouths, drooling over the thick, veiny flesh. Brandy's dark hair and Karen's red side by side as Kurt rubbed his shaft between their hungry mouths. Both of the women I loved moaned in anticipation of having that beautiful cock pierce their bodies.

Kurt turned, and I felt my stomach tighten as Brandy suck his cock energetically. Karen glanced at me and smiled wickedly, then buried her face in Kurt's ass. Kurt loved having my girlfriend eat his ass while my ex-wife sucked his cock. This was the height of his power and the depth of my humiliation.

My cock twitched horribly in my pants. Encased in a hard, plastic shell, my cock locked in chastity. It throbbed, trying to harden against the rigid walls of the cage. Karen found the item online after researching cuckolding. For $20.99 and overnight shipping, my cock was trapped in a plastic prison as I watched the women in my life give my enemy all of their attention.

I stifled a groan. The humiliation was worse if I made any noise. It shamed me to admit that sometimes I am so starved for attention, I make those noises just to be degraded.

Suddenly, the baby monitor on the table next to me squawked. Kurt grunted, looked over at me, and I scooped up the little white box. On the other end, little Howard, named after Kurt's father and my mentor, began to cry.

I turned off the monitor and stood up, my encased cock bobbing heavily between my legs. Kurt sneered as Brandy looked up from his cock, her face shiny with spit. She was no longer pregnant, having given birth to little Howie six months ago, but her breasts were still large and leaking with milk. She smiled and winked at me, lifted Kurt's shaft, and shoved her face into his balls, mewling happily. Karen continued to eat Kurt's ass as he growled at me.

"Shouldn't you be checking on him?" Kurt growled, then grunted happily as Karen dug deep between his ass cheeks with her tongue.

"Yes, Kurt," I said, and I walked out of the room, leaving the sounds of the slurping, wet worship behind me.

I slipped into the nursery. Howie was in bed, squalling. I picked him up and could tell he was wet, and I set him down on the changing table, looking at the little boy. He had Brandy's dark hair, but his eyes had my shape. We hadn't done a paternity test, but it was pretty obvious. Howard was mine.

I knew the idea rankled Kurt, and that gave me a little glimmer of pride. He may have taken my wife and girlfriend, but Howard was my son. After we had come to our...arrangement, it had been agreed. I would work from home and take over the day to day care of Howie. Brandy was also home, but I wasn't allowed to touch her while Karen and Kurt went to work. Brandy took advantage of that, often wearing nothing but panties and Kurt's oversized shirts that barely contained her milk-laden breasts. She also made it a point to breastfeed Howie in front of me, letting me look at her huge, motherly breasts knowing I would never be able to have them again.

It was torture, but deep down, I knew it was my place. This was the trap I had set for myself, and there was no going back. I couldn't even imagine a life of vanilla sex with someone besides Karen or Brandy. They were my life.

I finished changing Howie, gave him a bottle of expressed breast milk that Brandy had stored, and set him back down to sleep. I was eager to get back out to the living room and see what was happening. Even though I couldn't get hard, I could still feel the excitement pumping through my blood. I needed to see Kurt with my girls. I needed to see him please them and dominate them in ways I never could.

Therefore, I was surprised when I came out of the room, and Karen was standing there in nothing but a thin robe, smiling.

"How's Howie?" she said.

From the living room, I could hear Brandy crying, and I was distracted by her words.

"Oh, Kurt! That's it, baby! You're so good to me, baby! I love you!"

"Hey," Karen said and slid her ample body against me. "I asked you a question."

She rubbed her warm breasts against me, her thigh bumping the hard case of my cage and making me groan.

"He's fine," I moaned. Karen grinned.

"Good." She kissed me. I tasted sweat and smelled the animal odor of Kurt's ass on her breath. I whimpered but accepted her tongue in my mouth, the same tongue that she had stuck in Kurt's asshole. The idea of it always made my stomach clench, but I fought back the feeling, just grateful to feel Karen's lips on mine.

"We need to talk," she said and took my hand. I followed her weakly to my small room.

The room had once been my office. Now, next to the  desk and computer, was a small twin bed shoved up against the wall shared with the master bedroom. It was positioned perfectly so I could hear Kurt fuck Karen and Brandy every night while I lay, locked in chastity on my bed.

