
        
            
                
            
        

    First Time Hotwife

A Husband Encourages His Wife To Explore Her Hotwife Desires

Blake Barkley





Copyright © 2022 Blake Barkley
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.





Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
Follow Blake on Twitter
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Books By This Author




Follow Blake on Twitter





@BlakeBarkley_








Exclusive Content


Deals and Discounts


Latest Updates




Chapter 1



Mary loved Mike, but in addition to that, she loved knowing she could still excite him. They had been together for just over 20 years, and they were both still determined and committed to keeping their relationship as passionate, exciting, and especially as adventurous as they possibly could and for as long as they could.
They both were aware that this would involve introducing different types of 'variety and experimenting' into their love life to keep it exciting, and both were prepared to do that. The only question that remained was, how much variety and how much experimentation?
They both had been pretty much brought up in conservative Catholic homes, so, in order to enjoy much of what they knew could be the most exciting sexual fantasies between them, it would require overcoming some deeply laden puritanical beliefs pounded into them from childhood.
Still, they were both entirely comfortable with each other, secure, and trusted each other. They were both at a stage in their lives when they no longer cared about outdated things like society's definition of what "acceptable" sex is between a husband and wife. They also didn't have the hang-ups of an unsure, younger, naive, and jealous couple that so badly needed to 'feel' that the other loved them and only them. This had nothing to do with love. They were both more than secure in that aspect of their relationship. This was only about excitement and keeping the lust in their lives for each other.
Still, they weren't sure exactly how far each could go when engaging in their fantasies. Actually, it was just that issue in itself that would later prove to be a massive part of the overall excitement added to their relationship. How far 'could' they go before the other might cry, uncle? It was an interesting question. Was there even a limit? It was such an exciting thought and an exciting 'envelope' to push.
Secretly and frequently, she would wonder if he really would get excited if he knew that sometimes she really did imagine the thought of enjoying another man's hard cock. Even just the idea that she could still make a different one hard and lusting for her was thrilling to contemplate. On the other hand, he would wonder if she would get excited if she knew that he really does get excited at the idea of imagining her enjoying herself with another man's cock.
Could he really accept it, and would he get as excited as he did in their fantasies? She wasn't one to open up casually about their fantasies when they weren't actually having sex. He would secretly wonder if that was because she was shy about the subject when they weren't having sex, or if it was because she felt naughty or guilty because secretly, she would sometimes find herself aroused thinking about the idea. He hoped, and he thought that it was the latter.
There was no doubt that in the beginning, it was Mike that would tend to push the subject. Like a good wife, she would tend to just allow herself to be led into being and thinking like a naughty girl, like a hotwife. It was easier that way as she could rationalize to herself internally that she was sort of just going along with her husband's kinky desires.
They were almost "too" comfortable in their relationship after all these years, and maybe that was why the idea of her actually doing something with another man would have a tendency to drive him wild with lust. Honestly, it could be as innocent as her flirting and then telling him about it, which could get his blood boiling. It wasn't 'cheating' that was a turn-on. Neither liked any idea of that; it was actually realizing that she was still a sexual creature that could actually get excited by another man, or another woman for that matter.
It was knowing that they weren't just making love because they were married and they loved each other. It just might be because sometimes she may have just 'needed' to be fucked. If she wasn't just 'accommodating' her husband but actually needed to be fucked herself, then another question could be if this need actually could be satisfied by another man? The idea that it was actually possible was intoxicating to Mike to even think about. The thought that his conservative wife might actually moan with ecstasy when another man would push his hard cock into her was sometimes overwhelming to him. The thought that she might push back against a different lover or wrap her legs around him as he would thrust into her was a most erotic image to him.
They would sometimes play the game where he would ask her naughty questions with the hypothetical "If we weren't married, would you?" Sometimes she'd play, but unfortunately for him, all that usually happened was she would just smile at him and then change the subject.
Still, he loved how sometimes she would hint at the idea and try to tease just a little by saying things like she was home late because "She may have stopped off somewhere before coming home," or admitting that, "yes, the idea of experiencing a bigger or a different hard cock might be exciting." Still, at least initially, when she would say exciting things like that to him, she had a way of saying it like she was just trying to accommodate his fantasies. It was still difficult for her to suggest anything like that in any type of serious tone. At the time, she didn't even realize that had she just come out and said, "Yes, of course, I imagine being taken by another man sometimes," it would have fueled a passionate evening of sex that she, just possibly, would have the most benefit from.
