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Miles

I was exhausted when I got off the plane in Portland.  After three days of meetings with Rod and his team, all I wanted to do was go home and see Brandy.

After that first night, I hadn’t had much time to talk to my wife. We’d had a few, listless conversations, but nothing at all like the phone sex we'd had the night I got into the hotel. I was too tired and, for some reason, Brandy seemed hesitant to engage in further intimacy. I worried that I might have embarrassed her. Or maybe we were just tired.

I was working late nights, after all. By the time I got Brandy on the phone, we were both ready for bed. Instead of talking about what we were wearing, we talked about our days for a few minutes then hung up the phone so we could both get some sleep.

Brandy seemed distracted. Her mind sometimes wandered during our conversations. Often, I had to say her name to bring her back to our talks. I knew she was tired, but maybe there was something else bothering her. Maybe me being gone was harder on her than I had realized. But, if that was the case, wouldn't she be excited to talk to me?

Not that she didn't listen, she just didn't seem... present.

I called her just before I got on the plane to Portland. I didn't get an answer. I tried not to worry, but she knew I was coming home today. She should have expected my call.

So, as I exited the plane and made my way to baggage claim, I took my phone off airplane mode, hoping to see a message.

Nothing.

I felt the anger like a small weight on my chest. I thumbed open the text app and sent her a message. Still nothing.

What the hell was she doing?

I took a deep breath as I hit the telephone button beside Brandy's name. The phone rang on the other end. And rang and rang. The weight in my chest grew spiked, like a mace stabbing my heart. The sharp pressure only got worse when I heard Brandy's bright, cheery voice pipe through the small speaker in my ear.

“Hi! You've reached Brandy McCabe. I don't have my phone at the moment. Please leave a message.”

I took another deep breath and waited for the beep.

“Hey, Brandy. It's me. Just calling from the airport. I'm here. I...uh... I'm not sure where you're at, but I'm going to be home in about half an hour.  I really... I really can't wait to see you.”

Did that sound too desperate? Who cared? I was desperate.

“I love you, baby. See you soon. Bye.”

The call ended with a bloop and I walked out of the terminal to the taxi area. It was another overcast day in Portland. I climbed into a waiting taxi and, even though I knew there was nothing, I checked my phone again in case Brandy had texted.

She had not.

“Damn it, Brandy. Where are you?” I muttered under my breath as the taxi pulled away from the curb and headed towards home.


Miles

Brandy had not called or texted me by the time the taxi pulled up outside of our house. I don’t know why I was so upset, but I was. I couldn’t understand how I needed to hear Brandy’s voice, yet she didn’t even have the decency to answer a single text.

I began to make excuses for her absence. Maybe she had lost her phone. Or something worse could have happened. I shuddered and pushed away the thoughts as I got out of the taxi.

From the outside, the house looked utterly normal. Quiet. The sun was trying to poke through the persistent Portland gray. A squirrel paused in the yard, a large nut in its front paws and looked at me questioningly.

“What are you doing here?” He seemed to be saying.

For a moment, I felt strange. I walked to the front door and the squirrel ran first one way and then the other in fear and confusion at my unexpected presence. His fear and confusion was my fear and confusion. I felt like I had been gone for years instead of three days. I was gripped by the sudden sense that I was disturbing the peace of this quiet home.

All of that because of a missed phone call.

Stupid. I shook off the bad feeling and forced myself to breathe.  This was my home, my safe place. There was a good reason Brandy had not called, I was sure of it. Standing outside my home I tried to convince myself that nothing bad had happened.

The front door was unlocked, which calmed my sense of unease. Brandy was home. Well, why wouldn't she be? She knew I was supposed to return. Of course, she was home.

My heart lightened, the fear momentarily dissipated as I took off my coat. I didn’t even hit the credenza that poked its way out into the entryway. It was too big for the small hallway, but it was the first piece of furniture Brandy and I had bought together. The first time the dream of being together, forever, became a reality.

I took a moment to look down at the polished, wooden table. On top were pictures of Brandy and me, at our wedding, on our honeymoon. There was room for more, when our family grew. For now, a large, cut glass bowl sat on the surface to catch loose change, keys and whatever else came out of our pockets.

“Brandy?” I called.

No answer.

I walked into the silent house. Brandy wasn't in the living room or dining room. The dining room was clean and I expected to see the bouquet of flowers Kurt had gotten us on the table. It was bare except for a couple of yellow petals on the top. I stopped and picked up the petals. They were three days old and brittle, as if they had been there for a week instead of three days.

As I passed the table my foot squashed into something. I lifted my foot and noticed a smashed brown stain on my sock. The piece of mush was almost unrecognizable except for the flared head of the crown.

“Mushroom.”  I muttered, perplexed.

Why would a mushroom be on the floor? It wasn't like Brandy to leave food on the floor, but it could happen. I'm sure there was a story behind it. The mushrooms and the flowers. I couldn't wait to ask her.

There was no sign of her my wife in the kitchen. This was not the welcome home I had expected.

I heard the first signs of life as I put my foot on the stairs. It was faint, but I could hear something. Were those voices? I couldn’t tell, but it was obvious Brandy was home.

I ran up the rest of the steps and pulled open the door to our bedroom then suddenly stopped.

It was empty.

Not only that, but the bed had been stripped, the bedding wadded-up in a large ball and rolled into the corner of the bedroom. The ancient clock radio Brandy refused to get rid of was on, the voices of the DJs happy talk spilling into the empty space.

I stood, confused. Then, I heard the sound of the shower coming from the bathroom. I walked across the floor and suddenly noticed a discarded pair of underwear. It was the red pair Brandy had purchased as a special surprise before I left. Now they were lying on the floor, lonely and abandoned.

I shook my head and opened the door to the bathroom. The room was full of mist. Brandy was in the shower, alone. I could barely see her through the shower door. Her face was turned away from me, her head bent into the hot spray. One hand was against the wall, her wedding ring flashed against the blue tile.

I watched her for a moment as she stood there and I took in more details as the steam filtered out through the open door. Water rolled down her round bottom, the skin red and slick. My mouth went dry, looking at her, watching her. Something about the slump of her shoulders made her seem sad. Defeated. I felt like I needed to comfort her and I didn't know why.

Then, suddenly I heard something that didn’t sound sad at all. It was a low moan and then a sighwhispered into the falling water. I looked down and was shocked as I realized that Brandy’s other hand was between her legs. I watched, stunned as Brandy’s arm moved up and down as she rubbed herself. Water sluiced over her legs and spilled between her thighs.

I had never seen Brandy masturbate before. I knew she did, of course, but I was just shocked that she was doing it now, here, in the shower.

I stood there for too long. I felt like I was intruding and the sense that I didn’t belong came back to me. I didn’t know what to do. If I spoke I would scare her. If I'd waited for her to turn around I would scare her. I was stuck.

She moaned again and that moan sent shock waves through my groin. I was getting hard watching my wife masturbate privately in the shower. What was she thinking of as her hand clutched at the blue tiles? Was she thinking of me?

There was only one way to find out.

“Brandy?” I said as softly as I could.

“Shit!”  Brandy jumped and slipped on the wet porcelain. The hand between her legs whipped upwards to her breasts as she turned her head around to look at me.

“Sorry.” I said, unable to stop from laughing. “Whatcha doing?

“Jesus!” Brandy cried. “You...you’re home!”

She turned and covered herself as if I wasn’t her husband. LIke I wasn’t supposed to see her naked. She looked at me and, as if realizing the absurdity of her position, she let her hands fall.

“You scared me.”

“I did call.” I said petulantly, then I began to unbutton my shirt. It was hot and the fabric was beginning to stick to my skin.

“I’m sorry, babe.” Brandy said. “I was trying to get everything cleaned up and...um…”

She smiled as she watched me take off my shirt.

“What are you doing?” She asked.

“I need a shower.” I said and unbuttoned my pants. The missed phone calls were momentarily forgotten as I gazed at Brandy’s wet skin. Her dark hair was almost black and hung down over her shoulders, a wet tip grazing the top of her breasts. The need between my legs throbbed in my pants.

