
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming Brandy: Part 2

By Manus Dare



Copyright © 2019 by Manus Dare.

All rights reserved.

Connect with me in the following ways:

Website: manusdare.com

Email: manusdarewrites@gmail.com

Twitter: @DareManus


Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Miles

Brandy

Thank You!

Other Works by Manus Dare

The Wrong Brother

The Game

Taken While Hubby Watches Series

Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales

Holiday Cuckold Collection


Miles

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

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

And my wife was the sexiest creature on the planet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just like the good old days.

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

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

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

“Really?”  She said with disingenuous innocence.

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

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

I meant to make up for it now.

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

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

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

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

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

“When did you get these?”

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

“Yeah?” I said. “Just for me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smiled down at me and ruffled my hair.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you all right?”

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

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

“Well, I’m not gone yet.” I said.

“No.” She grinned and gave my cock a squeeze. “You are definitely here.”

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


Brandy

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

Kurt.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Miles hissed as his cock sprang free.

It’s so much smaller than Kurt’s.

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

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

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

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

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

Miles. I thought. Focus on Miles!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Wow!" He said. "That was…"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It had to be enough.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Miles

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You sure everything is alright?” I said.

She smiled.

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

I pulled on my pants and shirt.

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

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

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

“I’d like that.”

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

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

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

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

I groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s nothing.” She said. “Just Mom checking up on us.”

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

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

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

“When am I going to get a grandchild?”

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

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

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

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

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

Brandy squeezed my hand.

“It can wait.”

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

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

“You changed your shampoo again?”

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

“Oh, I kind of liked it.”

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

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

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

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

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

“OK.” She said and she kissed me.

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

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

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

“I love you too.” I said.

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


Brandy

Would you stop texting me!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

How did that fit inside me?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No.

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

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

I gritted my teeth.

No. Stop texting.

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

I should have known better.

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

Did you get the flowers?

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

That's when the doorbell rang.

I looked up from my phone, my heart hammering.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Brandy McCabe?”

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

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

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

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

I led him into the entryway.

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

“Sorry.” The kid mumbled.

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

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

“Right here would be great.” I said.

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

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

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

“Wait! Let me get you a tip!”

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

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

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

Your man? I thought.

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

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

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

-Kurt

Fuck! I thought.

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

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

Turn off the phone!

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

“Miles?” I said, bewildered.

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

I nearly dropped the phone.

“What?” I said. “You knew?”

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

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

“Yes.” I said softly. “I love them.”

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

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

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

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

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

“O...ok.” I said. “I will when I get off the phone.”

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

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

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

“Ok.” I said.

“I love you, Brandy.”

“I love you, too.” I said.

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

My phone vibrated in my hand like a rattlesnake.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He sent me a winking smiley face.

I know. I texted. He just called.

He did? What a good husband.

I could feel the sarcasm through the phone.

So, how about lunch?

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

No. I texted back. No way in hell.

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

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

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

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

Too late. It said.

What did that mean, too late?

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

Oh shit. I thought. What now?

***

Another delivery person was standing at the door. He was older than the flower guy, with long hair held in place by a red Grubster hat. In his hands he was carrying a bag with a Grubster logo on the side.

“Hello, is this the McCabe residence?”

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

“I have food from Le Rouge.” He said and began to open the bag.

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

I also remember the price tag.

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

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

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

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

“Ok.” I said. “That seems very nice.”

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

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

He looked down at the ticket again.

“No need. It’s already been added.”

Of course it had. Kurt had taken care of everything. I was beginning to understand that Kurt was the kind of man who never let details slip when it came to women. It was probably one of the reasons that he had a new girl on his arm every week.

He’s also built like a greek god! Don’t forget that!

How could I forget when I had a picture of the god himself on my phone?

I wandered back to the dining room table, the food warm in my arms. I couldn’t believe the attention Kurt was lavishing upon me. Why the full court press? I had assumed the rendezvous at the Plaza had been Kurt’s way of hurting my husband. His way to prove that he could have what he wanted, when he wanted, even if it was his employee’s wife.

But this? This was excessive. I laid out the boxes and opened up each one and the delectable smell of French cooking filled the dining room. There were mushrooms sauteed in oil and garlic, seared chicken in a hearty red sauce, and a beautiful, multi-colored ratatouille as a side dish.

I stood there looking down at all that food, shocked into paralysis.

That’s when the doorbell rang again.

What now? I thought as I stomped down the hall.

This was too much. The flowers, the food, the texts. I didn’t know how much more I could take. I was flattered, but I was also angry as I pulled open the door, expecting to see yet another delivery person standing outside the door.

Instead, it was Kurt, a bottle of wine his hands. He grinned down at me and my knees wobbled.

Shit, shit, shit.

The word repeated itself over and over in my mind. Kurt stood there, enjoying my shock and surprise.

“So,” He said. “Ready to eat?”

***

“What are you doing?” I cried.

"What?" He said, grinning. "I’m hungry."

"That's bullshit and you know it!" I shouted.

"Brandy." Kurt said, his voice smooth and calm. "Are you sure you want to be screaming like this?"

He looked around at the houses next door.

"What will the neighbors think?" He looked down at me and only then did I realize that I was still in my robe with nothing but a thin nightie on underneath. I gripped the edges and pulled it closed.

"I don't give a fuck!" I yelled, even though I knew how bad it looked.

"Ok, ok." Kurt said and held up his hands in a calming gesture. One still held the wine which I noticed, looked expensive. "I get it. You're mad."

"Damn right I am." I said but his acknowledgement of my feelings took away some of the anger, leaving me free to feel the ridiculousness of my situation.

"Look." He said and glanced nervously at the neighbors' doors. "I'm sorry, alright? I know I went too far. I just want lunch. Ok?"

I suddenly realized that Kurt was embarrassed too. The great flatterer, the healthy specimen of male virility, the hot ass wooer of women was actually embarrassed? I gave him my most evil smile.

"Lunch, really?" I said. "We both know how that worked out last time."

"Yeah." He smiled sheepishly. "I remember. I haven't been able to forget it."

He said the words with such genuine longing, I felt my heart beat a little faster. Could it be? Could he really be feeling something for me?

"Stop it." I snapped and looked up at him, his smug smile gone and a look of vulnerable boyishness on his face. I finally risked a glance at our neighbors, wondering if anyone was home and if they were watching this scene as it played out on our front porch. Finally, I gave in to the pressure.

“Fine.” I said and stepped aside. “Just lunch. Then you leave.”

Kurt grinned like a schoolboy. God! That smile. I shivered inside, shaking it off as  Kurt slid by me, the masculine scent of his cologne burning my nose. I took a moment to notice that he was wearing tight jeans and a lovely silk shirt that accentuated his tall, muscular body. I watched him as he sauntered down the hallway, looking at his finely muscles ass..

Get it together, Brandy!

I shook my head, closed the door and followed Kurt into the dining room.

Unfortunately, the table looked like it had been set up just for him. I knew what was going through his mind as he took in the sight of the flowers in the center of the table and the open boxes of food waiting to be eaten. Kurt reached out and stroked the sunflower with the same long fingers that had stroked my pussy not so long ago. I shivered at the memory.

"You kept them." Kurt said, turning to me. "I thought you would throw them out."

"I should have." I said petulantly, then relented. "But, they are pretty. And Miles did help you pick them out."

"That he did." Kurt said his voice neutral. "I’ll be honest. I would not have chosen sunflowers."

"Yeah?" I said and moved around the table. The way my heart was racing, I thought it best to keep the solid wood between us.

"Yeah." Kurt said as he absently fondled the yellow petals. "I've just never been into yellow."

He looked at the flowers in their basket and nodded to himself. Then, he looked at me.

"I can see the attraction." He smiled and I blushed. "They light up the room. Kind of like you, Brandy."

It was a line, I knew it was a line, but it still made my heart hiccup.