Still, they both knew one thing, they loved sex and loved having it, and the idea of her being asked, coerced, made to, or even just the two of them sharing the thought of her being taken by another was a turn on in itself.
For some reason, he never understood she'd rarely ask him what he'd like to imagine or to see. She didn't do that enough, which sometimes would make him feel a little down, wondering if she really even wanted to know. He started out slowly by not waiting to be asked but to tell her the things that excited him and what he imagined.
This way, he felt she was safe in that it wasn't like she was initiating anything, but soon he found that just by talking to her about some sexy thoughts, he would get turned on. At least she was listening and smiling as he spoke. Still, that excitement would increase 10 fold if she would just "encourage" him to talk about it, or even more so if she showed genuine interest and curiosity of what his sexy thoughts were.
After a while, it seemed to work because he noticed that listening to him so vividly describe his fantasies of her with another had started turning her on too. Watching him get excited just by telling her about his images of her and another man began to actually turn her on at the idea. Probably, more importantly, it seemed to give her an inner comfortableness in talking about and even 'exploring' this exciting topic together. It was so excitingly taboo. A loving husband actually open to his wife enjoying another's hard cock and the wife actually wanting it and then coming back to her overly excited and waiting husband? How deliciously naughty that thought was.
By now, she knew the things to wear that turned him on as that was easy. In many ways, it was the usual things that turn a man on, garters, nylons, shelf bras, ankle bracelets, high heels, etc. She used to wear these things often for them but lately, it seemed it was more like on special occasions.
Still, in many ways, it was the other things that kept their love and sex life exciting after all these years. Fantasizing about bringing a third person into their sexual relationship, the idea of Mike watching and of her being watched. It could be as simple as him knowing she was out somewhere and not wearing a bra. Even the idea of him having to wait for her at home while she was out and sending him sexy texts was wonderful and exciting.
She was quickly warming up to the idea of not just accommodating this exciting fantasy between them but maybe even taking a little charge of the fantasy. After all, she was pretty sure that many wives would genuinely love a relationship like this with their husbands. She reminded herself that she never did like jealous and possessive men who thought they owned her when she used to date.
What really started her motivation was an incident that happened at work. She was dressed to the nine's this particular day. There was to be a corporate meeting later in the day, and for some reason, she let herself be drawn to wear things a little sexier than usual. Unknown to even Mike yet, she had for some reason recently purchased a very sexy and unusually expensive thong panty and shelf bra set, and she had decided to wear them underneath that particular day. The thong fitted her in such a way that she could actually feel it on her during the day, and it made her feel sexy. Still, it was the bra that she really liked. When she tried it on at Victoria's Secret, it just felt and looked sexy on her. Sure it did its job of holding her up and outwards so nicely, but even more, it seemed to also make her look so much fuller and wider.
After showering in the morning and taking more time than usual putting on her makeup, she slipped the set on, adjusted it, and quickly decided, as she would turn this way and that as she looked in the mirror, that it even looked better now than when she bought them in the store. She had just the blouse for her top, too, an aqua-colored one that allowed the bra to do its job nicely. Then, she slipped on a new pair of white snug-fitting slacks that perfectly hugged her rounded sexy ass. She then stepped into a pair of 4-inch open-toed shoes, allowing her newly painted nails to show nicely.
Finally, somewhat as a naughty afterthought, she placed one foot on the tub's edge. She grabbed her gold ankle bracelet with the little white pearl balls on it that Mike had bought years earlier for her. He had gotten it for her when they both started talking about her being a hotwife. She circled it around her ankle and then hooked it into place. There, she thought to herself as she stood back up, she was now ready, and she felt pretty damn good too.
She came out and kissed Mike good by and casually mentioned that because of the meeting today, she wasn't sure how late she'd be home. Then she turned and walked away. He continued to look at her and gave a faint, "You look good today, babe." She gave a quick little "Why thank you," and unbeknownst to him, a warm devilish smile came over her face. Mike was left only with the sexy clicking of her heels as she walked out the door and left for work.
As she rode to work, she already felt naughty, asking herself, "Why had she bought that bra and panty set? Why hadn't she even shown it to Mike yet? Finally, since she wore the ankle bracelet Mike found so sexy and arousing, why hadn't she at least let him know since she knew he would love knowing, and it would excite him throughout the entire day. She knew there was only one explanation; she was being deliciously naughty. She made a mental note to at least let Mike know via a text later that she was wearing the anklet; after all, it was the least she could do after leaving him wondering why she looked so good today.
Deep down, she knew what she was doing because she had decided to try a little experiment on her own before she and Mike went any further with their fantasies. There was this one guy over in the next department where she worked who she was pretty sure had an eye for her, and he would be at the meeting today as well. She rarely paid attention to him and surely never gave him any reason to be interested in her. Little did he know that today he would be her focus.