“Really?” She grinned. “Are you dirty?”

“So dirty.” I said.

Despite my confidence, my heart was pounding in my chest. My need for her was hot and insistent.

“What about you?” I said. “You look pretty dirty yourself. What were you thinking about?”

She couldn't blush, not in the heat of the shower. But if she could have blushed, she would have. Everything about her face told me the truth. She had been masturbating.

Brandy recovered well. She smiled at me and pulled back the shower door.

“You, Miles.” She said. “Who else would I be thinking of?”

Her words lit a fire in me and I couldn’t get into the shower fast enough. I pulled my pants down. My foot got caught in the leg and I stumbled against the wall with an unmanly yelp. Brandy laughed.

My face reddened as my attempt at being suave was ruined. Still, my cock was getting hard even as I removed my socks. I had been semi-hard constantly since we’d had phone sex. Now that I was here with my wife naked in front of me, I couldn't hold myself back.

I felt Brandy watching me as I finished undressing.  I refused to look at her. I knew she was smiling, watching as I awkwardly took off my clothes. Finally, I stood in front of her, my cock twitching in the air. I stepped into the tub, felt the tiny drops of hot water hit my skin. I reached forward, tentatively, as if Brandy was an apparition, a dream I had made up in my mind that would suddenly disappear.

She did not disappear. Instead, she was shockingly real. Her skin was wet and red from the hot spray. As my hand slid over her skin, I watched the water drip off her breasts. Her nipples were rock hard.

“God, I missed you.” I murmured as I ran my thumbs over the hard tips of her nipples. “Did you miss me?”

The question came out more hopeful than I wanted, but I was rewarded with Brandy's gorgeous smile.

“Of course I did, you goof.” She slid her hands around my neck. “Can’t you tell?”

She had missed me. Maybe as much as I'd missed her. I wondered if she'd thought of me, had masturbated to me while I was gone. I smiled as I slid my hands over her round buttocks, pulling her close until I felt her scratchy pubes scrape the sensitive head of my cock. I imagined her touching herself, all alone in our bed, while I touched myself miles away in that  stale hotel room.

I leaned forward and took her hard nipple into my mouth. She tasted of water and clean skin and I let the spray of hot liquid pour over my head. I opened my mouth to suck in more of her clean skin and water filled my nose. I spluttered as water spurted from my nose and mouth. Brandy laughed and I laughed with her.

“I want you so bad.” I moaned. Brandy smiled mischievously, reached down between us and gripped my shaft in her wet hand.

She lifted her leg onto the edge of the tub and I looked down and saw her lips part. I scuttled forward and she put one hand on the wall, another of my shoulder and lowered herself on my cock.

Our bodies were slippery and uncoordinated. We'd never tried sex in the shower before. As Brandy lowered herself, I thrust upwards, her pussy just out of reach. The head of my clock slipped and bumped at the entrance to her sex, but I couldn't penetrate.

“Shit.”  I muttered and strained on my tippy-toes which was not that easy in a wet shower. Finally, I slipped backwards in the shower, defeated.

“Try it this way.”  Brandy's voice sounded frustrated and I felt bad that I couldn’t give her what she needed. She bent over, her hand held firmly against the wall and bumped me with the pump curve of her ass. 

I scuttled forward eagerly and put my hands on Brandy’s lush bottom. I dug my fingers into her flesh and she moaned as I split her apart and revealed the shining, exposed fruit waiting to be taken. Again, I stood on tip toes and slid my cock along her ass cheeks, then down between her thighs, searching for her warm, wet center.

This position was even more awkward and frustrating. I couldn't enter my wife's pussy more than an inch. She must have been excited because she was very wet and loose. She had been waiting for me all this time and now here I was and I couldn't take advantage of it. I thought about calling it off and moving to the bedroom, but Brandy stopped me.

“I’m so hot, Miles.”  She mewled and wiggled her ass against my cock. I pushed it down, uselessly touching her clit, but that was all I could do. “I need you to make me feel good!”

I didn't know how I was going to do that. Then, I remembered the last time, just before I had left. I remembered how good I had made her feel.

As if reading my thoughts, Brandy spread her legs as wide as she could in the narrow tub.

“Please Miles!”  She begged and I knew what she wanted. I slid to my knees and ignored the pain as my kneecaps cracked into the porcelain. I didn't care, because now I was face-to-face with Brandy's shining, round bottom. My mouth was dry, but my tongue was ready.

I bent forward and rubbed my face against her wet buttocks. I opened my mouth and tasted her skin, licking along the crack. I hesitated at the pink ring of her anus. Brandy shivered, a silent confirmation of what she needed me to do.

I dove forward and stuck my tongue in the pink opening of Brandy's ass. The wet flesh clenched on my face and I happily drowned myself in her buttocks. My hands worked between her slippery thighs and she moaned as I slipped a finger into her loose, warm sex. It was a different kind of wetness than I was used to. Hot and pulsing, the juices thick and frothy. I didn’t mind. I used the sticky fluids as lube to rub into her tight, hard clit. Brandy moaned and backed her ass against my face, simultaneously trying to drive my fingers deeper into her pussy.

“Kiss it, Miles.” She turned her head to look down at me. “Please kiss my pussy, baby. Clean me up.”

She’d never used those words before, but the dirtiness of them struck me deep in the gut. It was hard to get the right angle, but I wanted to try. Brandy put her foot back up on the side of the tub and I slid around on my wet ass and suddenly I was looking up into her dripping, pink pussy. Water spilled over her thighs and between her legs. When I opened my lips to kiss her sex, water and thick, salty juices filled my mouth.

God! The smell! If she hadn’t been in the shower, I would have sworn that she hadn’t bathed in the three days I was gone. It was musky and rank, like a wild animal's scent. I fought back a wave of revulsion. Then, as my mouth closed over her sex, thick juices gushed from her open lips and nearly drowned me. I fought upwards past the slimy juices and the overpowering smell and suddenly I was inside of her. My tongue lapped at the swollen folds and pulsing muscles of her sex. Brandy shuddered and cried out. I kept working upwards as her cum and water splashed over my cheeks and chin. She whimpered with pleasure.

God, yes! I wanted this! I wanted to make Brandy happy. My cock throbbed, lonely and twitching between my legs, but my pleasure suddenly didn’t matter. All that mattered was Brandy.

Her orgasm, when it came, was explosive. Her ass bucked dangerously against the tile, but she managed to stay standing as her thick, hot juices swamped my tongue. I continued to lick and soon the smelly, greasy fluid gave way to clean, tangy juices. I had worked my way through my wife’s backed up lust and had once again found her pure, natural flavor.

Brandy continued to moan and her body quivered. I took a few, final licks and watched in pleasure as she put her leg down and leaned heavily against the shower wall. I stood up, my knees and butt aching from the porcelain, but I was happy. I’d given Brandy pleasure. There was nothing better than that.

Except for having actual sex with my wife.

“I love you.” I said and put her hand on my hot and throbbing flesh. “I want you. Let’s go to bed.”

“There’s no sheets.” She murmured and I could tell she was still lost in the pleasure of her orgasm. “We’ll make a mess.”

“I don’t care.” I grunted. “I need you.”

Brandy gripped my cock. I moaned as her hand slid over the swollen length of it. My moan turned into a hiss as she pinched the head.

“I know, baby.” She grinned up at me. “I need you, too. I want to make you happy.”

She reached over and grabbed a bottle of shampoo. She squirted a cold line of soap over my hot shaft. I hissed as the cold liquid made me twitch in her hand and she giggled at my momentary discomfort.

“You want me to make you happy?” She grinned, rubbing the slick soap into my flesh.

I gulped and nodded, dumbly. Brandy laughed and began to stroke harder.

I realized too late what Brandy was up to. She smiled as she watched my face go from lust to desperation. My eyes rolled up and I bit my lip to hold back the crushing pressure in my balls.

"Oh,Brandy! Oh, God! You have to stop!"

“It’s OK, baby.” She cooed softly. “I want you to cum.