"Really Kurt?" I laughed and he looked back at the flowers with a sheepish grin. "You've already had me. Do you really need to try and flatter me? Seems kind of unnecessary."

Kurt nodded.

"It's not like that, Brandy." Kurt said. "What I did...well...I shouldn't have done it. I mean...I wanted to, but I shouldn't have done it that way."

"Well, it's the only way it was going to happen." I said.

"I'm sorry." He said. "I just wanted to be with you. And, now that I have, I just needed to see you again."

"You've seen me." I said raising my arms, indicating my body. "Had enough?"

Kurt looked like he was struggling for something to say. Finally, he raised his hands in surrender.

"Yes, you win." He said. "Is it ok if we just, you know, sit and eat?"

I could have gotten rid of him then, he was in such an awkward state. I should have gotten rid of him, just like I should have deleted that damn picture on my phone. But, I didn't. He had dropped his charm and stood there looking vulnerable and meek. I had never seen him like that before, except when he was ten years old. My heart went out to him despite my misgivings.

"Fine." I said. "We can eat. Then you really have to go."

"I understand." Kurt said and gave me a grateful smile. "I promise."

I left Kurt in the dining room and hurried to the bedroom. I shut the door and fell back against the wood, suddenly light-headed. I took deep breaths until my head cleared. Once I felt steady enough, I began to wonder what to wear. I didn't want to signal my desire for this man I was supposed to despise, so I decided on simple jeans, not too tight, and a blue t-shirt tucked into the waistband. It was far from shapeless, but showed off the round swell of my breasts without being too sexy.

Finally, I self-consciously checked myself in the mirror, thought about pulling my dark, unruly waves of hair into a ponytail, but decided against it. I didn't want Kurt to think I was trying too hard. In the end I didn't even brush it, just raked my fingers through the thick waves. When I looked in the mirror one last time, I was pleasantly surprised by the cute way my uncombed hair framed my face.

What the hell are you doing?

I was dressing for yet another date and taking far too much time doing it.  A blush crept to my cheeks

This time was different, however. This time, Miles's job was secure. Kurt wasn't holding all of the cards.

"Brandy?" Kurt called, interrupting my thoughts.

"Y...yes?" I called back.

"You have a corkscrew?"

The wine. It wasn't a good idea to drink, but I was shaking so badly, a little alcohol seemed like a good idea. I found Kurt in the kitchen, snooping through the drawers, the wine bottle gripped  in his other hand. I gently pushed him aside, trying to ignore the heat from his body. I opened a drawer and pulled a corkscrew from among the other miscellaneous utensils.

"Perfect." Kurt said and plucked the corkscrew from my hands.

The bastard had made himself comfortable in my short absence. He had moved the boxes of food around the table, setting them up according to the different courses. As I set plates down, on opposite sides of the table, Kurt busied himself by dishing out the food. It was surreal, seeing this good-looking man serving me in my own home.

"Madam." Kurt said as he whipped out a napkin from somewhere like a magician. I sat down in my seat as he leaned over me.

He took his time as he laid the napkin in my lap and let me get another dash of his amazing scent.

"I got it." I laughed, pushing him away.

"Of course, Madam." He said good naturedly and slid gracefully into his seat. He made no move to be closer to me, which I was grateful for.

Kurt took the wine bottle and spent some quiet minutes as he worked the foil up over the top and dug the screw into the tender cork. My face felt hot as I watched his strong hands grip the bottle and I had a flash of him stabbing me with his cock, driving his flesh deep inside of me the way he drove the corkscrew into the bottle. My mouth was suddenly dry and my heart was pounding fast. It was intolerable. Kurt hadn’t even done anything and here I was as nervous as a schoolgirl.

I was so lost in my fear, I jumped as Kurt popped the cork. He looked at me and shrugged.

“Sorry.” He said.

“No.” I said and tried to laugh off my fear. “I’m just...I’m just a little nervous.”

“Really?” He said and he took a glass and filled it half full of wine, then slid the glass over to me. “Why?”

“Why?” I snorted. “Why do you think?”

I grabbed the wine and took a big swallow. It was dry and sharp and instantly melted on my tongue. It was the best wine I had ever had in my life! For a moment, I was distracted by the heady aroma and the bite of really good liquor on my senses.

“Kurt, you blackmailed me!” I finally spluttered. “You blackmailed me. You fucked me. Then you sent Miles away. And you sent a goddamned naked picture to me where my husband could have seen it!”

Kurt sipped his wine calmly, but I could see his smile just under the red liquid. He licked his lips, which were stained red by the grape, and set the cup back down on the table.

“Did you delete the picture?” He asked.

My mouth opened in shock. I felt my face grow red and I looked down at the plate of food. Instead of answering, I stabbed my fork into a piece of chicken.

“I take that as a no.”

“That’s beside the point!” I said and waved my fork at him, the piece of chicken dangling from the tines. “I did delete it. I will delete it.”

“I’m just joking, Brandy.” He said and held up his hands. “Really, I’m just messing with you.”

“Well stop it you...you…” I struggled for the right words. “You overgrown manchild.”

It was weak, I knew it was weak and Kurt did too. We sat staring at each other for a moment. The chicken gave up the fight and fell from the fork and plopped onto the table with a gentle splat.

I don’t know who started laughing first. It was probably me. I just couldn’t hold it in anymore. The whole situation was ludicrous. My laugh went from giddy to hysterical. Kurt was laughing too. That is, he was laughing until my giggles turned into tears and I bent my head forward and covered my face with my hands.

“Hey.” Kurt said and got up from his seat. “Hey, it’s all right.”

I felt his strong, warm hands rest on my shoulders. I tried to shrug him off, but I was weak. Like a child trying to act tough. Kurt kept his hands on my shoulders and waited for my tears to subside.

“It’s all right.” He said and I felt even worse. I was being comforted by the man who had ruined me. Yet, his deep voice calmed me. My breathing came easier and the tears stopped. I took a deep breath and raised my head.

“What did you do to me?” I said and Kurt looked surprised.

“Do?” He said. “You know what I did. I gave you pleasure. More pleasure than Miles could ever give you.”

“Stop.” I moaned. “Please, just stop.”

Kurt nodded, reached over and picked up the wine bottle. He refilled my glass, his large, masculine body behind me. I could feel the heat off of his skin, a heat that was flaring everywhere inside of me.

Suddenly, I wanted his hands on me, all over me. But, if I did that, I would be admitting that I needed him and that was something I could not do.

I reached out a shaking hand and took another long drink of wine. It was good. Very good. Dry and tangy, it evaporated on my tongue and sent a warmth through my body that settled into my limbs. The butterflies in my stomach quieted.

Kurt stood behind me, warm hands on my shoulders. As my body relaxed he lifted his hands and turned to move away. My arm shot out and, without thinking, I grabbed his hand.

"Wait." I said.

Kurt stopped and looked down at me. There was a shadow of a smile on his face. He had known this would happen. My mind screamed at me to drop his hand. If he had spoken in that moment, I would have. I would have dropped his hand and maybe, maybe everything else would have turned out differently.

He didn't speak though. He reached down with his other hand and turned my face upwards. He bent forward and kissed me. I tasted wine and musk on his tongue, a hint of sweat where it had beaded on his upper lip. His tongue eased forward. He took his time and teased my tongue from my mouth. My lips opened and I took him in, taking a long pull of him like he was a strong liquor. My nose tickled and my lips burned, but I kept drinking from him as if I was dying of thirst.

Finally, our kiss came to an end. Kurt pulled back and locked his green eyes onto mine.

"I've wanted you since I was sixteen years old."

My confused mind ran through my memories. Sixteen years old. I remembered vaguely that Kurt's mother had just left. Noone really knew the whole story behind that, but Howard had never remarried and never talked about it.

Kurt had been tall and gangly and his face had a rash of pimples. It was a very brief, very awkward stage.