She had decided that she would 'allow' herself to look really good today. Well, maybe sexy would be a better word than good, just to see what might happen. She had never been this daring before, but it now really seemed that Mike would like to take this to a higher level, so she needed to see if she could actually allow herself to do something a bit risque.
The day was the usual mundane issues and the putting out of fires, and when the meeting came, she found herself actually sitting next to him. His name was Brendan, and there was just something about his looks and his personality she found attractive. Up to this time, she had never given him a serious thought, but Mike's encouraging her and his excitement at the thought of her flirting with someone inspired her. She thought she'd just 'see' what might happen.
Brendan seemed quite glad to see her, and they would sometimes whisper silly things throughout the meeting. When the meeting was finally over, the company had sort of a 'meet and greet social' upstairs for the new company of which they were now both a part of. They both walked upstairs together, and at one point, he touched her arm as if to help her when they went through the doors. It was a friendly gesture, yet one that sent tiny shivers down her spine. She felt a little guilty feeling this way already and excused herself to use the restroom, saying she'd meet him back by the bar.
Just outside the restroom and out of sight, she pulled out her phone and sent a quick text to Mike at home. "Hi, meetings still going on for a while. Oh, by the way, I forgot to tell you this morning... I'm wearing the anklet." Then she signed off with a simple, "See you a little later."
There, she thought to herself, he'll love that. It was interesting that now she didn't feel as guilty because now she felt that he'd be finding excitement as well from her text. She knew these text messages turned him on, which was why she wanted to send it. It was almost as if she experienced a little bit of excitement, and he hadn't. It really was sort of cheating, but once she had told him, he'd be excited as well, so it made it ok. Knowing her husband, she also knew that the text would keep him excited for a while until she got home. Silently she even pictured him hard and actually maybe even stroking himself. Funny, but she felt much more comfortable exploring with Brendan now that she imagined Mike was at home and excited by the idea. In fact, one of her first thoughts was to wonder if he would be hard and playing with his cock over the thought of her and Brendon.
She quickly went into the restroom, checked herself out, made sure she looked good, and headed back to the bar to meet Brendan. It was almost a wonderfully wicked feeling like she was on a secret date. She would never have let herself be this dangerously close to something happening if she didn't now feel that Mike would approve and really wanted her to let herself go a little.
The rest of the evening, they were together talking business, but both knew deep down that they were also flirting with each other. Her mind wandered at times to the feeling of her thong panties and her new bra. As Brendan would be speaking to her, she wondered what he might think if he actually knew what she was wearing just underneath her clothes. What seemed even more exciting was that, honestly, she realized that deep down, she had bought and worn these things...for Brendan.
As that sexy thought came to her, she found herself taking a deep breath as her breasts pushed up and outwards. She noticed that his eyes went to her chest as she did and quickly rationalized that with just that glimpse from him, he had surely validated the expense of the bra and panty set.
Brendan had already told her a few suggestive things that made her blush, but rather than quickly changing the subject, which was her usual conservative line of defense in situations like this, she finally relaxed and let herself enjoy and actually accept his occasional flirtatious comments. Instead of her normal, shy response, she said, "Why thank you," and "That's very sweet of you to say."
When the social was over and everyone was clearing out, Brendan walked her to the parking lot as they said their goodbyes. There was a slightly awkward moment when both felt a goodnight kiss might be acceptable, but she refrained. She reminded herself that this was merely an experiment at this point and not any type of actual rendezvous, so instead, they simply hugged.
When she got into the car and was leaving, she realized her heart was pounding in her chest. My God, she thought to herself, she was actually turned on...she was even a little wet and could feel her nipples hardened in her flimsy bra...she was excited and damn, it felt good.
Most importantly to her, she didn't feel at all guilty. In fact, she actually found herself racing home to tell Mike, at least a little, of what happened tonight. She reminded herself that this wouldn't have happened unless she really felt Mike wanted her to do things like this, and she finally now felt that he genuinely did. She knew she probably couldn't ever go as far as Mike might want her to in his fantasies, but she could certainly handle something as simple as this.
She may have felt initially that she was doing a lot of this for her husband, maybe even, especially for him, but now she had come to accept she was doing it was mostly to enhance their own wonderful and loving sex life together. Their sex life together was important to her, and if little things like this excited and led to them enjoying sex even more, then it was surely a good thing.
This was daring and exciting, but she also decided that it was really a whole lot more fun than just talking about it at home.
As she was driving home, another devilish smile came to her face as she thought to herself that Mike would be so hot and so excited for her by now.
She had never thought that making your husband jealous was actually a good thing, yet, she was now quite aware that when he was a little jealous, he really was a much, much better lover and would do anything for, or anything to her, that she wished.