“Please.” I looked at her desperately. “I want you.”

“Shh.” She quieted me with a kiss. Her tongue slid deep into my mouth. Her hand continued its merciless stroking.

It’s OK, Miles.” She said again. “We have lots of time for that. I want you to cum now.”

I bit down harder on my lip and nearly drew blood.I wanted so much to be able to hold back, to give Brandy my body. I wanted to sink my cock into her loose, hot sex.

I didn’t notice Brandy sliding her hand around my ass until a sharp fingernail scraped between my clenched cheeks. I yelped and my ass jumped forward, my cock thrusting into her soapy hand. The involuntary jerk allowed Brandy to spear her middle finger right into my asshole.

"Oh shit! No!" I cried as I slid back against the invading finger. "No, please!"

"It's ok, baby!" Brandy murmured encouragingly. “Just let it go."

I cried out in pain as Brandy fucked hlmebbetween her hands. One hand stroked my cock fast and loose. Her other finger was shoved deep inside of me,  probing in hard, fast circles.

My mind was gone and my body took over. Brandy stared at me, watching my face as I succumbed to her attack. I tried to say something, anything, but all that came out was a wet gurgle. Brandy smiled and shoved her finger as far as it would go into my ass. She jammed her other hand down hard to the base of my cock.

I grunted and as the painful pressure inside my balls built against Brandy’s controlling hand. My body twisted and I shut Brandy held me there, literally in the palm of her hands, as my lust backed up against her clenched fingers.

"Agrglguh" I gave out an unintelligible gurgle of defeat. The tip of my cock flared wide.

Brandy moved to the side, holding my cock away from her. The pain was exquisite as my backed up lust forced it’s way through her clenched fingers. It felt like the cum was being ripped out of me and when I exploded, it was impressive. Two days of cum spurted in long, thin streams into the air. The streams hit the water from the shower and disappeared down the drain.

My body twitched against the bathroom tile as I shivered out the last of my lust.

Brandy stood up, reached out and stroked my cheek.

"I'm sorry." She said softly. "I should have stopped. I just….got carried away."

I slumped against the tile, suddenly tired. From the flight, from the sexual tension and finally the release.

“It’s OK.” I said. “That was...pretty amazing.”

“Yeah?” She gave my soft cock a couple more tweaks. I hugged her, her body slippery and warm.

She looked at me with concern and, maybe, just a little regret. Regret that I had once again failed in my duties as husband. She kissed me softly.

"Why don't I go make up the bed while you relax for a bit?" She said in her soothing, motherly voice.

"That would be nice." I murmured and managed a weak smile.

"Maybe I can make you some tea?"

I nodded and she left me there, slumped against the tiles. I was so tired after that weird but powerful orgasm that I stayed in the shower for a long time. I felt many things. Frustration, anger and a sense of loss. This was another lost opportunity in a long line of lost opportunities. I also couldn't get out of my mind the way Brandy had teased me. It was almost as if she had wanted me to fail. But, that didn't make any sense.

I shook off my dreary thoughts and bent my head under the water. It was lukewarm, only minutes away from being cold. Like my excitement, the warm water had run out and down the drain. As I stood soaking in the last few moments of warmth, my mind came back to the red panties.

What were they doing on the floor? I hadn't stopped to pick them up, but if I had, would they have been dirty? My mind was fluttering around something. Something indecent and forbidden.

No, no, no. It couldn't be. Brandy must have gotten the panties out to wear for me. That must be it. There was no other reason for them to be on the floor. None at all.

The small twitch of lust  in my balls quieted as the shower turned cold. I let it take the rest of my excitement and, shivering, got out of the tub.

Any lingering dirty thoughts I might have had disappeared when I came back into the bedroom. The panties were gone, the bed made up with Brandy's flowery, second-favorite comforter. Brandy was sitting on top of the covers dressed in a comfy pair of flannel pajamas. They were soft and faded and I always thought they made her look cute as hell. Her legs were folded, her heels tucked up underneath her, her feet bare. I could see her pearly, pink nail polish peeking out under the swell of her bottom.

The pajamas may have been cute, but they were a sure sign that the hanky panky was over. I guess she wouldn't be wearing the red panties for me tonight.

"Hey." She said, grinning. The dark and brooding suspicions in my chest faded under that beautiful smile. I couldn't help but smile back. Her face was glowing, her long dark hair gleaming in the cozy light of the bedside lamp. On my side of the bed was a steaming cup of tea.

My heart filled with love. She was in bed, waiting for me. I went to the dresser and pulled out my own set of PJs and slid them on. I didn't wear pajamas while sleeping, but now seemed like a good time to wear them. A way to signal to Brandy that we were together. We were a family.

I sat down on top of the comforter and Brandy slipped up behind me as I picked up the tea.

"Mmm." The tea was sweet and smelled heavenly. "Chamomile."

"Yep." Brandy purred in my ear. "And lavender. To help you sleep."

Another signal that there would be no more shenanigans tonight. Not that I felt like it. Now, that I was warm and safe in my bed, the exhaustion of the past few days hit me hard. I sipped the tea, already feeling my eyelids begin to droop.

"So, how was the trip?" Brandy asked as I lay down and she put her head on my shoulder.

"Good." I said, unable to really put the experience into words."Great, actually. I think I just might be able to pull this off "

"Oh, I know you will." Brandy said and her faith in me felt good.

"So, how was your weekend?" I said, a flash of the panties came to my mind. "Do anything exciting?"

"Oh, no." She murmured. "Just stayed home and puttered around the house. Missing you."

She scratched her nails under my chin and giggled when I shivered.

Now that we were together, the ghost of whatever doubts I had been feeling were eased away by Brandy's warm body, I felt it was safe to ask about something else niggling at the edge of my brain.

"What happened to the flowers?"

"Flowers?" She asked innocently.

"Yeah." I said and turned towards her. “The flowers Kurt got for you. For us."

"Oh, those." She laughed and waved her hand. "It's funny. I banged into the table and knocked them over. After that the poor things just died."

"Aw, that's too bad." My speech was slower now. The hard work, the orgasm, and the tea were all working against me.

"It's OK." Brandy said and combed my hair back with her fingertips. "Flowers always die. It's the thought that counts."

"Nice of Kurt." I said sleepily. "To make the effort."

"Yeah." Brandy murmured and kept stroking my hair.

I was drifting off to sleep, carried away by the tea and my wife's clean, fresh scent. Just before I fell asleep, I heard Brandy's phone ding to indicate an incoming text. The bed shifted, then Brandy came back to me, resting her head on my shoulder.

"Whoissit?" I mumbled, half in a dream.

"Nobody important." Brandy patted my chest softly. "Don't worry about it. Just go to sleep."


Brandy

As Miles fell asleep beside me, I resisted the urge to look at my phone. I lay there against Miles's warm, slumbering body, but the message I had seen when I looked at the screen was bright in my mind.
 

Kurt: Are you thinking of me?

The simple sentence was so arrogant. So Kurt. Yet, I was thinking of him. I had been thinking of him ever since he'd left. My face reddened as I remembered Miles walking in while I was masturbating. Masturbating thinking of Kurt’s body. His flesh all over me. Inside me. The fantasies made my desire stronger and even though I had been freshly fucked less than an hour before, I needed to touch myself. It was like I was a horny teenager who just found out how good sex could be and I wanted that feeling all the time.

Kurt was everywhere. Even here, in the bed with fresh covers that did nothing to hide my infidelity from my mind. When Miles lapped at my pussy in the shower, the remnants of Kurt's spent lust dripped from the folds of my pussy. The pleasure I got when Miles cleaned me, the idea of him licking Kurt’s cum out of me, made the pain all the more intense. But, with that pain came pleasure. Indescribable, excruciating pleasure.

Miles was eating Kurt’s cum! The thought was so wrong, so powerful that it had taken over my entire body. And I had cum. Hard. I nearly slipped in the shower, but somehow managed to keep my footing.

Then, it was Miles’s turn.