"Really?" I shook my head, not believing it. I had been in my mid-twenties. If I had ever thought of Kurt, it was as that cute, gangly kid who hardly spoke when we had dinner at Howard's house.

"Believe it." He said.

I did believe it. It suddenly made sense. This wasn't just another conquest for him. It was a fantasy, a desire that had been lingering for over ten years. The thought of that, of being desired by this man, of being wanted by him, made the lust rise like a hot snake in my guts.

He kissed me again and I kissed him back. Our wet lips and tongue explored each other. He guided my hand to him. He was hard under his pants, his flesh throbbing against my palm. I gasped at it, the thickness and the length of it. The sheer hardness of it.

“You are so hard!” I moaned into his mouth.

“For you, Brandy.” He said and my name hissed through his lips and lit my brain on fire. I lost myself in his kisses, the feel of his hard cock pulsing in his pants and the sharp smell of sex and sweat on his skin. I licked his neck, trying to taste his lust and my tongue came away salty.

He pushed me back, his strong hands on my neck.

“Tell me you want me.” He growled down at me. I continued to stroke him and he pulled away from me. He gave my head a little shake to show me he was in control. “Say it.”

“I can’t.” My eyes were misty. “I can’t do it.”

He growled, low and menacing, and pushed his crotch towards me. Strong fingers gripped my hair and he pulled me forward, smashing my face against the bulge in his pants. I whimpered, but didn’t fight it. I inhaled the scent of his crotch. Sweat and musk and animal lust overwhelmed my senses.

“Say it.”

“No.” I said and I looked up at him, pleading with my eyes. “You have to take me. You have to force me.”

Even as I said the words, I felt the lust, hot and insistent. Blood throbbing in my pussy and filling up my clit until it was painful and swollen. I needed him to take me, to ravage me, the way he had in the hotel room. I couldn’t give myself to him, not the way he wanted. Kurt grunted in frustration and pulled me to my feet by my hair and neck and threw me against the dining room table. He held me down with one hand, his arm sweeping the fine French cuisine aside. The basket of yellow flowers quivered as Kurt shoved his body against mine, pinning me there with his manhood.

“Take you?” He said. “Is that what you want, you little tease?”

“Yes!” I cried, tears streaming down my cheeks. “Yes! Please! Take me! Do it!"

This is what I had needed from Miles, but my husband had not been capable of giving that to me. Even with his renewed sex drive, he could not force me to like it, not the way the Kurt could.

“You are a nasty little slut!” He said and slapped my ass. It hurt, even through my jeans and I howled. I moved forward and watched as the sunflowers shook back and forth. Kurt hit me again and the pain spread through my whole ass cheek.

This is what I needed. This is what I deserved.

I was helpless against his strength. I couldn't fight it. I was a terrible wife and I knew it. By making Kurt take me, I tried to absolve myself of the blame. If he forced me to accept him, if he forced me to like it, it wasn't my fault. I was finally able to let go.

Kurt grunted and tore my jeans down over my sore ass. My flesh was exposed to the cold air. I refused to look at him, to acknowledge his power. Instead, I stared at the shaking flowers, a gift from my husband and my attacker. My guilt and shame washed over me, but only added to my desire. Kurt continued to growl behind me and then I felt him, his thick cock battering at the sensitive entrance of my sex.

I howled in pain as he plunged forward. I was wet, but not loose, and his cruel thrust ripped me open. I didn’t mind the pain. I deserved it. I needed to be torn and punished.

I needed to be ruined.

"Urgh!" Kurt's angry grunt sent a spasm through my loins. His patience, already worn thin, was gone. He gripped my ass cheeks with hard fingers, dug them into my flesh and split me open like a ripe melon. “So, fucking tight! Miles must never fuck you!”

I said nothing, only whimpered, but I knew the truth. Miles had been fucking me, but his cock was smaller, less invasive. Nothing at all like Kurt’s throbbing cudgel which ripped me open and exposed the weeping, hot flesh inside. No matter how much Miles might try, he could never open me this way.

“Fuck!” Kurt grunted again and drove forward. The basket of sunflowers shook. a fragile yellow petal floated down to the table’s surface. I watched it through watery eyes as it drifted past my nose.

I struggled to breath as Kurt opened me and stretched me around his pulsing flesh. He planted a firm hand on my back and squashed my breasts flat against the table so I couldn’t squirm away from the exquisite torture of him fucking me.

“Take it, slut.” He hissed painfully through gritted teeth. “Take it!”

As if responding to his commands, my body opened up to him. I stood on the balls of my feet and raised my ass to give him better access. The tight walls of my pussy relaxed and accommodated Kurt’s  thick invader.

Kurt felt me relax. He lifted his hand from my back and gripped my hips. I gasped and raised up on my elbows. Kurt withdrew, then hammered forward and drove me into the table. My thighs smacked into the the wooden edge and bruised my muscles.

The dining room table, the place where I ate dinner with my husband, shook and creaked under our weight. The plates of forgotten food clattered as Kurt stabbed into me again and again. The sunflowers shook, and the yellow petals fell like snow in front of me. Then my eyes closed and I focused on Kurt’s flesh, pounding deep into my open, helpless sex.

The table rocked perilously as Kurt drove me into the surface. His heavy balls smacked against my ass, punctuating each thrust of his powerful body. His cock stretched me, pulled me inside out, than shoved me back in with each savage thrust.

My arms flailed across the tabletop, searching for something to hold onto. There was nothing except smashed chicken and dirty plates. The flowers rustled and spilled yellow petals onto the wood.

I screamed out in orgasm, my voice booming off the walls and ceiling and reflecting back to me. My own cries echoed in my ears. I’d never screamed like that in this house, I had never felt this good and I found the echo overwhelming.

Kurt didn't give me a chance to rest. He pulled my dark hair and bent me back like a bow. He thrust upwards and lifted me up on my toes. His hand wrenched my head sideways and his lips found mine. He held me there, fucking me from behind. My body twitched like a wounded animal on his thick spear.

I came again. I'd never cum like that. Miles could never penetrate me from behind like this. He wasn't big enough, or strong enough. Kurt was strong enough. God was he strong! He held me aloft and pounded my body into quivering jelly.

Kurt let me go and I fell to my feet. He swept an arm across the table, growling like an animal. Food and plates smashed to the floor. I moaned at the mess, at the violence, but I didn't fight. Kurt was in charge and he wanted to make a mess and that was what he was  going to do. I couldn't stop it.Then, he turned me around and pushed me onto my back.

Kurt pushed me down onto my back, lifting my feet high the air to remove what was left of my clothes. I sat up on the edge of the table and tried to remove his shirt. He bat my hands away, grunted and tore the shirt off. I explored his hot, tan skin with my lips. He maneuvered my mouth over his nipple and I licked and sucked the hard knob. My hands went down between us and took a hold of his cock. It was still wet from my pussy and I used both hands to stroke him.

Kurt pushed my exhausted body back onto the tabletop, smashing the yellow petals of the sunflowers beneath me. He bent over me and I gripped his thick arm muscles holding onto his body to keep my own limbs from trembling.

“That’s it.” He kissed the words into my mouth. “That’s a good girl.”

I returned the kiss gratefully and pulled his body down until his sweaty muscles rested against my tortured skin. My legs wrapped themselves around his waist. My heels dug into his hard buttocks and pulled him forward. His body was my salvation. It was all I wanted to think about.

“You want it, don’t you?” He said and I nodded.

He peeled my arms and legs away from his body and stood up. He loomed over me looking magnificent, like a statue come to glorious, warm-blooded life.

“Say it.” He ordered. “Tell me you want it.”

I moaned in despair. Not because it was true, but because of the way I missed the feel of his body. I shook my head and he pulled away from me, threatening to leave me, naked and alone, amongst the fallen sunflowers.

I couldn’t let that happen.