Chapter 2

"Hey Babe, how'd everything go?" Mike asked just as soon as she came in.
"Everything went fine. Are you ok?" she asked, sounding sincere.
"Well, yes, actually pretty good after your exciting text."
She could actually see that her text worked. As she cast her eyes downward, she could tell that he was excited. Mary smiled slightly and said, "Well, good, that was the idea."
"Well, it was a pretty hot text for me to think about sitting here all alone. Babe, I loved it, tell me, did you wear the ankle bracelet for any particular reason?" he asked.
Wow, she thought to herself, she wanted to kind of ease into this, but Mike's question cut right to the chase quicker than she expected.
She wanted to tell him everything, she really did, but she decided to take the easy way out and played coy by just answering, "maybe," as she smiled at him.
Still, even without any details, she could tell he liked her answer. She went to change into something sexy as he went into the kitchen to pour her a glass of her wine. When he spilled some in the process, he realized he was actually a little overly excited. He hadn't heard that anything even happened tonight, yet apparently, just the thought that something might have been affecting him.
He brought the drinks to the front room and sat down on the couch as he waited for her and his mind raced with imagined possibilities.
Mary was gone much longer than her usual 5-10 minutes to slip into her usual outfit of just something loose, comfortable, and simple to remove. Mike was thinking about that when he heard the clicks. He knew immediately what it was. It was Mary, wearing high heels, which usually meant she had taken the time to prepare herself for some "intense" sex.
As she came into the room, Mike was taken back. It was amazing; she just looked so hot. It was the sexiest aqua-colored baby doll outfit with thong panties and a shelf bra, both of which were totally sheer and see-through. It was obviously new, and he always found it exciting anytime she wore something new. It wasn't so much the actual outfit but the thought that she wanted to purposely present herself to him, her lover, in the sexiest way she could. She wanted to excite her lover.
As she came to sit down, Mike could have sworn he noticed that she had also shaved her pubic hair into a sexy narrow landing strip. It was something Mike always wanted her to do, yet she really never had.
There was always something sexy about a woman thinking enough about sex and excitement that she would trim herself there. He loved some of the pictures he'd seen of sexy women who trimmed themselves to have narrow landing strips or little triangles. He also thought that a strategically located sexy tattoo in that area was pretty erotic as well. It might have been the image of the tattoo artist having been in that area that was also pretty exciting; he wasn't totally sure.
Mary turned slowly in front of him, letting him see her backside as she sat down next to him. Mike gave her the wine, and they touched glasses. Here's to the sexiest and most beautiful hotwife anywhere, Mike toasted.
Mary looked down as if she was blushing but then answered, "Why, thank you." She realized she actually found this new title kind of exciting.
Then, quickly he put her on the spot again by asking, "So, seriously, you looked great today, and with the anklet, was there any particular reason you wore those things?"
Here we go, the moment of truth, she thought. Why she was even avoiding telling him? She wasn't sure because that was the whole idea! Still, it was challenging to open up like this after all these years, so she again took the easy way out and answered, "I did it for you, baby."
As soon as she said it, she knew it was a cop-out.
He smiled at her answer, and she immediately felt sorry she said it. He deserved more; he deserved the truth. Mary knew it would excite him and if she didn't tell him, then what she had done would be like cheating.
Then, after taking a deep nervous breath and lowering her voice a little, she finally said, "Well, there is this one guy I was at the meeting with that appreciated the way I looked too."
There, she thought to herself, it was now out and literally on the table. It was the first time she had ever mentioned a real person in any sexual way to Mike. Her heart started beating faster, not exactly sure what might happen next.