Karen pushed me down on the bed, then slid down next to me. It had been weeks since I had been this close to her. Her sweet musky scent overwhelmed my senses, and I became hyper-aware of her skin touching mine, the beads of sweat on her breasts, the feel of her fingers as she trailed them down my belly to my locked up cock.

"So, is this painful?" she said, flicking my cage. I groaned in agony.

"Yes," I murmured. "Very painful."

"Do you want out?"

My heart beat faster. It had been a week since I had been let out, a week since I'd been able to feel anything but the cramped pain of my cock filling with blood but being unable to get release.

"Y...yes," I said.

"Tell me, Miles," Karen said as she took a small gold key from the pocket of her robe. She slid the edge of the key up my ball sac. The metal's cold edge made my balls clench, and my cock twitched in its plastic case. "Is this what you really want?"

"Yes," I moaned, thinking she meant the release I would get when she took out my cock. "Yes!"

"I mean," she said, slowly sliding the key over my balls and stomach. "This life? Taking care of Howie, cleaning Kurt's cum out of my pussy, only getting to cum when we allow you to. Is this the life you wanted?"

"I..." Is this the life I wanted? It certainly wasn't what I had envisioned. I had always wanted the beautiful, loving wife. The nice house, the good job, and two or three kids.

Those old dreams faded away. I wanted nothing except to enjoy the smell of Karen's musk and the small key sliding up and down my body, so close to freeing my flesh.

"Do you want me to keep fucking Kurt?"

"I don't know," I whimpered. I didn't know anything.

"Because it's the only way, Miles. It's the only way to stay with me. I could never go back to being unhappy and having horrible sex with you."

I cried tears of frustration and pain. My cock yearned to be free, and the shame only made it worse. I deserved this. I had made Karen and Brandy so unhappy. I knew now that it was torture, a torture I deserved.

"No," I moaned. "I don't want that."

"Me either. I belong to Kurt now," she said. "Do you understand?" 

"Yes, I understand," I moaned.

"Then, tell me this is what you want," she said. "You want Kurt to have me anytime and anywhere he wants. And when he's done, you clean me up. Because you'll never leave me, right? Not like you left Brandy?"

"No," I grunted, twisting on the bed. Karen had never been like this before, so forceful, so truthful. "No, I'll never leave you."

"That's good," she said and slid the tiny key in the tiny lock. "Then say it. Tell me this is what you want."

"This is what I want!" My hips were twitching on the bed. "This is what I want!"

Karen unlocked the lock, and my cock fell free. For a moment, I could feel nothing but pain as the blood rushed to the flesh, filling my shaft. Then, with a jump, my cock sprang to life. Karen giggled.

"I knew it. I fucking knew it!"

"Knew what?" I asked, my mind entirely focused on the pleasure of having my cock freed.

"I knew this is what you wanted. You want to have me but not have me. It's so crazy!"

"I'm crazy," I said and turned my face to the side. Karen reached out her hand and turned my head to look her in the eyes.

"No, not crazy. You want what you want. Just like I want what I want."

"And you want Kurt?"

"Oh yes," she smiled and looked at the door as if he was standing there. "Oh, I do want him. I love him."

The pain crushed me. To hear those words from Karen's lips pressed down upon me and I asked myself again,

Why do I stay?

"But that's not what I was talking about," Karen giggled and snuggled closer to me.

"Then what?" I croaked. It was painful to speak.

"You, Miles," she said as if it was obvious. "I wanted to talk about you. I need Kurt, but I need you too, Miles. Brandy does too. Do you understand?"

"No," I said, and the tip of Karen's finger slid over my twitching shaft. "No, I don't."

"You give us unconditional love," Karen stroked my cock with just her thumb and forefinger. Not a real handjob, just enough to stimulate my glans. It didn't matter. After a week in chastity, it felt like heaven.

"You care for us no matter what we do. We can have Kurt anytime we want, but you will be there when we need someone to comfort us. You'll take care of us, even though we love Kurt."

I understood. I could give her and Brandy what Kurt couldn't. Kindness and devotion. Both of those things they desperately needed. I would be there for them, no matter the pain or the anger I felt.