I wrapped my legs around his retreating body and held him there, staring into his green eyes.

“I want it.” I said softly.

Kurt smiled down at me.

“More than you want Miles?”

I groaned. I had given Kurt everything. My body and my pride. What more was there to hold onto?

Love. I was holding onto my love for Miles. Telling Kurt what he wanted to hear was spitting on that love. He was better than Miles, physically and sexually, but that didn’t make him a better man. I could hold onto that, use that. I could--

Kurt forced my legs open and pulled his flesh away from my burning body.

“No.” I whined. He was leaving me, Just like Miles had left me. Alone and unsatisfied.

“I’m leaving.” He said, but he ran the shaft of his cock up my wet slit. “I’m leaving unless you tell me what I want to hear.”

“Oh God!” I cried. My body humped on top of the table and my ass cheeks squeaked against the wet wood. “Why do you have to be so mean?”

“Mean?” He bent over me and closed a strong hand on my throat. “Mean? And what are you? Cheating on your husband, fucking his boss. You’re just using me, Brandy. Using me to help MIles. Using me to get off.”

The naked fury of his words seeped into my brain. Using him? No, it wasn’t like that. I hadn’t used him. He was using me. He had forced me, not the other way around.

However, my body sang a different tune. It wanted that thick shaft between my legs. I could feel it, so close yet so far away. I needed it to make my thoughts go away, to make me forget what I was doing. Like an addict who needed another hit to dull the pain.

God! I was using him! I knew he had wanted me. I had known this could happen, yet I had let him in. I had begged him to take me.

“Please.” I whimpered. I no longer knew what I was begging for, I just wanted an end to my pain.

“Please, Brandy.” Kurt echoed back to me. His voice was angry and desperate. Like a wounded child who really wanted something, but was angry at being made to beg for it.

“I want you.” I whispered finally. “I want you more than Miles.”

His hand loosened around my throat, but he didn’t let go.

“”Yeah?” He said. “You mean it?”

“Yes!” I moaned and I could feel what I needed. The head of his cock was nudging against my pussy. I reached down and guided him into me.

“Say it again.” He grunted.

“I want you more than Miles.” I moaned as his cock split me open again. “Please, Kurt. I want you so much more than my husband.”

“Good girl.” Kurt said and with a massive thrust he speared me all the way to my belly with his cock.

I screamed as he opened me, the fat head of his cock battering at the entrance to my womb. My whole body throbbed and hummed around him. He was better than Miles. God help me, I wanted him more that I had ever wanted my husband.

I had another orgasm as Kurt pounded me into the table. The sunflowers had long since fallen, the yellow petals mashed to pulp under my back. Kurt’s face was set in an intense snarl. He no longer cared about my pleasure. He was fucking me for himself now, pumping towards his own climax. The thought of his pleasure gave me another orgasm that ripped my entire body to shreds then reformed my flesh into warm, hot jelly around him. I was candle being melted down until all that was left was a puddle of wax.

That was when I felt Kurt's body tense. I suddenly realized what he was doing. He was going to come inside me! \I couldn't let him cum inside me. He could get me pregnant.

“Kurt! “ I cried out to stop him, but a savage thrust stole my breath away. His body beat harder between my legs. His heavy ball sack, filled with hot seed, slapped against the sensitive opening of my ass. The idea of it, instead of horrifying me, set off another chain reaction of pleasure coursing from my ass all the way up to my chest. Like an electric bolt snapping along my spine, my whole body twitched, tensed and finally exploded. My eyes rolled up inside my head until all I could see was my own lashes fluttering like butterflies at the edge of my vision.

Kurt pushed my legs back until I was bent nearly double, my feet twitching. His cock pushed even further into me, stabbing as deep as he could go.

I couldn't even scream when Kurt grunted above me and with one last powerful punch of of his cock stabbed deep into my belly. All I could do was gurgle and give way to yet another powerful orgasm. His cock expanded and I felt nothing but pumping lust. He was cumming, I knew that. Even as I imagined it's hot, seed spilling into my pussy, my body gave one more massive throb then was still.

Kurt collapsed on top of me. All of his vaunted strength gone as he gave everything to me. We both lay like that, naked on top of the dining room table.

“That was…” Kurt gasped, searching for the right words.

“Amazing.” I finished for him and he laughed, I laughed with him. There was no other word for it. It was amazing.

Kurt gave me a boyish grin.

“It was, wasn’t it?” He said and stroked my cheek. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

The words were not a line. This wasn't the boyish cocky Kurt who had seduced me. This was genuine and my heart wanted to hear it. I had touched him, deeper than I expected. He'd wanted me for years and now that he'd had me, I had surprised him. I had given him more pleasure than he had expected. Maybe more pleasure than any of his young, pretty girls had ever given him.

“Me either.” I said and I could tell by his blush that he was proud of his accomplishments. He seemed so young. “Miles never made me feel like that.”

Despite the stab of guilt at my conscience, I was happy when his face lit up in a delighted grin. He kissed me and pulled my tired body into a sitting position.

“I don’t want to leave.” He whispered.

“You…” I hesitated, feeling new guilt well up inside of me. “You don’t have to leave.”

Kurt kissed me again. His cock still seemed impossibly hard. I remembered he was younger than Miles. Still, even ten years ago, Miles would not have been able to maintain an erection.

“Show me to you’re bedroom.” Kurt murmured and ran his strong hands over my breasts, tweaking the pink nipples into life.

“My bedroom?”

Of course we couldn't stay in the dining room. Already I was feeling the bruises on my legs and back from being hammered into the table. The steady throb was almost pleasurable, but I knew the endorphins were keeping the worst of the pain at bay. Still, the bedroom sounded like a violation. The guilt I'd pushed back swam upwards again.

“Yes.” Kurt said his smug grin was back. “I want to fuck you on the bed you share with Miles.”

“Oh God!” I groaned, the words sending shivers of excitement through my crotch.

My groan turned into a shocked cry as Kurt lifted me off the table and held me in his arms.

“Show me.” He ordered and I turned away my head from him, but I held my hand up, pointing the way to my bedroom. Then, as naked as Adam and Eve in the garden, Kurt carried me to the bed I shared with my husband.


Miles

The Bad Wolf offices were one of those places that tried hard to be young and trendy and one of the few places where it actually worked. The whole building had been converted from an old warehouse. The inside had been decorated with hardwoods and bright colors which contrasted with the polished concrete floors.

I passed through a glass wall just inside the front entrance into a world of low couches and throw pillows. Young people sat around sipping expensive cups of coffee and talking very intensely about, I guessed, beer. It looked more like a growing internet company than a brewery.

The only thing that looked remotely businesslike was a tall counter pushed over to the side so as not to disturb the relaxation of the other employees. Sitting behind the desk was a thin woman with very severe looking horn rims attached behind her neck with a long, black chain. She looked like an old school marm or a librarian, even though she was probably no older than the rest of the group.

She definitely looked like she was in charge.

"Hello." I said. "I'm Miles McCabe. I'm here to meet Rod Wiley?"

The woman gave me a disapproving look, a look that seemed to be her most common expression, judging from the frown lines at the corners of her mouth.

She looked down at her screen for a moment, then back at me. A ghost of a smile nudged her lips slightly upwards.

"Of course, Mr. McCabe. Please have a seat. I'll let Mr. Wiley know you are here."

"Thank you so much." I grinned warmly and was rewarded with a curt nod of the woman's head.

I sank into a low, overstuffed couch and immediately felt uneasy. I looked around at the younger faces, wondering if they thought I looked as out of place as I felt, but everyone was too involved in their own conversations to notice me.

The chair was too comfortable and I found my thoughts roaming over my presentation. Ever since Kurt had told me of the account, I hadn't been able to get the three little pigs story out of my head. And that naturally led me to what a new company might need to do to get noticed in the national market. Sure, they could be the small, boutique company that differentiates itself from its competitors by filling a niche consumers want. But what if, what if, they actually wanted to go head to head with Anheuser-Busch or Miller? What did they have that the others didn't?