I don’t know why I did what I did. It seemed like the right thing to do at the time, but even now I felt the guilt and shame swamp my heart. Tears stung the corners of my eyes. What was I doing? Miles was back, next to me, his face peaceful in sleep. His hair was mussed,  like a little boy after a long day at an amusement park.

I rolled over, picked up the phone, and put it in Do Not Disturb mode. I set it with the screen down on the table. I stared at it for a moment, the cute pink and purple cover suddenly dangerous. Like a snake waiting to strike. Finally, I scooped up  the hideous thing, went to my dresser, and shoved it into the top drawer underneath my panties.

I went back to Miles and tried to let his body heat warm me, but Kurt had invaded our safe place. I couldn't sleep, thinking of my phone like a ticking time bomb. Finally, I took one of Miles's sleeping pills and chased with the last of his tea. Finally, after an hour of tossing, the drugs pulled me down into a fitful slumber.

I managed to go all morning without checking my phone. I left it in the dresser so I couldn't see the text notifications which were popping up on screen.

I was jumpy at breakfast, but Miles didn't notice. He was happy. Happy to be back, happy that we had spent time together last night even though it didn't turn out the way he had planned. He was just happy to be home. Meanwhile, I could not get my mind off my phone. I could not get my mind off Kurt. 

What did he want? To gloat? Or did he actually want to see me again? Part of me didn't want to believe it. I  thought I understood him.. He wanted to prove himself. He wanted to take what Miles had out of some misplaced sense of vengeance or jealousy.

But now, after I'd found out Kurt had harbored a crush on me, a crush that had been building for ten years, I began to wonder if he wanted something else. Something deeper. 

Miles. I I thought. You love Miles.

Of course, I loved Miles. He was all the things you were supposed to want. Loving, sensitive, kind. I'd fallen in love with him. Not out of lust, or a desire to fuck him. I had fallen in love with the man. Those  feelings were inviolate.

Kurt had taken my body, but now he wanted more. I could feel it. That should have sent me running for the hills. Or made me sick with revulsion.

So why, why did I feel a deep, throbbing warmth in my belly when I thought of it?

As if my betrayal wasn't bad enough, I was actually starting to feel something. My emotions were all mixed up with the lust and hunger I had for Kurt. It made every all of my emotions more potent.

I had to stop this. I couldn't keep this thing going and still maintain my sanity. I kissed Miles goodbye and set about distracting myself with the house. I tried reading a book and doing some journaling.

I was only able to make it an hour. One hour of puttering around the house, thinking up things to do so I wouldn't look at my phone. One hour of being a nervous wreck.

When I finally went upstairs and dug  my phone from underneath a pile of panties, the nervousness gave way to excitement. I was giddy  as a school girl who just got a note from a boy she likes. I opened my phone and saw a page of text from Kurt.

Kurt: Are you thinking of me?

Yes you bastard! I thought.

Kurt: Is Miles there?

No not anymore.

Kurt: I want to see you again.

No. Yes. No, no, no.

Kurt; Miles is here. I'm jerking off thinking of  your mouth on my cock while he's telling me about his trip. Poor bastard.

Oh shit!  A spike of hot lust shot through my pussy as I imagined my poor husband chatting away while his boss stroked his cock under his desk. Moisture collected on my thighs and made me wet and sticky. I slipped my panties aside. My sex was a hot miasma of unsatisfied lust. I peeled back my lips, still sore from Kurt’s cock, and I imagined him stroking himself, as my husband related the events of his trip. All of the memories of our time together floated to the surface. Kurt's smell, the feel of his hard body dominating me, the feel of his punishing flesh hammering deep inside of me. I felt it in my belly, the evil reverberations of his lust taking me over. It was like being possessed by another being. I had no control over my hands and I dug my fingers into the greasy folds of  my sex. I held the phone with my other hand and breathlessly awaited another text.

It came a few moments later, the words sending shivers along the tips of my fingers and directly to my pussy.

Kurt: He finally left. I want to cum so bad.

So did I. I fingered my pussy harder and faster. I felt the wave of orgasm build, starting in my stomach and washing down into my sex.

I was so close, but something held me back. I realized what it was when Kurt texted me again. This time, I could see his cock frozen in time, the play triangle hovering  over the fat head of his penis.

A video. A video of Kurt stroking his cock and thinking of me. Before I could think, I hit play.

“Fuck! I thought he'd never shut up!” Kurt groaned into the phone, the frame shaking, but he managed to keep his large cock on  the screen.

His voice hummed  my ears. I was hot. So hot. I watched, mesmerised, as Kurt's hand stroked his thick flesh. The fat, swollen head mushroomed and Kurt grunted into my ear.

“I'm cumming for you, Brandy.  I'm going to come!”

I dug deeper and humped my hand, pushing myself over the edge. My orgasm crashed over me, but I kept my eyes open and watched as Kurt's beautiful cock opened up and a fountain of thick frothy cum shot up into the air. It splashed onto his hand and dripped down the shaft. I  licked my lips and imagined cleaning up the gooey mess. I remembered Miles eating the same cum from my pussy and another orgasm rocked me. I nearly dropped the phone, but managed to hold it in my trembling hand as Kurt's voice murmured in my ear.

“I need to see you again. You have to see me again.”

“Yes.” I  whispered, forgetting that it was a video and Kurt was not on the other end. “Yes. Again.”

The video stopped and reset with the image of Kurt's cock frozen, the white play triangle covering the head.

“Fuck..” I mumbled.

When the next text came through, I was primed to receive it.

Kurt: Today. Plaza. 12 pm.

Simple words. Simple command. Easy. So easy.

Yes. I texted back and finally let the phone fall as I slipped,  exhausted into a melted, messy lump on the bed.

Yes. Yes. Yes.


Brandy

Thomas met me at the plaza entrance. I was thrown back in time, to when I was still a loving, faithful wife. When I was here for my husband. Now, I couldn't delude myself. I wasn't there for Miles. I was at the plaza for myself.

“Mrs. McCabe?” Thomas said, his thin frame sidling up to me.

I searched for any hint of knowledge or amusement in Thomas’s thin face. He had to know why I was there. Kurt had sent him to escort me to the room. Why else would I be there?

I twisted the wedding ring on my finger. The finger Miles slid that ring on ten years before. It was a reminder that I was his, that I belonged with Miles. Yet, I was here. Again.

I had toyed with the idea of taking it off, but something stopped me. Kurt knew I was married. In fact, it turned him on. The sharp edges of the diamond poked my fingertips. Such a small thing, a ring. Not nearly enough armor to protect you from all the temptations the world had to offer.

If Thomas noticed any of the thoughts whirling about in my brain, or if he had any opinion about why I was there, he gave no inclination. He was perfectly suited for his job. Facilitator, tour guide, pimp. No matter the task, his professionalism never wavered.

We did not speak as the elevator moved up to Kurt’s floor. Thomas led me down the hall and left me in front of what I had begun to think of as Kurt’s room. Then, with a small nod and a neutral smile, Thomas walked down the hall to the elevator.

I stood alone in the hall, my stomach roiling with butterflies. I raised my hand, expecting Kurt to whip open the door and sweep me into the room. The door remained closed and I knocked.

There was no immediate answer. I felt awkward, standing alone in the hall with the beige walls and blush pink carpet. I didn't have a key this time. I couldn't let myself into the room. 

One of the doors down the hall opened up and an older couple came out. I stood, waiting, as they walked past me. I lowered my eyes. I didn't want to see them. I didn’t want to see the way the older man held the woman's arm, the way she leaned into him just a little. A loving, married couple possibly on their what, 40th anniversary? Spending some time in a hotel in downtown Portland. See the city. Maybe going out for a nice lunch.

I didn't want to see them. I didn't want to say hi. I did not want to see their happiness.

Just as they were moving past me, I heard the door lock click, a click so loud it sounded like the tolling of a bell. I looked up and there was Kurt. I didn't even wait for him to say anything. I jumped forward, into his arms. He staggered back and my ankle banged against the door frame, but I didn't care. I buried my face in his thick neck to avoid looking back at the couple. Kurt turned deftly around and hooked the door with his foot. I looked up over his firm shoulder just in time to see the shocked faces of the old couple before the door slammed shut.