The few seconds of silence seemed like minutes before a smile came to Mike's face, and he asked so sweetly, "Really? Honey, that's so awesome."
He knew he better move slow with any questions here, or he might scare her. He didn't say anything more as he took a drink to steady his own nerves. Then, he grabbed her hand, and as he held it, he asked her tenderly, "Hey, any chance of me hearing about him?"
She knew he was being cautious for her sake, and she smiled a little and answered, "Well, yes, I mean, that is the idea, isn't it? She sounded a little flustered, but a warm erotic feeling came over her. Mike was making it easy for her to open up.
He assured her by saying, "Yes, it is." Then he made her even more comfortable when he said, OK, babe, I'm so excited to hear about it, come on, who is he?"
It worked, Mike's demeanor and show of genuine interest in asking were actually exciting her, and she soon found herself even wanting to tell him everything. She already knew he liked talking like this, and she could see the excitement rise in his eyes and elsewhere. This wasn't just silly fantasies now; this was quite a bit more daring and erotic.
As he held her hand, he also lightly stroked her naked thigh. She turned to him and smiled and said, as she brushed some of her own hair back behind her ear, "He's a guy at work, and I guess I've always felt he was kind of, you know,... interested."
"Smart guy," Mike said sweetly, even making it easier now for her to tell him everything.
She smiled at his compliment and then just asked, "So, go ahead and ask me, what would you like to know?" She apparently didn't want to take the lead on this conversation, but she did realize that she wanted him to pull it all out of her.
Ok, he thought to himself, she was putting it in my hands to open this conversation, no problem.
Mike took a drink, then looked at Mary and asked, "OK, for starters, what's his name?"
She took a deep breath that pushed her breasts out once again, but unlike Brendan, Mike's eyes remained locked on hers. She almost laughed, thinking that she liked Brendan's response better. She answered her husband as she whispered the name, ..." Brendan."
It was the very first time she had ever given him a real name of a guy, and he felt a rush like never before go through him. Still, he tried to remain calm for her sake.
"Ah, Brendan, nice name. Where was he when you sent the text?" He asked curiously.
She now found herself almost eager to tell Mike. She also felt the excitement start to grow within her body.
"I had just left him on the way to the bar and told him I'd meet him back there. I was just outside the ladies' room when I sent it," she answered.
Then Mike quickly asked, "a bar? did you two go somewhere together?"
Mary was just about to defensively tell him, "No, of course we didn't," but then she realized that the way Mike asked wasn't at all intimidating. He was asking because the thought that they might have was actually exciting to him.
So instead, she coyly answered as if she was actually disappointed that they hadn't gone somewhere together, "No,...it was just a little bar they set up upstairs for a social get-together. We didn't go anywhere alone together."
"Ahh, ok, Mike said as he thought about her response. Then after a while, he asked if Brendan noticed how good she looked today?"
"Yes, I think so because he gave me a few compliments," she answered. Her short answers were driving Mike crazy. He almost wanted to shake her and scream, "details, tell me details," but he fought to remain calm.
"Good, I'm so glad you were able to hear that from another guy. Maybe that helps you understand when I say you are the most beautiful and sexy woman I know." Then Mike asked, "Is he younger?"
"Ahhh, thank you, and yes, he is younger, maybe in his early forties."
"Oh, that's nice," Mike said.
"Why is that nice?" She asked Mike. She kind of knew what he meant by that, but she felt that she wanted to hear it from his lips.
"Well, because if anything goes further, that might be nice, you know, having a younger guy, maybe more stamina and all...that's all."
She actually loved hearing him say that, and she knew that he genuinely meant it. A sexy smile came to her face, and she said, "Oh, yes, I guess that would be nice." Then she raised her eyes and looked at Mike and said, "Babe, I doubt if anything will go further though; I mean, he's at my work."