My thoughts wandered as I thought of Brandy at home I wondered what she was doing right now. I found myself wanting her. Hungering for her.

I let those thoughts lead me back to wolves. Big wolves, bad wolves.

Who is the biggest, baddest wolf?

"Miles!" An excited voice said. "Nice to finally meet you!"

I looked up startled. Had I actually fallen asleep?

Rod Wiley stood looking down at me and I was happy to see that he was my age, maybe a little older. As I stood up, I noticed he was also shorter than me, with a slight paunch, probably from too much beer.

"Nice to meet you too." I said, catching up to his greeting. "Sorry, I was just…"

"Don't worry about it." Rod said and slapped me goodnaturedly on the shoulder. "Those damn chairs always make me fall asleep "

I smiled and Rod passed by the desk where the thin, disapproving woman sat.

“You have a meeting in one hour Rod.” She said as if she was telling a wayward child he had five minutes before he had to stop playing.

‘Sure, Marsha.” Rod said and waved his hand.

“She seems...nice.” I said as I followed Rod down a window lined hallway.

“Marsha? Yeah she’s a real peach.” Rod said, chuckling and opened up a door to a conference room. “But I couldn’t run the place without her.”

“Yeah, I get that.” I said, thinking of Karen. At least Karen smiled.

“So, Miles.” Rod said upon entering the room. “This is the braintrust behind Bad Wolf’s image and online presence.”

He waved his hand. Sitting at a real, honest to goodness conference table were two men and a woman. They were all younger than Rod, but something about the look in their eyes made me think they were hungry.

“That’s Jared and Bart, my IT team. And this is Natalie. She’s in charge of our online presence and overall branding.”

“Nat.” Natlie said and rose up to shake my hand. Jared and Bart followed.

“So.” Rod said, taking a seat at the end of the table. “What have you got for us?”

I stood at the other end of the table, gathering my thoughts. The nap on the couch had actually down me some good. My thoughts were focused and as I looked at the eager eyes of the people around the table, my idea coalesced into a pitch.

“So, you’ve all heard of the Big Bad Wolf, right?” I said and opened up my laptop for the first graphic. A reimagined Bad Wolf Logo, the wolf’s teeth dripping and a huge pink tongue foaming as it lolled out of its mouth. “Who here wants to be the Biggest Baddest Wolf out there?”

***

Two hours later, I left the Bad Wolf Brewery offices feeling happy, but drained. Rod and his team had liked the pitch, so much so that Rod had incurred the wrath of Marsha and canceled his appointment to give me extra time to first layout, then discuss the ideas with his team. I was correct in my first assessment. They were young and hungry, all of them looking for the next big thing for their boss and for the company. They were so different than the arrogant, wastes of space that Kurt had gathered around him. It was no wonder he needed me to head up this project. Rod Wiley was a serious man and he wanted the best for his company.

I was the best.

I smiled with confidence as I got into the Uber. No matter how happy I was, I only wanted to do one thing. Talk to Brandy. But, I didn’t want to call from the car. Instead, I planned to go back to the hotel, take a shower and, once I was properly settled and had plenty of time, I would call my wife and tell her about my day. I could hardly wait to talk to her.

Absence makes the heart grow fonder.

I had always thought the saying was sentimental gibberish, but as I faced the prospect of going back to my lonely hotel room, I began to see the truth of it. Brandy was miles away. For the first time in a long time, I wouldn’t be able to reach out to touch her. For comfort, for warmth, for sex. She just wasn’t there.

I shook off the melancholy thoughts. Soon, I would be talking to her and we could discuss our days. I could tell her about my triumph and she would be supportive. I felt a small shift in my pants at the thought of my wife. I squirmed on the seat, repositioning myself until I was comfortable. I had a naughty, wicked thought. Maybe, if Brandy was in the mood, we could try phone sex. I’d never done it before and the thought both excited and frightened me. Still, it might be fun to give it a try.

I leaned back against the seat and dreamed about Brandy. I wondered what she was doing right now and whether she was thinking of me the way I was thinking of her.


Brandy

“Oh shit, Kurt! Im... I'm cumming again!"

"Me too, Brandy! Me too!"

Kurt slammed hard into me, his thick cock growing, growing. It was our third time having sex and already my body knew when he was going to cum. I could feel it in the way his muscles tensed and the pulsing flesh inside of me expanded just before it burst.

Kurt pushed my legs up, his heavy balls slapping against my upturned ass as he penetrated as deep as he could go before finally exploding inside of me.

I cried out and my body continued to hump against him, my clit scraping along his pelvis. I came a second later and he collapsed on top of me as we trembled with yet another powerful, shared release.

With a satisfied sigh, Kurt rolled off of me and slid his arm under my head. As if it were the most natural thing in the world, I laid my head on his shoulder, just like I did with Miles.

Miles. Oh, damn it, Miles! I’m so sorry!

I quickly pushed the thoughts of Miles away from me. It wasn’t that hard. My mind couldn't really focus on anything. All I could think about was how wonderfully tired I was from the multiple orgasms Kurt had given me. Despite the terrible wrongness of what I was doing, it felt good to be sharing a moment of peace with the man who had made me feel like a woman for the first time in a long time. I knew I should have felt guilty. I knew I should have felt shame.

All I felt was contentment.

“Hey.” Kurt said, his voice disturbing the silence. “Does Miles have any beer?”

The mention of my husband in Kurt’s mouth punctured my illusion and I had to shove the guilt down into the bottom of my stomach. It felt like I had eaten some bad seafood.

“Yeah.” I said. “Why?”

“Would you mind getting me one?” He said. “That…”

He indicated the bed and my naked body.

“That made me thirsty.”

I smiled despite the guilt. The idea that I could make a man like Kurt thirsty, a man ten years my junior, made me feel good.

“I guess.” I said and rolled over to the side of the bed. I reached down to put on my shirt when Kurt’s voice stopped me.

“No.” He said. “I want to keep looking at you.”

“Kurt, seriously?” I said and again I felt that warm feeling of pride bloom in my chest.

“Yes.” He turned over and propped his head up on his hand. He gazed at me with hunger, taking in all of my bare flesh. “I never get tired of looking at you.”

When I looked at his face, I knew he meant it. He wanted to look at me, this woman he had conquered in her husband’s bed. Even making me go get him a beer was a part of the game. Instead of feeling self conscious or guilty for being naked in front of my husband’s boss, the thought of it got me excited. I stood up slowly and stretched, allowing Kurt to get a good view of my curvy figure and the fine muscles flexing just under my skin. Despite my previous lassitude, I could feel myself getting excited under his gaze. I turned so he could see my profile, then I looked over my shoulder at him and grinned.

“That enough?” I said.

“Never.” He said. “But I would like that beer.”

I padded out to the kitchen. It was only when I opened the refrigerator door that I thought of Miles. Really thought of Miles. I imagined him drinking from the bottle, his mouth on the rim. I froze. I leaned against the cold metal of the fridge, my body shaking with guilt and shame. I was about to bring my husband’s beer to another man. A man who had cajoled and seduced his way into my bed.

I thought of Kurt waiting for me upstairs, in my marital bed and a hot lick of lust pierced through the guilt. Kurt had given me back what I had lost this past year. My confidence. Suddenly, I was a sexy, desirable woman again and Kurt was the one that made me feel that way.

It wasn’t fair. Miles had tried. And much of Miles’s insecurities had been caused by the same man who had just ravished me in our bedroom. But, I wasn’t thinking rationally. All I was thinking about was how much pleasure Kurt had given me.

I pushed away any remaining doubts. I didn’t care about tomorrow, or even today. I wanted to live in this moment and savor it. So, I took the cold beer from the fridge and went back to the bedroom.

