      Home Early

  Bill Morgan sat quietly in his seat and listened to the rushing noise of

 jet engines as the airliner set down in Juneau. His last meeting in Seattle was cancelled and he was returning a day early.  He looked at his watch, it was ten o’clock. He called his home as soon as he reached a pay phone in the terminal, but no one answered..
   It was raining as he made his way across the parking lot to the taxi stand and hailed a cab.

     He watched the rain splatter against the windshield from the back seat of the taxi, and wondered why his wife hadn’t answered his phone call. The house was dark when the cab stopped in front of it, Bill paid the driver and hauled his suitcase up to the house and unlocked the door. He could tell that no one was home as soon as he stepped inside, but called out anyway. “I’m home.” He said, just loud enough to penetrate the silence.
   No answer, he thought it curious that she was out at this hour, but was too tired from his trip to ponder it. 

    Bill soaked his weary body in a tub of hot water for an hour and finished the book he had started on the plane. He made himself a cup of tea and sat down in his chair in the living room to wait for his wife to return, it was almost mid-night.
    Sheila spread her legs and felt the tip of her lover’s cock enter her body. This was the moment she cherished, the beginning of intercourse, the first touch of his skin against her bare flesh. She pushed herself into the man thrusting his member into her. It was rough; raw, and deliciously evil, and she felt wicked for cheating on her husband, but that made the moment feel even better. She looked at the sheen of sweat on his chest and licked his right nipple as he moved on her, tasting the salty flavor of him as he continued pounding into her. She was near orgasm when he increased his pace. She stretched herself up and tried to pull him deeper into her, jerking her hips and wrapping her legs around his back to try and make herself come. The man’s hard-on rubbed against that special spot inside her cunt that brought her to the edge, she felt the release of orgasm wash over her. It was heady and wonton. He fucked her with wild abandon as she squirmed and thrashed on the bed beneath him. His orgasm came fast and furious as he plunged into her wet sloppy sex. She felt his stiff cock squirt several jets of his cum inside her slick cunt; triggering another wash of orgasm for her, and felt his hands squeeze her breasts hard as his orgasm worked itself out. He grunted a rugged sigh and pushed his cock into the slime of her cunt, locking them in a tight embrace. His semen was thick and plentiful as it oozed around his hard shaft and squeezed through opening of her sex  
    Sheila felt the puddle of come cooling underneath her ass as she lay spread open and pinned to the cotton sheet of the hotel bed. 
   Her lover was kneeling between her legs and she could feel the demand of his erection moving slowly inside her. “Are you going to come again?” She whispered.
    “I think so.” He said and started to move a little.
 Sheila felt his hard-on twitch inside her and was overcome with lust. She sighed at the wonder of it and lay back to let herself be taken for the second time by her magnificent lover. Her juices poured out of her as he thrust in and out of her hot slushy cunt. She felt his second orgasm build and let herself get lost in the come when he did. He filled her with passion and she accepted his gift. 
     She felt the sweaty weight of her lover’s body pressing heavily against her and noticed the bone hardness inside her pussy slowly recede and slip out. She suddenly thought of her poor husband in Seattle, probably alone in a hotel room. She pushed on the man to get him off and he reluctantly responded.   
    Sheila wanted nothing more at this point than to get up; clean herself, and go home, but after seeing a cockroach scurry across the floor, she refused to use the airport hotel bathroom. She pulled her satin panties on while still in the bed, and then swung her legs over the side and continued to dress in the clothes that she had worn to the hotel. She noticed the red marks his hands had left on her breasts in the mirror as she slid the black bra over them. She finished dressing in the clothes she wore to meet him; a black skirt, white blouse, and black shoes, with a striped sweater. She brushed her fingers through her short black hair; kissed her lover’s cheek as he lay snoring on the bed, and closed the door to the room quietly as she left.
     She thought about how luxurious a hot bath at home was going to feel as she sat in the back seat of the taxi.

     Bill saw the lights from the cab wash against the far wall through the window and realized the Sheila was finally coming home. He looked at the dial of his watch it was two a.m. 

     Sheila walked up to the front door and noticed a dim light through the window inside, she knew that Bill had returned and wondered why he was home so soon. She hadn’t thought of a good excuse for being out late, and had no idea of what to tell him. She would have to be careful about what she would say and how she played this out. She pushed the door open and walked inside.

    Bill sat stone still in his rocking chair and watched his wife walk through the door, he was going to let her speak first and promised himself to listen to her. 

     Sheila looked at her husband and managed a weak smile, but said nothing. Both of them were waiting; finally, after the awkward moment passed, she turned and took her sweater off. Bill watched her and knew in that moment that his worst fear was being realized. He suddenly felt himself begin to stiffen in his shorts and wondered at the meaning of it.