Fuck them anyway!

Kurt carried me effortlessly into the room and set me down next to the bed. I pushed away from him.

“You miss me?” He said.

“I…” I didn't want to say it. So far, our liaisons had been met with my reluctance, however weak that reluctance might be. But now, with the world shut away from us and his beautiful body in front of me, my resistance faded.

“Yes.” I said, finally.

Kurt grinned happily. It was only then that I realized he had been worried. He still would have taken me, that was an undeniable fact, but he wanted me to miss him.

“Have you been thinking of me?”

“Yes.”  I murmured and I kissed him. His tongue was in my mouth and I let my hands roam over his body. The body I had imagined last night with my husband. The body I had remembered that morning as I worked my pussy into orgasm. His scent, his skin and the taste of his mouth electrified my senses. My dream suddenly made real and whole.

“I’ve been thinking of you too.” He said in my ear.

“I know.” I slid a hand down between us, felt the thick, hot flesh through the fabric of his pants.

Kurt grinned down at me.

“You know what I’ve been dreaming about?”

“What?” I whispered, the thought of him dreaming of me made my heart do a little dance.

“Those lips.” He said and rolled his thumb across my bottom lip. “Those lips kissing Miles. I want those lips on my cock.”

The sheer wrongness of the words had the desired result. I moaned and he dropped a hand between my legs. I was wearing a short skirt, black and loose, to make it easy for him to slide his hand between my sticky thighs.

He pulled back when he felt my pussy lips, no barrier of cloth or silk protecting me.

“No panties.”

I smiled and shook my head.

“They’re all dirty.” I said. “I can’t keep any of them clean.”

I felt like I slut. A whore. I'd come to his room knowing what was going to happen and I had prepared. I made it easy for him. Just like a good girl would do for her lover.

A slut. A whore. That's what I was. A dirty, slutty cheating wife. But, it was my choice to be here to be with this beautiful man. For the first time, I was embracing my sexuality and taking what I wanted. No fear, no guilt, no shame.

I was Kurt’s and he was mine.

Kurt slid his eager fingers into my pussy. I was wet for him, had been wet for him ever since that damn text message. My need for him was so great, stronger than any need I had for my husband. Miles gave me love and security, but Kurt gave me what I needed.

He stopped fingering me, unsatisfied with just the touch of his fingers in my pussy. Strong hands slid the blouse over my shoulders, revealing a skimpy black  bra. He murmured as he kissed the top of my breasts, leaving hungry bites across the flesh. His hands pulled me, pushed me, controlled me. But I felt no fear.

He stripped me naked, and I trembled, as I always did. Then he stood before me and waited. I nodded, understanding. I stepped forward and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his sculpted chest, the perfect smooth skin stretching taut over hard muscles. I trailed kisses down his chest. He gripped my hair and guided me over his nipple. I sucked on it greedily until it was a hard pebble, then sank teeth into the sensitive nub. Kurt groaned and I chuckled with satisfaction. He wasn't made of stone. Not this time.

I suckled the other nipple as my fingers explored the ridges and contours of his body. Miles was soft and comforting, even a little chubby. But Kurt? Kurt was all hard edges and dangerous curves that made me dizzy. I'd never been with such a perfect man.

My hands found the button of his pants. I continued to suck his nipples, tugging at his waist, unable to free him. I left his nipples and kissed my way down his chest, to the ridges of his stomach, to the downy fur at the base of his belly. The fine hairs tickled my nose. My head swam as I inhaled his potent musk, but I was able to see the pop the button  open and lowly revealed the golden thatch of pubic hair.

His cock, the cock I’d been dreaming about, sprang free and slapped me in the cheek. I laughed in shock and Kurt chuckled. He lifted the heavy shaft and slapped me again. He was wet. Pre-cum dripped onto my skin and left a sticky trail across my cheek.

I opened my mouth to take him in, but Kurt stopped me..

“Not like that.” He growled. “I want to fuck your mouth until I’m the only thing you taste.”

I let out a low, pitiful mon. The humiliating words only stoked the fire in my belly. I didn't know what he meant, but I knew it was going to be punishing.

He lifted me up and guided me to the bed. With some manipulation he laid me on my back, my head pointed towards him. My head hung over the side of the bed looking at him upside down, his huge shaft and balls hovering inches from my face. He lifted his heavy flesh and lowered the fat, furry balls to my open lips.

Spit immediately filled my mouth. I sucked one large ball between my lips stretching them over the wrinkled skin as I tried t suck the whole thing into my mouth. It ended up as a sloppy, wet kiss, but Kurt still moaned in pleasurr. He pulled one ball from my mouth with a wet ‘pop’, then gave me the other one to lavish with my lips and tongue.

Kurt lowered his crotch and suddenly his spongy, wet flesh filled my nose and and made me sniffle and choke. I didn't care. When he finally lifted his balls off of my face, I was gasping for air, but still wanted more.

In this position, all I could do was wait for him to give his flesh to me. He slid the throbbing shaft across my face. I opened my mouth and rubbed my tongue along the belly of his shaft as he slowly smeared spit and pre-cum over my cheeks and chin.

Then, as if at some silent signal, he was inside me. His girth stretched my lips painfully. But, I kept them open, taking his cock in my mouth and down my throat. I had never had a cock this deep before and I gagged, spit spilled out of my lips and down my cheeks. Ropes of drool ran into my eyes, my nose, my hair.

Kurt hammered my mouth. I knew what he was doing now, knew why he wanted to do this. My mouth, my nose, my ears were filled with his flesh. If I had any thoughts of Miles or his sweet, loving kisses, I certainly didn't remember them. Kurt was hammering the memory of my husband out of my head.

Finally, he stopped pounding me. I licked and kissed his flesh greedily. He moved forward and rested his slippery balls on my chin. Then, he lowered his ass and smashed my mouth against the spongy spot between his balls and asshole. My nose sank into the sphincter between his cheeks and he rocked his hips, rubbed himself on my face and smothered me with his flesh.

His scent was pungent and dirty. The smell of his stinky hole stung my nose. But, I dug in and did my best to lick, suck, and kiss every inch of him  Between his cheeks, between his thighs, along the hard, wet shaft. I worshipped him in a way I had never worshipped anything in my life. He was all I wanted.

I thought Kurt might cum and spray his hot load over my face. After all this worship, I wanted to be rewarded with a faceful of his lust. I wanted to taste his cream and feel it dripping, hot and sticky,  down my face. I had never wanted such a thing, the very thought of it makes me shiver, even now. But, in that moment, I wanted nothing more than to be Kurt’s cum-crazy whore.

I don't know how Kurt held back. He had my face jammed into his ass, controlling me between his thighs. A married woman, one he had fantasized about for years, was under his complete control. He could have done anything to me and he knew it. Yet, despite his victory and his obvious arousal, he held back. I wanted him to cum, I wanted him to give in to my submission, but he was stronger than me. He wouldn’t give in that easy.

He bent over me and shoved his face between my legs. He drove his tongue between my lips with the hunger of an animal. Miles was gentler, more thorough perhaps, but Kurt was hungrier and that hunger excited me. He worked his tongue inside of me biting and licking and tearing me open. I lifted my head and focused on the tiny sphincter of his anus spearing the tight hole with my tongue even as Kurt did the same to my pussy.

I came like that, my face between his ass cheeks, his hole slippery with my spit. I screamed into his buttocks as I came, my hips lurching up off the bed to search out more pleasure.

My neck muscles hurt from holding my head up and I was dizzy from the blood rushing to my tortured brain. My head flopped back over the side of the bed as Kurt lifted his body off of mine and crawled onto the bed. Then, he lifted my thighs and pushed them back until they squashed my breasts against my chest. 

“I’m not done with you yet.” He growled and I looked up to see his face, desperate with lust. I felt a surge of satisfaction. I was getting to him. He wanted me as much as I wanted him.