Seeing Kurt’s long, naked body stretched  out on Miles’s side of the bed made my stomach do lustful flips. He was so perfect and his muscular form filled Miles’s space. He had one arm tucked behind his head and he was relaxed, calmly claiming my husband’s place in our bed as if it were his right.

He grinned as I walked over to him, his smile making the heat flare up in my belly again. I handed him the beer.

“Thanks, Brandy.” He said and took a large swig. I watched, transfixed by his neck muscles working under the skin as he swallowed. A drop of beer escaped his lips and trickled down his chin. I longed to lick that drop off his chin and continue licking up to his full lips.

“Join me?” He said and scooted over so I could sit down.

I hesitated. This was different than sex. He wanted to stay, like a true lover and not just someone who had scored with his employee’s wife.

“Come on.” He said, patting the spot on the bed where my husband slept. “I won’t bite.”

I sat down, trembling like a schoolgirl. I was sixteen again wondering if the boy I had just kissed liked me, really liked me.

Kurt took another long pull from the bottle than handed it to me. I don’t usually drink beer, but I needed something to cool the fire in my belly. It tasted heavenly, ice cold and hoppy. The liquid soothed my raw throat and chilled me all the way down to my navel.

Kurt smiled and we shared the beer in silence. It was odd, this feeling between us. Sex was one thing, but this amiable silence, this sense of sharing something with this horrible man, was too much to bear.

“We can’t do this again.” I said finally and set the empty bottle on the side table. “You know that, right?”

“Why not?” Kurt said and ran a hand down my back. I shivered. “Miles will be traveling a lot. I made sure of that.”

I looked down at him in shock.

“What do you mean ‘you made sure of that’?” I jerked away from his hot touch.

Kurt sat up and slid closer to me. He was careful not to touch me, but I could feel the heat of his body and the hot, wet words in my ear when he spoke.

“It means, I did this for you.” He said. “I’ve wanted you for the longest time. With Miles out of the way, I could have more time with you and you could see that there were more choices than your weak, little husband. Choices like me.”

“Miles is not weak.” I said and stood up. “He...he tries his hardest.”

Kurt’s hand snapped out and gripped my arm.

“But that’s not enough is it?” He said and pulled me to him. “He isn’t enough for you. I can see that. Hell, everyone can see it. You belong with me.”

“You’re delusional!” I said, but he had already captured me in his arms.

I pushed against him, but it was just as ineffective as it had been all the other times. He nibbled my neck and nipped at my chin. Goose pimples rose on my skin and I felt myself getting wet again.

"Mmm." I moaned, not unpleasantly. “Did you really mean it?"

He stopped nipping at me long enough for me to shimmy backwards.

"Really mean what?" He asked.

'"Wanting me for years? Did you really mean it?"

He smiled.

"Of course I did.” He slid a firm hand down my flank and over my thighs. I half-gasped, half-sighed as he pulled my legs open and his fingers found my swollen, sticky sex. “I’ve wanted you forever.”

“Oh, God.” The thought of it, this beautiful man wanting me, lusting after me made all the other worries drift away. He wanted me more than Miles had ever wanted me. Not only that, he could back up his need with his strength and prowess. He was everything that Miles was not.

Instead of fighting it, I let the thoughts of Miles drift through my brain. It was so wrong, thinking of my husband, as my hands gripped Kurt’s body. Kurt’s fingers worked deeper between my thighs and forced me open. I bit my lower lip as Kurt’s nails scraped across my clit. Then, he pried open my lips, still gummed together with his cum, and his fingers plunged inside.

In that moment, I finally realized the truth of Miles’s words the last few months. It wasn’t my fault. None of it. I was still desirable. I was still wanted.

It was Miles’s fault. His lack of confidence, his wilted pride and wilted cock. All of that was his fault. The realization hit me and my lust flared like a burst of flame. I moved my hips and caught two of Kurt’s fingers in the folds of my pussy. Soon, I was humping against his invading hand.

“Tell me you want me.” Kurt whispered.

“I want you.” I moaned and kissed him, working my body against his hand, driving his fingers in and up until he hit the right spot. The spot that sent electric fire through my cunt and up my spine. “I want you so bad, baby.”

Baby. That’s what I called Miles. Another mark of my betrayal.

“I want it, baby.” I whined again, saying it again made me even hotter. “I need you so bad, baby.”

Kurt growled and began to thrust against me, driving the hard tips of his fingers again and again into that spot. I cried out, then smothered my cries with his tongue.

I came like that, in his strong arms, his hand fingering me furiously. Hot juices spilled onto the already stained sheets. He held me as my body throbbed against his hand. I shivered and he continued to kiss me. My own lips had gone numb with my orgasm, so I just held my mouth open dumbly and he licked and bit at my swollen lips.

Then, he laid back on the bed. I watched, amazed, as his cock once more grew into glorious hardness. Twice he had cum inside me and here he was, hard again. Youth was part of it, but I knew there was more to it than that. There was his need for me. That’s what kept him hard.

If only Miles had wanted me this much.

The thought flitted away as I threw a leg over Kurt’s hard body. I hovered over him, the head of his thick cock grazing my fat pussy lips. I murmured and sat on the shaft, rubbing the length of it between my lips.

“Show me how much you want me.” Kurt’s voice was low and commanding. “Stick my cock in your pussy and show me how much you want it.”

It was the first time I had been on top, the first time I had initiated contact, but I was too far gone to let it bother me.

“Yes, baby.” I moaned. “Whatever you want. Baby.”

I lifted the heavy shaft upwards and angled my wet lips over the tip. I looked into Kurt's eyes and watched as the need overtook him. Then, I lowered myself on his thick shaft and he gave me a nod, then his eyes shut and he groaned in pleasure as I surrounded him with my hot, slick cunt.

I let my body fall and impaled myself on his hard flesh. I gasped in pain as the head hammered into my cervix. I could take him all the way in, but it still hurt. That pain was proof that he could fill me in a way that my husband never could.

But, I had the control now. I lifted my body up and lowered it down, my muscles controlling how deep he could go. I let the blunt head of his cock massage my womb. Slowly, I opened up to him, the entrance to my sacred place relaxed. Suddenly, it didn’t hurt. Instead, it felt great. I couldn’t stop my body from pumping up and down on his cock. The idea of his virile flesh poised to once again shoot his powerful seed into my body made the heat build deeper than ever before. I could get pregnant and the awful, dirty thought made the flames spread out from my womb, fill my belly and burn in my chest.

I had never felt anything like it! Kurt’s throbbing cock seemed to fill my whole body. My heart began to beat to the rhythm of his cock hammering inside of me. I moaned, a deep, pitiful sound that began in my gut and was forced up through my throat.

I looked down at Kurt. His eyes were opened to slits, a sliver of green flashing under the lashes. His strong hands held me around the waist, not forcing me, just holding me as I rode his cock like my life depended on it. I felt the powerful heat hit my face and scalp. My fingertips tingled. My whole body lit up like a Christmas tree, my blood the wires and my nerves sparkling flashes of light.

There was no pain now, just intense, pounding warmth. I was on the edge of something. A raging fire that would burn away all my guilt and shame. All I needed was a few more moments of this ecstasy and nothing else would matter.

And that’s when Miles called.


Miles

I laid, wrapped in a towel in my hotel room, my phone pressed up against my ear. It rang once, twice then three times and I began to wonder if I would get voicemail.

Where was Brandy? Wasn't she expecting a call from me?

I was trying to formulate a message in my mind when suddenly my phone beeped and I heard a rustle. From far away I heard Brandy's voice.

"No, no, no!" She moaned, then suddenly said. "Shit!"

"Brandy?" I said, smiling. She must have dropped the phone and was fighting to pick it up.

"Miles?" Brandy's voice was husky and out of breath. "Is...is that you, um, sweetie?"

I frowned. She hadn't called me sweetie before. Was she trying something new? I didn't like it. It sounded like something my grandmother would say.