Mike knew that was more of an automatic response rather than a serious deal-breaker and didn't respond. He then looked at her, and while smiling, he asked, "So, were you able to get a little excited with him? I mean, tell me, what did you guys do?"
"Yea, it was kind of exciting, but we just talked and, I guess, ...well, I guess you could say we flirted a little."
Mike felt another rush at her choice of words and her so "wonderfully casual" admission to him that she had actually and openly flirted with another guy. She was right there sitting next to him, looking so sexy and telling him she flirted with another man.
She said they had "just talked" as if she was disappointed that nothing else had happened. Now Mike couldn't compose himself any longer and just blurted out, "Damn honey, I'm so excited...for all of us actually. So tell me? Did anything happen? I mean touching or kissing?"
She let out a little laugh at Mike's eagerness to hear some sordid details. "No, I'm sorry, none of that happened." She saw the look of disappointment on his face and actually felt a little bad and even guilty, so she finally decided to go all the way and tell him everything.
After another deep breath, then she just blurted out, "Mike, he walked me to my car."
Mike perked up, and he whispered, "He did?"
"Yes, and...well, I thought that we might even kiss goodnight there, next to the car; I'm quite sure he wanted to, but we didn't."
Mike was still thinking about what she had just said, and he had to ask her, "Did you want to?" Then he thought that his question might be a little too committing for her and immediately rephrased the question to be a little less threatening. "I mean, would you have liked to?"
She looked into Mike's eyes and saw his excitement, making it easy to answer truthfully. Finally, she smiled and admitted softly to both herself and to Mike, "Yes, I guess I did." She still couldn't believe she was talking this way to her husband, yet it felt exciting and arousing to open up to him like this.
Mike looked at her more lovingly than he had seen in a long time and, with a soft smile, whispered quite seriously, "Honey, tell me, then why didn't you?"
It was a fair question, and she thought for a moment and then said, "Oh, I don't know. I'm not sure why I didn't," but then she blew Mike away when she so sweetly asked, ..."Should I have?"
"Yes,...yes, of course, you should have. Honey, I want you to loosen up, relax, and accept pleasure. Let your hair down a little. It's the best way for us to enjoy all of this." Mike answered without hesitation.
She knew he meant it, and she knew that it was only for their own excitement together. Mary gave him a sweet smile, and then looking more comfortable with the subject than she ever had before, she smiled a big smile and said, "Ok, then next time I will."
"Promise?" Mike asked, drawing out the word promise and sounding so serious.
"Now, even a bigger smile came to her face, and she said, "Yes, yes, I promise, I won't let him get away without kissing me next time."
He leaned into her and gave her a deep and passionate kiss, and as he ran his fingers up her thigh, he said, "Good girl, damn babe, I can't tell you how hot this has made me...thank you. Honestly, I love that you got compliments from him too."
She could easily see the bulge in the front of his pants and knew he was really being sincere and honest. Here he was, her own loving husband, thanking her for the flirtatious and fun time she had tonight with Brendan. She smiled back and as she ran her own hand over his bulge and said, "Your welcome, it was a little strange at first... but I liked it, it was fun."
She couldn't believe she had told him this so easily now. It was like lifting a huge weight off her shoulders. She realized she could actually get comfortable talking about sexy things like this with her husband.
"Good, I'm so glad because I want you to do more of this. It's so exciting imagining you and him flirting and you two maybe eventually doing something physical together."
Wow, she loved listening to Mike explain his excitement to her. The more she saw the excitement in his eyes and the harder she saw him get, the more she felt comfortable with all this. She could feel herself becoming excited, so she slipped her tiny soft hand into his shorts so that she could bring out his fully hardened cock. It stood up so hard and proud, and Mary thought that it had never looked larger than it did right then. She smiled as she thought how much she liked that.