The thought was ripped away a moment later as Kurt thrust his thick, hard flesh deep  inside my helpless body. I screamed with pleasure as his cock plowed through my soft muscles and hammered into my cervix. The pleasure quickly turned to pain and the tears rolled pricked my eyes, but Kurt didn't let up. He pounded me into the bed, his hard body bent over me. He put a hand on my throat and gripped me. Not hard enough to choke, but hard enough to let me know he was in control. Always in control.

He continued to hammer me hard and fast. He pushed his face down into my breast and attacked my soft flesh with his teeth. I felt another orgasm build with each painful jab into my womb. The pain throbbed in my gut and made me sick and even more dizzy, but there was pleasure too. All of it fed my desire and I was at the edge when Kurt pulled up my head, and forced me to look at his huge cock stabbing into my body.

It seemed impossible. That beautiful, monstrous thing disappearing inside of me.

“I’m going to fuck you until Miles can’t satisfy you.” Kurt growled. “I’m going to ruin you for him.”

“No!” I moaned.

“Yes!”

He let my head fall and grabbed my shoulders. He thrust and pulled at the same time and his cock stabbed deeper than ever before. I felt my body rebel, my womb contract, but it was no use. My orgasm burst in the now-familiar blossom of fire that lit me from belly, to toes, to scalp. I cried in agony and ecstasy. Every thought was gone, burned away by the pleasure that Kurt forced upon my helpless body.

“Yes!” I heard someone snarl viciously. “Yes! Fuck me, you bastard! Fuck me until I dont want anyone else. Not Miles, not anyone!”

I realized with shock that the voice was mine.

Kurt did fuck me. He fucked me through my orgasm, gave me another until finally he could no longer hold back his lust.  It was his turn to cry out and he added his screams to my own. His cock grew and throbbed just before shot his thick seed inside of me. The only man's cum I’d had in my pussy for over a week. He invaded those places that my husband couldn't touch. He touched me in places Miles couldn’t. He filled me in places that I had not let Miles fill.

“Tell me you want  me.” Kurt whispered..

I was still dizzy. My whole body ached with the terrible pounding of blood and bone. I couldn’t think.

“Yes.”  I said, my voice was weak. “I want you.”

“What about Miles?”

I lifted my head, the muscles all but dead in my neck and shoulders.

“I love Miles.”  I said and I wondered how I could say such a thing and still feel the way I did. “But, I want you.”

Kurt lifted my head gently.

“Do you love me?”

“What?” The question made no sense. “I just said I loved Miles.”

I thought Kurt might let my head fall. Instead, he rolled to the side and helped me gently onto the bed.

“Not yet, maybe.”  He said and tickled one nipple. “But you will.”

“No.”  I looked at him. “ I can't love you.”

Kurt only smiled. Not a man to take rejection. Not a man who could even believe it.

“So what?” He put a warm hand over my stomach. “This is... this is just…”

“Sex.” I said. I didn't want to think about this. He couldn’t love me. Sure, he'd wanted me since he was sixteen. A crush, an infatuation. And he enjoyed my body. He also enjoyed hurting my husband. But that wasn't love. Not the kind of love I shared with Miles.

I sat up suddenly. Blood rushed away from my brain into the rest of my body and I found myself with my hand on Kurt's large thigh  as I steadied myself. When the dizziness passed I looked down and realized my hand was only inches from his slumbering cock.

“I should go.”  I said and moved my hand quickly away from him.

The conversation had made my stomach tighten, the guilt settling in like a cold you just couldn’t shake. I was a bad wife, I knew that. I just didn't feel that way when I was with Kurt. For a moment, Kurt made me forget about Miles, about my life. About all of it.

But, as the orgasm faded, the reality set back in. This was bad. Talking about love was bad. It was so much worse than the sex.

Miles wouldn't think so.

No, he wouldn't, but I did. I knew the feelings Kurt was messing with could be the end of everything.

“Don't go.” Kurt said and gripped my arm. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“Kurt, you always make me uncomfortable.”

“I do?”

“Yes. Despite all of…” I motioned to Kurt’s body, my nakedness and the messed up bed. “...this, I’m not leaving Miles. I couldn’t do that.”

“I know.” Kurt said and cupped my chin. “I didn’t mean that. Please, don’t go.”

He had that look of boyish vulnerability again. I sensed that I had gotten through to him. I allowed him to kiss me.

“I can’t do this anymore.” I said against his lips. “I can’t cheat on Miles anymore.”

The hollow feeling in my chest when I said the words surprised me.

“Really?” Kurt sat back and his smile faded. “I’ll stop talking about Miles. I… we can just be together…”

His words trailed off and I remembered how young he really was. Maybe he did have real feelings for me. I wasn’t sure he was capable of love, but it was obvious now that Kurt felt something. My heart soared, but I crushed the feeling. Those feelings, if left to take root, would only make it harder to pull the weeds that were growing up around my heart.

“I’m sorry.” I said. “I just can’t.”

“I know.” He looked away, his mouth set in a frown. “I just...you know. I’ve never felt like this b--”

I put a finger on his lips.

“I don’t want to hear that.” I said.

“But you want to know.” He said and kissed my palm, then my wrist.

“I can’t.” I said again and pulled my arm away from him.

“I know.” Kurt said. “But, I have to see you.”

Suddenly, his mouth spread in an evil grin. I pulled back, my heart hammering as he scrambled to the side of the bed.

“I have an idea.” He swiped his phone and pointed the camera at me.”Let's make a video. Something to remember you by.”

I shook my head.

“Oh no! Not that!”

“Come on, Brandy!” He said with a boyish grin. “If you don't, I'm just going to keep texting you. Or call you when you're in bed with Miles. You know I will.”

God, what a child! But, as I looked at the camera, the excitement began again in my belly. A video. Something he could watch and fantasize over when he couldn't have me. The idea of that... power... made my pussy start to weep again. And, he could send me a copy. I could watch it and touch myself. Perhaps that would hold off the need to see him. Because I had no doubt that I would want to see him.

“Fine.” I said and smiled unconsciously into the camera “What do you want me to do?”

“Start by saying hi.” He grinned. “In fact, why don't you say hi to your husband.”

“What?” I took my eyes off the camera and looked at him.

“Look at the camera!” He ordered. “Come on, Brandy. You know that would be so fucking hot!”

I frowned, but my body was responding. Saying hi to Miles, like we were sending him the video? God! That was so wrong! So, why did it make me so wet? 

“Smile.” Kurt said.

I smiled at the camera.

“Hi, Miles.” I said and could not stop the next words that came out of my mouth. “I’m here with Kurt…”


Miles

Brandy was waiting for me when I got home. God, it felt so good to come home to her! She was waiting in the dining room, setting the table with a meal she must've spent a good two hours making. There was roast chicken, homemade mashed potatoes, thick gravy and even biscuits. Comfort food. Home cooking.

Brandy didn’t like to cook and a lot of times meals would be whipped up with shortcuts.  Instant potatoes, frozen biscuits. It had been ages since Brandy had made an entire meal from scratch.

“What’s all this?” I said.

Brandy grinned.

“I wanted to welcome you home properly.  Everything was a bit of a mess yesterday, you know? I just wanted to sit down with you and have a proper meal.”

She walked over to me. She looked wonderful. She was wearing a white dress, the hem sliding halfway up her thigh. It was form-fitting and it clung to her tantalizing curves. She put her hands around my neck. She smelled wonderful, jasmine and sandalwood, a perfume I'd gotten for her birthday. Her favorite and something she saved for special occasions. This must be a special occasion.

“I love you.”  I said without thinking. It was the only thing to say.

I saw Brandy's eyebrows knit for a second, just a fraction and her smile turned down at the corners. Then, as quick as it appeared, her frown was gone.

“I love you, too.” She kissed me.

I could have held her there for hours, tasting her lips. I was hungry,  but not for food.  Brandy's kisses, however, were gentle and loving, not lusty. She pulled back from me, cutting our kiss short.

“We have time for all of that.” She giggled when she saw the disappointment on my face. 

She moved back and I saw her wince and put a hand on her neck.

“Hey.” I put a hand on her shoulder. “You all right?”