"Yes it is, sweetie." I said, laughing. "What's going on?"

"Suh...sorry, baby." That was better. "I left um...I left my phone upstairs. Had to run to catch you."

"You could have just called me back."

"I know, baby." She chuckled a bit, then I heard something like a low moan escape from her throat. "I...I really wanted to talk to you."

"You do?" I found myself grinning. "Well here I am."

"Y...yes you are " she moaned again and I heard the squeak of the box springs as she shifted on the bed.

"Are you sure you're alright." I asked.

"Yeah, of course." She said, but her voice rose on the last word. An obvious sign that something was up. "I... I'm fine, babe. I just...oooh!"

The sound of her moan did something to me. It was low and throaty, a signal of arousal, not distress. My cock twitched under the towel.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Nuh...nothing." She said and her voice turned sultry. "Just lying in bed and thinking of you."

That hit me straight in the gut. Did that mean what I thought it meant? Suddenly, my fantasy of phone sex seemed possible.

"Really? Well, I've been thinking of you too."

"Yeah?" Brandy moaned again. "How did your presentation go?"

"I don't want to talk about that." I said already opening the towel and releasing my cock.

Y...you don't?" She sounded worried. "Did something happen?"

"No." I said. "Everything went great. But, I want to talk about you."

"What do you mean?" She was confused and suddenly I felt stupid. Maybe she hadn't been thinking about me in the same way I was thinking about her. Suddenly, I felt as awkward as a teenager asking a girl out for a date. But my cock was hard and I was stroking it. I decided to plow on.

"I want to know what you're wearing."

"What?" Brandy was panting now and I could hear, hell, I could almost feel her lust through the phone.

"What are you wearing?"

Brandon said nothing for a minute, then gave another low, animal moan.

"I'm not actually wearing anything." She said.

"Really?" I pictured my wife in a baggy pair of sweats and an old t-shirt, grinning at me on the phone as I made a fool of myself for her.

"Really." She said. What she really naked? Did it matter? Now, I imagined her fully naked, her head on her pillow, her hand feeling between her legs. Her fingers, long slender fingers, opened up her lips. The pink of her nail polish (in my mind it was pink) flashed against the deeper red of her swollen pussy lips as she pried herself open and stuck a finger into her wet, tender sex.

"I'm so wet." She moaned as if reading my mind. "I'm so wet for you, baby.'

I groaned. It didn't matter if she wasn't really naked. It didn't matter if she was making it all up. I didn't care.

My hand was on my cock, pulling at the twitching shaft. It was dry, so I spit on my palm and rubbed my saliva on my shaft.

"God, I wish you were here." My voice was all groans and whines.

"But, I'm not." She said and then gasped. She must have put her fingers into her pussy. "I'm not there so you'll just have to stroke your cock."

My moan was pitiful. She was teasing me, but it still had an effect. My hand flashed up and down on my cock, picking up speed as I listen to my wife's dirty words.

"You'll just have to stroke your cock and think about how nice my hot pussy would feel."

"Jesus, Brandy!" I forced my hand to slow down. I was close to the edge, but I didn't want this feeling to stop. I held my hands at the base of my shaft. My red, raw cock twisted and danced, a pearly tear of pre-come bubble up from the head and slid down the side.

"Did you come already?" Brandy giggled and I groaned, which brought on more laughter.

"Nuh...no." I found it hard to talk as another drop of precum bubbled up and joined the other drop as it ran down my slick shaft. "I want to... I want to come with you "

"Mmm." Brandy murmured huskily and her warm, rich voice made me squirm.

"Good, because I need you to come with me. Are you sure you can handle it?"

"Y...yes." I wasn't at all sure. "Yes, I can."

"Good. Because you always come so quickly."

"Oh God, Brandy." Her insult caught me directly in the balls. She had never mentioned my failings in bed except to be supportive. Now to hear my...inadequacy come up in dirty talk made my cheeks burn.

My cock, however, was harder than ever. In fact, I felt a dangerous thrill when she taunted me. I almost came and I wasn't even stroking myself. More precum spilled out and pooled at the base of my cock, growing sticky in the cool night air.

"Good." She moaned and gasped again. She was definitely touching herself. "Because I'm just getting started."

I moaned with shameful pleasure and slowly began to stroke my cock again.


Brandy

This couldn't be happening. It had to be a dream. On the verge of my most powerful orgasm and my phone was ringing.

Kurt  twisted his firmly tuned upper body and reached over to the bedside table. His hand was on my phone. A flash of me and Miles smiling, then Kurt was swiping up to accept the call.

"No, no, no." I lunged forward to grab the phone. "Shit!"

"Brandy?" Miles's worried voice was in my ear.

I'm not sure what I said then, because Kurt had gripped my hips and pulled me down onto his cock. I groaned, too loud because Miles noticed, but there was nothing I could do. The sudden phone call had not dimmed my lust. In fact, it only increased the sense of danger, the sense of wrongness. It added fuel to the fire that was already raging throughout my body.

"What are you wearing?"

Damn! I'd been so focused on Kurt's throbbing cock and the pulsing, wet heat in my body, I had missed most of the conversation. What was he saying? What was I saying?

"What?" I realized I was panting. Kurt was lifting me up, up, up. I shoved my hand in my mouth and bit down hard to stop the scream of pleasure from erupting from my throat.

"What are you wearing?"

Jesus! Miles couldn't be doing this. Not now. Did he really want to have phone sex? Oh my God! He never done that before and now, Kurt's cock fully sheathed in my wet pussy, made it even more evil.

It also made it hot.

"I...I'm not actually wearing anything." Which was true. As I said it, Kurt lifted me again and again slammed me down on his hot fleshl. Tears of pain and pleasure stained my eyes as I continued to leave bite marks in the web between thumb and  index finger.

"Really?" Miles asked.

"Really." I said and this time I rose myself up off of Kurt. I looked down at him. He had a cold, cruel smile on his face. He was loving this. I bit my lip this time and drove myself onto his cock.

"I'm so wet." I moaned and I wasn't lying. My cunt was drooling around Kurt's cock.

I was wet, just not for my husband.

"I'm so wet for you, baby."

I looked at Kurt when I said it. He grabbed my hips in response and lifted me. Then, when I was as high up as I could go without losing his cock, he pulled down and drove upwards with his hips at the same time.

I screamed into my hand as he battered my womb. The lust flared up in my body again. The feeling filled my body from my pussy to scalp, the greatest feeling of warmth concentrated  in my belly.

"God! I wish you were here!" Miles whined into the phone.

"But, I'm not." I hissed as Kurt drove hard inside of my pussy, his cock pulling me inside out as I rode out the waves of ecstasy. "You'll just have to stroke it."

I nearly had an orgasm when Mile's groaned my ear.

"You'll just have to stroke your cock and think about how my hot pussy would feel."

"Jesus, Brandy!" Miles moaned again and the thought of Miles, jerking his little cock in a hotel bed while I fucked his boss brought me crashing over the edge.  It wasn't the all-consuming orgasm I was expecting, but it was hot, hard and dirty. I moaned freely now, one hand on the phone the other one clawing at Kurt's chest as I ground my swollen clit into his pelvis..

"Did you come already?"I teased. It was the first time I had ever teased Miles about his inadequacy, but looking down at Kurt's smiling face, it felt right. It felt naughty.

"Nuh...no." Miles said, but I could tell he was barely holding it together.

"Mmm." I grinned down at Kurt, still grinding my pussy against his body. "Good, because I want you to cum with me. Are you sure you can make it?"

Miles gave into a  whimper and the heat flared through me. I was really doing it. I was giving my body to Kurt while talking to my husband. Not only that, I was using phone sex to cover up my infidelity. All Miles was getting was his hand while Kurt got to fuck his wife's pussy.