    Sheila could feel the logistics of the situation were changing. She looked at him and realized the he wasn’t upset; or questioning her, or anything, he was just waiting. She suddenly became very aware; he was staring at her.

    She could feel the slime oozing from the edge of her panties and trickling down the inside of her thigh. She wanted desperately to get to the bathroom and wash the evidence of her infidelity away, but she couldn’t move.
    They still hadn’t spoken.
     Bill moved his hand slowly from in front of his shorts and she saw immediately that he was exposed and erect. She looked at him curiously and then made a move toward the bathroom. 

     “Stop!” he said, and the word broke through the silence like a knife, she froze.

“Come here!” he said. She was powerless to move. 

“Alright,” he said, “If you won’t come to me, then I’ll come to you.”

    He rose up from the rocker and reached his hand out to grab her. Sheila tried to move away, but he had her in his grasp and pulled her to him. She let out a gasp as he pressed his mouth against her lips and kissed her. He could taste the strange essence of stale sex in her mouth. He pried his tongue deep inside seeking the flavor of it.

    Sheila could feel the urgency of his kiss and the unmistakable sensation of his erection pressing into her belly. Her mind was reeling, ‘he must know’ she thought, ‘he must at least suspect something.’ Bill pulled back and looked into her searching eyes for a brief second, and then leaned into her and kissed her again. 
    Sheila couldn’t understand, he was different, his kiss was definitely different. He was being gentle, but firm. She couldn’t mistake the hard-on pressing against her and the demand that it represented, but she felt so dirty. How could this have happened, it was supposed to be discreet; a personal and secret tryst and no one was to know, but now this, and Bill….she felt his gentle kiss on her lips again and then a strange release, she kissed him back.

     They stood in their living room kissing, Bill loosened his grip and Sheila circled her arms around his neck. She felt another trickle of sperm roll down the inside of her thigh almost to her knee. She was embarrassed for that, but this new feeling surging through her body was something that she hadn’t felt before. Bill was her mate, and had been for thirteen years, but this time it was oddly special. She pulled back and looked at him. He looked her directly in the eye and she returned his gaze with a strong unflinching stare. He took her hand and led her toward their bedroom.
    Sheila made no further attempt to reach the bathroom and let her husband lead her to their bed. 
    Bill sat her on the edge of the bed and knelt at her feet. He looked up at her with a blank stare and began removing her shoes. He could smell the heavy scent of sex wafting from her, it made his cock seem to stiffen further.

    Sheila was embarrassed and leaned her head back against the pillow. She closed her eyes, anticipating with dread the explosion of his reaction, as he continued his examination.

    Bill lifted the hem of her skirt and saw the evidence of her tryst. The effect on him was unpredictable and he wondered at the strange and exciting thrill he felt coursing though his body. He was never as excited as this before. He felt his erection become intense and realized that he was close to coming in his shorts. The sight of Sheila’s panties plastered to her cunt with cum clinging to her as thick as paste, made Bill’s cock twitch again. Bill swallowed hard and held himself in check as his cock threatened to eject its load. He looked at the wet panties again and followed the lines of drying cum along the inside of Sheila’s thighs. His body was vibrating with sexual desire.

   He lowered her skirt  and sat looking up as though asking permission to proceed. 

    She looked down at him kneeling on the floor; It suddenly dawned on her, she was in control. The exchange was electric. She looked at him kneeling before her and wondered how far she could take this. Her eyes held him in place for several seconds. She felt sensual; her cunt leaked sex fluids; she was just fucked by a stud and now her husband was kneeling at her feet waiting for permission for what?  She decided to let him make the next move.   
   Finally; she glanced at the hem of her skirt and then back at him as if to say; now you may continue. Bill lowered his eyes and saw a rivulet of something wet on her thigh. He moved his head under his wife’s black skirt and felt the slick wetness on her thigh rub against his cheek as he inched his face forward. He turned his head and slowly licked at the line of cum on her thigh, running his tongue along the trail of slime toward her heat. Sheila placed her hand on the back of his head and pushed it under the hem. Bill had his face squashed into her sticky panties. The pungent smell of male and female sex burned into his nose. He felt the gentle pressure of her hand again on the back of his head and moved forward. Sheila pressed his head tight against her crotch smearing the sexual spend of her encounter all over his face. There was no more pretence.

    Sheila said in a firm and commanding tone, “Suck them clean before you take them off.”
 They were the first words she had spoken since she came home. Bill reacted immediately and Sheila could feel her panties being tugged on by the gentle sucking of his mouth. 

    It took him fifteen minutes to get them sucked sufficiently clean before he was allowed to remove them and return his face to his place between her thighs.