“Yes.” She said and slipped away from me. “I did something to my neck today. It’s fine.”

“Well, maybe later I could give you a massage.” I said and waggled my eyebrows lasciviously.

“That would be…” She thought about it for a moment. “That would be lovely, Miles.”

I breathed easier. I didn't understand the frown and I was worried about her neck but I put it out of my mind. My wife had made me a wonderful meal with her own hands. For the first time since my trip, I felt like I was truly home.

“So.” Brandy said. “ How was your first day back?”

“It was great!” I cut the chicken, placing a juicy slab of white meat on Brandy's plate. "It was really great!"

“Yeah?”  Brandy slid a glass of wine over to me, then raised her own glass to her lips.

“Yeah. You know?”  I plopped a scoop of mashed potatoes on my plate and smothered it in thick, brown gravy. “I had a really great meeting with Kurt today. He was really excited.”

Brandy spluttered and spit wine back into a glass. She put her glass down and, coughing, raised the napkin to her lips.

“Brandy?” I started to stand, but she waved me back to her seat. I sat, helpless, as Brandy coughed into her napkin.

“I’m OK.” She finally managed to croak between coughs.

“Something I said?” I laughed.

“No.” She giggled and wiped a tear of wine from her cheek. “Just went down the wrong pipe.”

“Ok.” I said and we continued to eat and talk, falling back into a cozy familiarity that had been missing ever since my troubles at work begani. We settled back into our happy places, places we didn't even know were gone until the happiness came back.

“So,” I said after my glass was empty. “I can see you cleaned and cooked for me. Anything else exciting happen today?”

“No.” She giggled and I saw that Brandy’s glass was empty too. Her cheeks were flushed and her smile had turned sexy and mischievous.

“I thought about you.” She said and hiccupped.

“I thought about you, too.” I said.

I stood up and walked a little unsteadily to her side. She looked up at me and for some reason her eyes were shining wet, like she was on the verge of tears.

“You alright?” I asked again.

“Yes.”  She smiled. “Just drunk.”

“Mmm.” I said and bent down over her. “Me too. A little.”

“Too much?” She bumped a hand against my crotch. I kissed her and trapped her fingers between my thighs.

“Nowhere near.”

Brandy rewarded me with a girlish, drunken giggle. Her laughter reverberated through my heart.

“Good.”

She stood up and stumbled. I caught her in my arms.

“You may have to carry me.” SHe giggled again.

“Really?” I wasn’t weak, but I didn’t think I could make it to the bedroom with her in my arms. I wished I could do it, but I knew my limits.

“No, you goof!” She hit me playfully on the arm. “I’m not that drunk!”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up the stairs and to the bedroom. She led me to the bed, then turned her back to me.

“Help?”  She said and I saw the zipper glinting silver in the white fabric.

I pulled it down, loosening the dress until Brandy could shimmy it over her shoulders. Unable to help myself, I kissed the skin and tasted her salty sweat and smelled the heady scent of her perfume. I  wrapped my arms around her.

I could die here.

Here. With Brandy in my arms, her scent in my nose, and the taste of her skin on my tongue.

She continued to push the dress down until it came loose and pooled around her ankles. She wore a silky set of lace bra and panties. More new things she'd bought for me? They were a gift. A gift I couldn't wait to open.

Brandy moved her head to the side and exposed her neck. I kissed her throbbing vein and felt her heartbeat through my lips.

Brandy hissed again. She pulled her head up and moaned.

“Oh man!”  I tentatively touched her neck. “It really hurts doesn't it?”

“Yes.”  She turned her whole body towards me. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be." I guided her gently to the bed. “Sit. Let me rub your shoulders.”

“Ok.” She said meekly and sat down on the bed, rolling her head stiffly to the side.

I rummaged through the bedside table. Under a week old People magazine was a small wooden box. The box we called the ‘sex’ box,  It held an assortment of things for the bedroom,  things we collected when I was having the difficulties. Oils and herbs that were supposed to help potency. Two unused condoms which were forgotten when we decided to stop using birth control. A small vibrator I had used on Brandy once which neither of us really enjoyed.

I grabbed a small bottle with a red cap from the box. It was a warming oil with a vanilla scent. We'd only used a little on our bodies, but I remembered the pleasant warmth that spread through my muscles when Brandy tried to give me a sensual massage. It hadn’t worked, but the warmth had been relaxing. So relaxing I had fallen asleep. Yet another lost opportunity.

I spread the oil on my hands, and felt them warm up as the vanilla scent filled the room. Brandy folded her naked feet underneath her. I knelt on my knees behind her and laid my hands on her skin. I rubbed slowly, trying to find my way along her neck and shoulders, while listening to the sounds she made. Moans were good, hisses were not. It reminded me of licking her. I paid close attention to her voice and focused on those things that gave her the most pleasure.

“Wow.” I said. “What did you do?”

“I.. .I don’t know.” She moaned and I concentrated on a sensitive spot, working my hand over the hard muscles. “It just...ahhh! It just started hurting. Oooh! That feels so good.”

“I’m glad.”

She turned her head and smiled up at me.

“Could you...could you do something else to make me feel good?”

“Sure.” I said. “Do you want me to do your back?”

Brandy grinned and spread her legs. She slid a hand under her panties and fingered her sex.

“Oh.” My cheeks reddened. “That!”

“Yes.” She giggled. “You are so good at it.”

That made me feel good. I smiled smugly and moved from behind her. She laid back on the  pillows and spread her legs wide.

“Well,” She gave me an evil grin. “What are you waiting for?”

I smiled from between her legs, then buried myself in her wet and ready flesh.


Brandy

God! How did I get here? 

My neck was still throbbing, but the pain had been dulled by Miles' patient, gentle hands. The idea of it, Miles massaging muscles bruised by another man, made my head spin. My husband had massaged away the pain, but not the memories of Kurt punishing my mouth and throat. The contrast of Miles hands with Kurt’s strong, brutal fucking of my mouth made me dizzy with lust and grief.

How could I enjoy this?

But I was enjoying it. My pussy was dripping as Miles worked between my legs. I was grateful to him, but that gratitude only made things worse. The guilt plagued me, even as my pussy flooded with juices. Not just my juices either. Kurt was still in there. I had showered, but I'd left Kurt’s seed in my dirty sex. The younger man’s lust had been seeping out of my pussy as I made dinner for my husband. While I sat, chatting with Miles over dinner, Kurt’s leavings had made my thighs stick together, only increasing my arousal.

Now, as I begged Miles to eat me and clean away the greasy remnants of Kurt’s lust from the folds of my bruised sex, the excitement was intense. Miles was eating Kurt’s cum! It was so wrong and so hot.

“Shit!” My ass jerked off the bed like I had a cattle prod in my ass. I felt the thick froth move inside, warmed all afternoon by the heat of my womb. Heated and mixed with my pussy juices that were now bubbling out of my swollen lips and onto Miles’s questing tongue.

Miles was good. He was attentive to my needs and had an instinct for pleasuring me, but that wasn’t why I was so hot. I was hot because he was eating his boss’s cum. Some of that cum had made it to my helpless womb. Even now, I could be pregnant.

“That’s it, baby!” I cried and dug my nails into Miles’s scalp and pulled him deeper. “Eat that dirty cunt!”

Miles dug a finger into my pussy and something shifted inside. Shit! More cum was dripping from my pussy and gushing into Miles’s mouth.

I came again and this time I humped my sticky sex against my husband’s face. His nose, his mouth, his chin slid between my lips. Miles grunted, but kept licking.

“Fuck!”

Miles finally broke my hold on his scalp and pulled back. His face was slick with mine and Kurt’s combined juices.

Miles had no idea. He had a smug look on his face and a sparkle of desire in his eyes. He thought it was his prowess that had brought me so much pleasure. But, I knew the truth. I came because of what Kurt had done to me. That and the thought of Kurt’s thick cum dripping down my husband’s chin.

Miles ripped off his shirt and tore at his pants. I laughed at his eagerness and tried to help him, but Miles ignored me, intent on freeing himself from his cloth prison.