"You'll take care of us," she whispered in my ear. "Me, Brandy, and our children."

I groaned as she thumbed the head of my cock. It was drooling precum, and she kept working it over and over, using as little of her hand as she needed to tease me to orgasm. I could barely think, but something about her words rang a bell inside my brain.

"Our children?" I asked.

Karen giggled softly and kissed my earlobe, the intimate touch sending a spike of pleasure to my balls.

"Yes, silly," Karen said. "I'm pregnant. Howie's going to have a little brother or sister, and this time..."

Her fingers made a small 'O', and she circled my cock, stroking me fast and light, but it was enough to make my pent up cum boil to the surface.

"This time, it's all Kurt's."

I cried out and squirted a shameful stream of cum on my belly and chest. Karen laughed and continued to stroke me as her words solidified in my mind. Karen was pregnant with Kurt's baby, and there was no way it was mine. It was all Kurt's, all of it. He had taken everything from me, and all I had gotten was a quick handjob at the end of a long week of chastity while Kurt took Karen's womb as his own. It was all over for me, I had already made my decision, and when Karen scooped up my wasted seed and fed it to me, I knew that this was my life. Kurt may have claimed Karen's body and her heart, but I had been claimed too. Karen had claimed me.

And there was no going back.

The End


Read on for the all-new Alternate Ending


Alternate Ending


Miles


Ilooked at the clock for the hundredth time. It was over an hour since Karen should have been home from work. No message and no text. Had she been held up at the office? Had she been in an accident? All of the usual thoughts went through my mind, but in my heart, I knew they were all wrong.

This could only mean one thing.

She was with Kurt.

I sat in my small office, looking at the phone and the clock, wondering what to do. She was clearly with him even after we had agreed that she would end it. Had she even ended it? I remembered the night she had come home, exhausted after telling Kurt it was over. I remembered the way she had controlled my cock, forcing me to orgasm.

Was she avoiding sex with me?

I didn't want to believe it, but I knew it was true when I looked at the clock. She had fucked Kurt that day, a goodbye fuck so good she'd been unable to summon the energy to be with me. And now it looked like it wasn't a goodbye at all, but just another in a long line of betrayals and humiliations.

Even as the poisonous emotions overcame my brain, I felt the hot, toxic lust well up inside my body. I was rock hard. The shame only fed my desire, and I couldn't help it. I freed my cock and took it in my hand, stroking it. That wasn't enough, however. I needed to know what she was doing. I needed to see.

Frustrated, I let my throbbing cock go and leaned back in my chair. I was still wondering what to do when Brandy called.

"What is it, Brandy?" I snapped into the phone.

"I know where they are, Miles," she said. "I know where Kurt and Karen are."

I shot up from my chair, my cock dripping with anticipation.

"Where?" I said. "Where are they, Brandy?"

"At the office, of course," Brandy said, and the giggle in her voice infuriated me. "You should come down here, Miles, and see for yourself."

With those words still ringing in my ears, she hung up.

I don't remember the ride to the office. My cock was throbbing so hard, and all I could think about was Karen sucking and fucking, wet and wasted on some desk somewhere. She had lied to me, betrayed me in the worst possible way, but I couldn't fight my lust anymore. I needed her.

The office was dark when I got there, but the doors were open as if they knew I was coming, and they welcomed me in. I could hear them before I saw them, and it was worse than I thought. Wet smacks of raw flesh and my Karen's cries echoed through in the dark office.

"Yes, fuck me, Kurt! Fuck your tight little pussy, baby! I need you so bad!"

I peered around a corner of a cubicle, and I saw them, lit by the warm light of an office lamp. Karen was on her back, her legs spread wide as Kurt's glistening, muscled body pounded into her, thrusting his thick cock deep into her pussy. Her vibrant red hair was spread out across the desk, and she thrashed her head back and forth, crying out Kurt's name.

"I'm cumming for you, Kurt! I'm cumming, baby!"

My heart broke as I watched the woman I loved buck and twitch on the desk, overcome by a pleasure I could never give her. She needed Kurt more than she needed me. It was obvious how she accepted him, urged him on with her flesh, and came on his powerful cock. I could never make her feel this way, and it was all I could do to stay standing as my whole world collapsed again.