It was almost funny, she thought to herself, but for a brief moment, the image of how it might compare to Brendan's own cock flashed quickly through her mind, and she felt so wonderfully naughty. Still, she thought, even if it was bigger or thicker or something like that, she'd always loved Mike's cock; after all, it was her husband's. It was the one she was supposed to have and to like.
Just then, there was a faint sound of a text incoming on her phone, and she turned to her right to look at it. Her left hand was on Mike's shaft as she looked down to see the message. After reading the text, she turned the phone upside down, almost as if she was hiding it from him. She turned back to Mike, and she slowly started to stroke his shaft again. Then she looked at him and casually said, "That was Brendan; he just said he had a great time tonight, that's all."
There it was again, Mike thought. She said it so casually, "Really?" Mike asked rather enthusiastically.
"Yes,..that was sweet,...wasn't it?" She asked so nonchalantly as she stroked her husband's now rock-hard cock.
She noticed a pearl white drop of cum at the tip, and she could see that all of this was really getting him worked up, and she loved it. This was the main reason why she kept the slow stroking of him going on. She watched as he leaned his head back and then even raised his hips up a little. She knew whenever he'd raise up or thrust his hips up, he was starting to lose it.
She had always loved watching him get excited. It was exciting to her, too, now that she knew he had gotten this way because of her innocent flirting with Brendan.
Mike was quietly moaning now and turned to look at Mary as she stroked him and said, "Well, ...text him back babe, say something."
She was a little surprised at his encouragement to communicate with Brendan right then. She was pretty sure he was about to explode, and truthfully, even though she herself was excited, it would have been OK with her if he did shoot his load.
She wondered if he really wanted her to be texting with Brendan while she was giving him a hand job. The thought of texting Brendan back with her husband's very hard cock in her tiny left hand as she typed to Brendan with her right was quite thrilling. It was genuinely naughty, yet so damn exciting, too, she thought.
She decided to let her own excitement out and softly cooed so teasingly into Mike's ear as she continued her methodical stroking of his cock, "Honey, whatever would I tell him?"
Mike was bucking up and down now right there on the couch. Still, she wanted an answer, so she all but stopped her stroking of his cock and waited. She heard his moan of frustration, and she felt the intoxicating power of control.
It didn't take long for Mike to respond after she stopped stroking him altogether. "Tell him...tell him you enjoyed it too."
Mary was now finally getting into this and took it a step further when she asked, "Tell him I enjoyed it too? Is that it? Nothing more?"
Quickly Mike responded, "No, tell him you hope it happens again. That you hope the two of you have more time together, tell him, go ahead." He was now raising his hips upward, and Mary didn't even have her hand back on his cock yet.
This was unbelievable, she thought to herself; she had never seen Mike so agitated and so excited. She had never felt so erotically and so wonderfully powerful. With a simple, "Hmmm, Ok," she turned away to text with her right hand as her left started the slow stroking again.
Her texting was driving Mike mad, and at one point, she dropped her fingers down to his ball sack and ran her nails across them a little, then went back to the shaft and started stroking again. He was so excited and agitated that she even seriously wondered if he might release himself right then while she was texting.
This was mind-blowing, he thought. She's pumping my cock as she's texting another guy that she flirted with just tonight. It seemed like minutes, but finally, she hit send and then placed the phone down and leaned in with her head on his shoulder and, looking down at his cock, she started a more serious stroking of the shaft. It was now the kind of stroking that said, "I want to take this all the way. I want you to shoot your hot load for me."