Miles only managed to get his pants halfway down his thighs before he gave up and fell on top of me. I reached down and felt his thin, throbbing cock jump into my hand.

I hate to say it, but I barely felt him enter me. I didn’t know he was all the way in until our pubic bones ground painfully together.

A small flare of lust burst in my pussy. Miles’s body, so much smaller than Kurt’s, rolled against my swollen clit. I was hot, wet and sticky, but I had cum twice already and no matter how hard Miles fucked me, I couldn’t make the spark ignite.

I felt a wave of sadness wash over me. It didn’t really matter. Miles had made me cum twice. It didn’t matter that he was not reaching the places Kurt could go. I still loved him and I still wanted him in my life. Still, the fear that Miles's body might never satisfy me again haunted my thoughts.

I’m going to fuck you until Miles can’t satisfy you.

Could Kurt's words be true?

I’m going to ruin you for him.

Had he ruined me? I looked up at Miles. His eyes were closed, lost in his own passion. He hammered at me, his thin body sweating as he worked to bring me to orgasm. I moaned, more in dismay then pleasure, and bucked my hips upwards, trying to ignite that spark. It didn’t happen. Nothing I could do, nothing Miles could do, seemed to be able to bring that pleasure back to me.

Miles couldn’t satisfy me.

I felt the pain of my loss deep in my heart. I had done this. I had given myself to another man and now I was ruined. Miles trembled and his eyes snapped open. I was crying, but he didn’t notice. Or, if he did, he might have thought it was just an effect of his prowess. Because it was good for Miles, that much was obvious.

I lifted my legs and hooked my ankles over his bobbing thighs, pulling him in gently. My arms rose up and I ran my nails along his back and into the hairs on his neck. I knew this drove him wild. He continued to pump, his movements awkward and jerky as he neared his release.

I looked into his eyes and I saw the lust give way to determination. His mouth turned into a frown and his brows knit together. He was trying to prolong the moment. For his pleasure or mine, I didn’t know.

I took pity on him, dug my heels into his flanks and pulled him deep.

“It’s ok, baby.” I murmured. “I want you to cum. I want you to cum inside me.”

Miles shook his head. Sweat dripped down onto my cheeks.

“I can hold it.” He moaned. “I want you to feel good.”

“I do feel good, honey.” I said and humped upwards to meet his frantic thrusts. “You make me feel so good, baby.”

It wasn’t a complete lie. He did make me feel good, just not in the way he intended. The love I felt for him made me flush with heat and I wanted more than anything for his seed to fill my pussy and push out Kurt’s lust.

“Do it, Miles!” I cried and I prodded him with my ankles. “Just cum, baby! Just do it!”

His body tensed and I lay there, watching as his face screwed up in a paroxysm of pleasure. After four days, Miles had finally gotten to cum in my pussy. His ecstasy made me happy.

What I didn’t feel was his release, that pumping of blood and muscle that signaled he had cum.  He groaned on top of me for a moment, then fell forward. I let him pant against my breasts and brushed my hands through his sweaty hair.

“That was great.” Miles said and lifted his sweaty head. My breasts were cold and clammy.

“Yes.” I said. “Really good.”

“Did...did you cum?”

“Yes.” I said simply. It wasn't acomplete lie.

Miles beamed like a happy child.

“I love you so much!” He said.

“I love you, too.”

That was when I realized that I didn’t need Kurt. I didn’t need him to be happy when I had Miles. My husband was right here and he was so eager to please.

“Miles?” I said hesitantly. “There’s something else I want you to do.”

“Yeah? What is it?”

I spread my legs again and pushed his head down to look at my sodden pussy. Miles got to his knees, his soft cock flopping against my thigh. My lips were spread wide and I could feel the thin trickle of cum slip from my hole and drip down the crack of my ass.

“I want you to...you know.” I brushed my fingertips across my hard clit. “Clean up the mess you made.”

A look of revulsion passed across Miles’s face like a storm cloud. God! If he only knew that he had eaten Kurt’s cum not once, but twice.

“Brandy.” Miles looked bewildered. “Really? I...I don’t know…”

“Come on, baby!” I whimpered. “It would be so hot!”

I stayed silent as I watched my husband’s indecision. He wanted to please me, but he had never intended to go this far.

“Please, Miles!” I whined like I was in pain. “I want to cum again.”

In the end, Miles couldn't deny me. He leaned forward and once again put his face between my legs. I felt his tongue lick tentatively at my pussy.

“That's a good boy.” I moaned as if he was a pet poodle. “Such a sweet boy.”

That was all it took. Miles dove forward and put his mouth over my dirty, dripping pussy.

I settled back in the pillows, and enjoyed my victory. I had what I wanted. I was back with my husband who would do anything for me. Who loved me enough to eat his own seed from my abused sex. I had dodged a bullet. It was over with Kurt and I still had my husband.

My Miles.

What more could I possibly ask for?


Miles

It wasn't as bad as I thought. The first lick was the hardest. Brandy's pussy was puffy and sticky with white teardrops of cum. The smell was dirty, almost as dirty as the first time I tasted her. I didn't know that my lust could make her smell so bad.

But, when she cooed at me and called me a good boy I couldn't stop. My mouth began to salivate as I put my lips on her clit. It felt so good. I'd made her come before and I was going to do it again. I lapped at the drops, using the tip of my tongue to scoop up the thin trickle that ran down the crack of her bottom. I licked it and I felt Brandy shake with pleasure. She was getting off on this, maybe more than she got off on the actual sex. Of course, I had cum too quickly, but now it didn't matter. If I could please her this way, then all would be well.

After a few minutes, Brandy came in my mouth. It was a slow, languorous orgasm compared to her thrusting powerful climax from before. I continued to lick and clean her until she fell back against the pillows.

“Yes.” She sighed happily as I cleaned the last of our juices from her. “That is exactly what I needed.”

“I'm glad.” I said and laid down next to her. I still had my damn pants tangled about my thighs. In my excitement, I had been unable to get them off. I didn't care. My jaw ached and the smell of Brandy’s soiled pussy filled my nostrils. I should have been disgusted, but I wasn't. I was happy. Happy that I had satisfied my wife. I felt like the king of the world.

“You know what would make this night perfect?” Brandy said, patting my leg.

“What's that?” I said, wondering what more she could possibly want. I had never seen her so voracious. It scared me a little.

“A nice, hot bath.” She said and laughed when I let out a sigh of relief. ”What? You tired?”

“A little.” I chuckled. “But not too tired to take a bath.”

“Good.” She rolled over and gave me a kiss on the mouth. “I’m not ready to go to bed. I really want to be with you.”

The words made me feel warm and soft. So often I had been too exhausted to spend much time just being with my wife. I couldn't remember the last time we took a bath together.

“Me too.” I said and touched her cheek.

“Well,” She looked down at my partially covered legs. “Why don't you, you know, get undressed and I'll go start the bath.”

“Ok.”

Brandy practically bounced off the bed. How could she have so many orgasms, yet still have energy?

I guess she's just really excited to have her husband back. I thought.

I was still riding a wave of confidence as I struggled out of my clothes. I was about to head to the bathroom, when my phone buzzed. A text. I thought about ignoring it, but decided to check, just in case it was work.

For a moment, I was glad I did. There was a message from Kurt. I opened it up and saw a video attached to the text. The preview showed nothing but a blur of beige and pink.

Kurt: thought u might like to see this!

What could he possibly be sending me a video of? It didn’t really matter. After all, you can't exactly ignore a text from your boss can you?

So, I hit the play button, expecting something to do with the Bad Wolf account. Instead, the camera raised up and suddenly, I was looking at Brandy's face.  Her hair was a mess and her mascara was running. Her face was shiny. Too shiny.

Despite the fact that she looked like she'd been crying, she wasn't upset. She was happy. No, more than happy.

She was glowing.

She smiled at the camera and my heart stopped.

“Hi Miles.” She grinned and then nodded over the camera at the person holding the phone. “I'm here with Kurt…”

End Part 3


Thank You!

I 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.
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