The feelings I had are hard to describe. The shame and wickedness of my actions only fueled my desire. I didn't need to hold back anymore. Miles would be happy with whatever he got and I was in ecstasy.

So, I rode Kurt's thick, beautiful cock, moaning and grunting into my husband's ear. Miles panted heavily and I knew he was jerking his little cock even as Kurt stabbed all the way to my defenseless womb. Heavy, wet lust filled my muscles with an incredible pressure. The heat blossomed, like a sunflower, radiating from my womb to every part of my body. I drove myself even harder on Kurt'scock, searching desperately for release.

"Fuck that is so good!" I cried into the phone while staring into Kurt's eyes. Even though I was speaking to my husband my words were meant for Kurt and he knew it. He growled and drove upwards, meeting my body with his own savage thrusts.

The pleasure built until it was painful,l and I couldn't hold back the tidal wave of heat filling my body. Suddenly, there was a pleasure unlike anything I had felt before. My whole body trembled and every muscle tensed. I bent bent backwards and planted one hand on to Kurtz massive thigh.

My other hand gripped the phone until my knuckles were white. I screamed to Kurt even though Miles thought the words were for him.

"Oh fuck, baby! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"

Then my mind exploded. Rainbow colors flashed before my eyes. I closed my eyes against the vibrant sparks, but still saw them against the backs of my kids. My body tensed and my ass and crotch ground desperately against Kurt's body until, suddenly, my whole body convulsed in uncontrollable pleasure.

Miles was moaning and I knew he was cummimg too. For once in his life he was late, grunting out his last moments as I collapsed on Kurt's sweaty chest. He held me close and only then did I realize Kurt had cum too. His hot seed filled me to overflowing, then dripped out of my pussy and down his cock.

Kurt stroked my hair lovingly with one hand and rubbed my back with the other. I cried into the phone, finally finding my voice.

"So good" I said with a little hiccup of tears. "So fucking good."


Miles

Brandy's cries echoed in my ears and I beat harder on my swollen member. I imagined Brandy on top of me, her tight, wet pussy closing on my cock. I felt her breasts, the flesh crushed flat against my hands. The smell of her skin was in my nostrils, the sound of her screams in my ears.

"Oh, fuck, baby!" Her words loud, too loud in my ear. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming!"

Her scream hit me in the crotch just at the base of my balls. She had never cried out like that before. She was really turned on!

My hand flashed on my shaft, the flesh red and raw from my jerking. The head of my cock flared angrily and my cock suddenly wept white tears of cum out of the slit and spilled hot and sticky into the hairs of my belly.

I grunted my lust into the phone. Then, I heard her sobbing, her voice far away.

"So good." She hiccuped. "So good."

"Are...are you alright?" I said.

"Yes." She murmured softly, the hitch of tears still in her throat. "You...you are the best thing that's ever happened to me."

"Yeah?" My heart filled with unadulterated joy. I knew I was special to Brandy. I knew that she loved me, but after all the drama of the last year, it felt great to hear it. " You're the best thing to happen to me too."

She moaned, not exactly a good sound. She sounded almost as if my words hurt her.

"I don't deserve you, Miles." She said.

"Sure you do." I said. "Don't say that."

"I'm sorry." She sniffed. "I...I don’t know what I’m saying. I miss you."

"I know." I said and tried to sound reassuring. "I'll be back before you know it "

"Yeah." She said. "I can't wait."

"Me either " I said. "I love you."

"Love you too." She said. "I'll talk to you soon."

"Good." I said. I love-"

The phone made a bloop sound as I lost the call. I looked down at the little black screen. I smiled. I had already said I love you, but found I couldn't say it enough. Still, Brandy knew how I felt about her, how much I missed her. I was happy that she would fall asleep thinking of me.


Brandy

I stared into Kurt's eyes as I cut Miles off in the middle of yet another confession of his love. I couldn't stand to hear it. Even as I spoke to him Kurt's cock was throbbing inside of me, still trickling out his potent seed into my unprotected womb.

You are the best thing that's ever happened to me.

I had said the words to my husband, but my eyes had been on Kurt. His mouth had tugged upwards into that smug smile. The whole ordeal drove nails into my heart.

When I had said I didn't deserve Miles, I meant it. I didn't deserve to be loved by him. And Miles definitely didn't deserve what I was doing to him.

"What a nice, little wife." Kurt said. "Such a sweet, little slut."

"Stop it, you bastard!" I tried to roll off of him. He thrust upward. Hard. His cock was still hard and pulsing and his strong arms wrapped around me, at once making me feel trapped and hot all at the same time.

"I'm sorry." He whispered in my ear. "I am. I just…I just can't help it. I want you to be mine."

I pushed myself up. He let me rest my elbows on his chest. His cock twitched and I moaned, despite myself.

"I'm not yours."I said. "Miles is my husband."

"Oh, I know that." He said and forced my forehead down until it was touching his. "I saw that when you were cumming on my cock while your poor hubby was on the phone. Nice save by the way. Phone sex."

"Please." I moaned and wriggled my body on top of him which only drove his cock deeper inside of my sticky pussy. "Please I can't do this."

"Fine." He said and kissed me hot and hard. "Tell me to leave."

He kissed me again and his body thrust upwards. My words caught in my throat.

"Just say it." He teased and thrust again.

Still hard. After cumming in me twice he was still hard. Not like Miles who could barely keep it up. Was that all I was then? A little slut for a big, hard cock?

I summoned my words as he kissed me and thrust upwards. I took a breath finally and pushed my hand against his mouth . I drove down and back, burying his cock into me. He hissed as I bent his cock backwards painfully.

"No." I said finally able to speak. "No, I don't…"

Kurt looked at me and I saw the brief flash of fear in his eyes. He had given me everything and I was still able to resist him. He was afraid of the next words from my lips. Words that could crush him as easily as he had tried to crush my love for Miles.

"I don't want you to leave." I said finally. "I want you to fuck me."

Fear turned first to glee, then triumph.

"I knew it." He said. "You do want me."

"Yes." I smiled, giving into my need. "I want you to fuck me like Miles can't."

Those were the words he wanted to hear. He growled and rolled me over. I let out a shocked cry of delight which quickly turned into a hiss of pain as he roughly shoved my legs apart.

"I knew it." He grunted as he thrust deep into my cunt until I felt him hammer against my womb. "I knew it, I knew it, I fucking knew it."

He was chanting as he thrusted. I had given him what he wanted. I had given him my body and maybe, just maybe, a piece of my soul. I was beyond caring. This is what I wanted. This is what I deserved. Kurt had finally claimed me for his own.

And he could keep on claiming me all weekend long.

End part 2.


Thank You!

I really hope you enjoyed this story! I really want to connect with you so please visit me at my website www.manusdare.com. You can also follow me on Twitter @DareManus. Last but not least, you can always email me at manusdarewrites@gmail.com.

Other Works by Manus Dare

The Wrong Brother

A Bully Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

All 4 books in one complete volume!

The Wrong Brother: The Complete Series!

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

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

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

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

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

What readers have said about The Wrong Brother series:

The Wrong Brother: Part 1

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

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

The Wrong Brother: Part 2

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

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

The Wrong Brother: Part 3

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

Delicious. A five star book…” - Goodreads

The Wrong Brother: Part 4

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

The Game

A Taboo Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

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

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

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

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

And I love to tease him.

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

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

Taken While Hubby Watches Series

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

Taken by the Jock

Taken by the Ex

Taken by the Rival

Get the entire Taken While Hubby Watches bundle!

Taken While Hubby Watches complete bundle!

Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales

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

One Last Wish

The Fairest of Them All

All Grown Up

Or get the whole collection for one low price!

Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales: The Complete Collection

Holiday Cuckold Collection

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

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

Black Friday

I’m Dreaming of a Black Christmas

Valentine’s are Black

Get the whole collection at one low price!

Holiday Cuckold Collection

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

cover.jpeg