      “Lick me.” Sheila whispered.
     Bill started lightly flicking his tongue along the outer lips of Sheila’s cunt. She could barely feel his soft licking. He increased the action slowly and deliberately until she was twisting her hands in the bed sheets and clutching her thighs around his head. She creamed inside his mouth and spilled the bitter contents of her evening sex play. Her orgasm continued to build ever higher, until she reached the gut-wrenching point of no return. Her cunt contracted generating copious amounts of fluid and Bill swallowed it as it came. His face was smeared and saturated with her juice and Sheila was screaming when she came gushing in his mouth. 

     She fell back on the bed exhausted and Bill hugged her thighs tightly in his arms while keeping his face buried in her cunt. He had his ears squashed against her thighs and could barely hear her when she whispered breathlessly; 

   “You can stop now” 

    Bill pulled himself up to the edge of the bed and gazed at his wife. She was still gripping the sheets between her knotted fists.

   She turned her head and looked at the glazed face of the man she had lived with for so long and then down at his stiff cock pointing straight and hard from out of his boxer shorts. He was still on his knees before her and needed release, but he didn’t know how to ask her. 

   Sheila looked down at him and said; “You can come on me,… up here.”  She pointed to the spot perfectly centered between breasts.
    Bill immediately climbed up on the bed and straddled her torso, placing his cock in between his wife’s tits. He came almost instantly upon contact with her skin. The orgasm swept through him like a tornado and he pulsed out great gobs of cum. He had never experienced an orgasm like it before in his life, when he opened his eyes he saw Sheila smiling at him. There were lines of his semen splattered all over her tits and some all the way up to her chin and cheeks. “Thank You Darling …..Thank You.” He said.

    “I’m happy for us” Sheila said, reaching up and placing her hand on the top of his head; “Now, be a dear .” She applied a slight pressure and guided him to where the first wad of sperm had landed on her cheek. 

   Bill leaned carefully down and pushed his lips into the little drop, sucking it inside and kissing her at the same time. He sucked the sperm from her face; chin, and neck, being careful not to miss any and then started cleaning her neck with his tongue. He swallowed his ejaculate with a low guttural sound that Sheila found quite satisfying to hear. She sighed as he slowly worked his mouth over her sensitive nipples and licked the underside of her breasts.
   Bill took a long time licking and kissing her until he was certain that he had gotten it all. 
    He was not adverse to eating his own cum, secretly, he had been ingesting it ever since he could first produce it.  He was ashamed to let his wife know how much he liked the flavor, thinking that she would leave him or believe him to be queer. Suddenly a hidden portion of his life was now open and he was feeling complete.
  Sheila fell asleep while Bill was attending to her and slept until late the next day.

 Bill had the house cleaned when she came into the kitchen for coffee.

    He waited on her patiently and said nothing until she spoke. That was the way it started; Bill and Sheila had changed.
    They said nothing to each other about the events leading up to the previous night and both of them resumed their familiar roles as husband and wife. They sat together in their usual positions at the kitchen table and sipped morning coffee; Sheila in her favorite robe, and Bill in his track suit and sandals. A sense of understanding and discovery hung in the air between them.

    Bill broke the silence first by clearing his throat and then asking in a subdued voice;   “Darling, I think I need some more cream, when is the next time you will go out?”    It was an unmistakable request for another session.

Sheila gave him a warm smile and reached her hand across the table to brush against his cheek.

      “I can’t get the store bought kind until next month, but I think there is still some here.”
     She let her robe open slightly to entice him into looking at her breasts as she leaned over to give him a good morning kiss. Bill stood up and Sheila saw his erection pressed against the outlines of his track suit. 

   Sheila was aware that Bill had an inordinate passion, and now she understood  how to provide the way and the means to satisfy it.  She would use her new power it to test the limit of his endurance.
    “You can cum on me again honey, like last night.” she said, “here.” She pointed to her breasts. Bill pushed his pants down and grabbed his erection with his right hand and began pumping on it. “That’s it Darling keep going.” Sheila was watching her husband masturbate in front of her. His hand a blur of action until she saw him tense up and groan. “Cum on me.” She whispered, in a heavy breathy voice, “Right here.” She pushed her tits together and Bill let his cock spurt its load onto her white milky skin.

    He was panting when he finally finished and fell to his knees; Sheila’s tits were covered in seminal fluid inches from his face. She held the slick liquid in a pool between her two breasts and let him relax before pushing them into his face. 
    “Lick it all up darling.” She said, “like a good little hubby.”

    Bill’s tongue washed over her tits and he sucked the gob of sperm into his mouth. The sticky fluid slipped down his throat like warm butter and he swallowed it in one gulp. He lowered his head when he finished and felt a pang of embarrassment flood through him.      Sheila picked his chin up and kissed him on his sticky lips. “That was just a taste of what I have in store for you, if you’re a good boy.” She said with a smile. 

    Bill raised his eyes to meet her gaze and saw her smiling at him. He knew he would do what ever she wanted.   