I felt a presence behind me, and I started, feeling soft hands slip around my waist and pulling me back, back into a soft, warm body that was both familiar and alien to me.

"I knew you'd come," Brandy murmured and reached a hand around my body to cup my hard cock. "Like what you see?"

"Brandy? What's... what's happening?"

"Isn't it obvious?" she sneered. "Your little girlfriend is cheating on you. And she loves it."

"No!" I cried, but it was true. Karen was crying out in pleasure, the same pleasure I'd seen her have when she was with Kurt in the hotel room. But, this was different. She wasn't just fucking him. Her eyes were glazed over, and they never left Kurt's face. She was looking at him, not with lust but something deeper, something warmer. Something I'd never seen before.

Total and complete adoration.

"You see it, don't you?" Brandy cooed in my ear. "You see that look on her face?"

My knees grew weak. Brandy was the pregnant one, yet she helped me to the floor. I fell back against her, the musky scent of sex and breast milk pulling me down. I was unable to fight as she freed my cock from my pants.

"Poor Miles," she whimpered, the hint of cum and spit on her breath. "I tried to warn you."

She gripped my cock between thumb and forefinger, stroking me gently.

"But you wouldn't listen, would you?" she said.

Karen cried out as she came again. I watched in horror as Kurt's thick flesh spread Karen's pink lips, pumping in and out of her pussy, his hard body smacking wetly into her helpless flesh.

"It's over, Miles!  She belongs to Kurt now. Look at her!"

Brandy hissed the last words in my ears, the poison making it impossible to think.

"She's his now, Miles, all his, and there's nothing you can do about it."

Tears stung my eyes, and the pain built in my heart. Karen, excited from her orgasm, lifted her face to Kurt and gave him a passionate kiss, her legs wrapping around his thick body and pulling him even further into her.

"I'm still your wife, Miles," Brandy said as she pumped my turgid cock. "I'll take care of you."

I began to sob.

"It's okay, baby," Brandy cooed in my ear. "I'm here for you. I still want you,  just like Kurt wants Karen. Just relax and watch as he destroys your slutty bitch of a girlfriend."


Karen


Ididn't even know Miles was there, not until Kurt broke our kiss. I continued to search out his lips, never wanting our connection to end.

"Your little boyfriend is here," Kurt said. "He's watching you right now."

"No!" I gasped, and Kurt punched his cock deep inside, making me scream.

I turned my head, and through my tears of pleasure, I saw Miles. He was sitting on the floor, cradled in Brandy's arms, her hand pumping his small, hard cock. I felt a flash of anger as I watched her touch my boyfriend, then it was swept away by Kurt hammering deep inside me, and another orgasm thrashed through my body.

"Oh, God! I'm cumming!" I screamed, and I was lost in my orgasm.

Miles was crying now, but his body was twitching under Brandy's hand. He was as turned on as I had ever seen him.

"Tell Miles you're sorry," Kurt snarled in my ear. "Tell him you're sorry that you want me more than you want him!"

"No, please!" I cried. "I can't!"

"Do it!" Kurt yelled and slammed into me again and again. "Do it! Tell him!"

His cock reached deep into my core, and I couldn't think of anything but his flesh burning me up inside. He was right. He was better than Miles could ever hope to be.

"I'm sorry, Miles!" I screamed. "I'm so sorry! I want his cock more than you!"


Miles


"I'm sorry, Miles! I'm so sorry! I want his cock more than you!"

The words penetrated deep in my heart and I sobbed as Brandy stroked me. Karen was gone, giving into Kurt's powerful fucking and there was nothing I could do about it.

Kurt continued to saw his thick cock in and out of my girlfriend's willing body. She shook and twitched on top of the desk, and I knew those movements. I knew she was close to cumming again, and I felt my orgasm rising to meet hers.

"I love you, Karen!" Kurt said, and the words stabbed my heart. "Tell me you love me!"

"No!" she shook her head. Brandy hugged me tight against her heavy, pregnant body and began to stroke me as hard and fast as she could. "No, I can't!"

