
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming Karen: Part 1

By Manus Dare

Copyright © 2020 by Manus Dare

All rights reserved.


Claiming Karen: Part 1

Miles

Miles

Karen

Karen

Karen

Karen

Karen

Miles

Miles

Karen

Karen

Miles

Karen


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

I woke 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

I had 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.”


Karen

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 when 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

I was 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 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 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

I was 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

I was 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 focus 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 got 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.

“Brandy!” 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.”

End Part One
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