"Say it!" Kurt grunted like an animal. "Say it!"

Karen couldn't hold back her feelings anymore; she lifted her legs and wrapped them around Kurt's hard body. Her ankles locked behind his back and pulled him in, and she screamed.

"I love you! I love you!"

"No!" I cried. Brandy gripped the base of my cock painfully, and my back bowed against her body. Suddenly, my cock squirted a long, thin jet of cum out onto the floor.

Brandy murmured to me, and I could hear her soft words slip through Karen's piercing cries. "That's it, just let it out, Miles. Just let it all go. It's over now. It's over."

I continued to buck and twitch on the floor as Brandy milked every drop of cum from my balls.

Karen was no longer aware of me. She was focused only on Kurt and his thick cock pounding into her, his heavy balls slapping against her buttocks as he stabbed hard and deep. The pleasure and pain of my orgasm receded even as Kurt's ass clenched. He howled at the ceiling as he came deep inside the woman I loved. I couldn't cry anymore. My tears had drained away with my orgasm. I fell back against Brandy, trembling against her soft, warm body.


Karen


"Ilove you! I love you!"

"No!"

I heard Miles scream as Kurt continued to pound inside of me, working towards his own, powerful orgasm. Kurt didn't know that I hadn't been talking to him when I had said those words. I had been speaking to the man I loved.

Miles.

But, Miles didn't know that either and despite the pain in my heart, Kurt's body was driving me to climax again. Miles, my poor Miles, thought he had lost me. The pain must be excruciating, but my agony was overwhelmed by another thunderous orgasm.

"That's it, Karen!" Kurt growled down at me. "You're mine now!"

I clung to him, unable to speak as his body tensed on top of me and he let loose with a thick load of cum into my body. I writhed and moaned in agony and pleasure as Kurt coated my womb with his seed. Finally, it was over and he laid his heavy body on top of me. He tried to kiss me, but I pushed out from underneath him, sliding across the table and onto the floor.

I walked on unsteady legs as Kurt called to me, but I ignored him. All I could focus on was Brandy nuzzling my boyfriend's ear and rubbing his cock gently. Miles was still crying, his face pillowed on Brandy's milk-laden breasts, like a baby seeking comfort in his mother. The scene enraged me like nothing ever had in my life and I bent down and pulled on Miles's limp arm, dragging him away from his ex-wife.

"Brandy?" Miles said and looked up at me with bleary, red eyes, no longer aware of his surroundings. "What are you doing?"

"Taking you home." I said.

Brandy lunged forward and grabbed Miles around the chest.

"You can't!" she cried. "He's mine!"

I lashed out with my hand and my palm cracked against Brandy's cheek. I never would have hit a pregnant woman, but Brandy was an exception.

"You have your own man, bitch!" I hissed. "Go fuck him if you want him. I sure don't!"

"Karen?" Kurt said, bewildered. "What do you mean?"

I helped Miles to his feet. Poor guy, he had just gotten all he wanted and it was too much. Way too much. He could barely stand.

"I did this all for Miles," I said, as I grabbed our clothes while trying to keep Miles from falling. While it wasn't the complete truth, it was true enough for Kurt. "I never loved you. It was just sex."

Miles looked at me and comprehension dawned on his handsome face.

"Really?" he said as if he had woken up from a nightmare. "You mean that?"

"Yes," I murmured. "I love you. I'm sorry this went too far."

"No!" Kurt shouted and rose to his feet, a Greek God come to life. "You don't mean that. You love me!"

I turned to Kurt and grinned at him.

"What? You think a nice body and a big cock can get you anything you want?" I gave him a scornful laugh. "It may have worked on that slut, but it didn't work on me."

I gestured to Brandy who was sitting on the floor, her hand on her cheek and a shocked expression on her face.

"He's all yours now, bitch!" I said as Miles and I limped past her. "Good fucking luck!"

Miles and I left the office, battered and bruised, like two weary soldiers who had survived a battle. I looked back and saw Kurt and Brandy staring at each other in silent shock as they realized that they had gotten what they wanted and it was not at all what they expected. I laughed with joy and even Miles chuckled as we left the building and headed for home.

The End
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