Mary was teasing and didn't say anything to Mike about what she sent. Mike was going crazy at her well-planned silence and had to ask, "What,...what did you say to him? Tell me, please."
My God, she thought; he was almost begging. She found herself actually trying to suppress a little laugh at how anxious he had become. A laugh might certainly ruin the mood, she thought to herself. She had never had this much effect on him and felt like she wanted to prolong his inevitable release even more. Then, with her head on his shoulder and her lips right near his ear, she finally slowly whispered to him.
"I just said thank you and that I enjoyed it too." She knew she was being purposely non-descriptive in a way that drove Mike even wilder.
"You did?" Mike breathed heavily.
"Yes, but I also told him that I'd like to do it again sometime, ...maybe even away from work."
"You did?" Mike asked, now really thrusting his hips up in the air.
"Yes, I did, I told him that," Mary answered.
"Anything...anything else?" Mike was now at a breaking point and couldn't take much more.
Then, she whispered into his ear, "Well,...Yes, I also told him that I got the feeling he wanted to kiss me, and that next time, I would let it happen. I hope that's ok, babe. Should I have said that?"
That did it. As soon as she whispered those words and Mike could feel her hot breath on his ear, he thrust his hips up one last time, groaned, and then began to erupt and shoot his cum up all over himself as she stroked him. She quickly raised her head off his shoulder and looked down, and watched in fascination as the cock pulsated and began to shoot each spurt of his hot cum. With just her words and her hand, she was giving him a much-needed release.
It was utterly amazing for her to watch him shudder and erupt with each spurt of his cum. She had always been fascinated watching a man's cock shooting its warm cum. She found herself even silently counting them, one, two, three, four,...even 5 spurts. Oh my God, she thought as his body quivered in its final throes of orgasm; this was amazing.
She watched intently as his stomach, his thighs, and her hand became covered with his hot cum. It must have really been building up all night as he was waiting, she thought to herself, it's been a long time since he's cum like that. Her hand was totally covered with his warm love juice.
Mary felt so good that she could bring such joy and pleasure to him, and so easily too.
She lovingly kissed his ear as she said, "Honey, I don't know if I've ever seen you cum like that."
He could only let out a long and satisfying moan.
They kissed, and she thought to herself that she had never loved him more. She wondered if she had ever been able to give him so much excitement and pleasure.
She knew that she had never felt so much pleasure just by giving pleasure to him. Even getting nothing directly in return, she was still as aroused as she had ever been. It was like a new sense of power she had, and she found herself wonderfully intrigued by it and looking forward to using it more.
She knew they had both now taken their lovemaking to a wonderful and exciting new level, and she found herself now excited at the endless possibilities that lay ahead.




Chapter 3

Mike had cum hard, yet he was well aware that Mary had not.
With everything that just happened, her texting Brendan while she had her hand on his cock, he almost felt a renewed sense of excitement already. Even though he had just come harder than he had in a very long time, he still felt excited and now wanted to please Mary, somehow, as well.
"Ok, babe, you go into the bedroom and get on the bed; I'll meet you in there in a few minutes," Mike said.
Mary knew that Mike wanted to do something for her, and as sweet as that was, she told him, "Honey, that's ok, I'm fine."
"Nonsense," Mike said as he smiled and once again encouraged her to go into the bedroom.
Mary smiled and got up, and started walking away. Mike watched her sexy ass sway as the bottom of her cheeks peeked out from under the short baby doll outfit as if taunting him. He listened to the fading sound of her heels clicking as she walked towards the bedroom. She went into the bedroom and closed the door as Mike poured himself another glass of wine. After giving her a few minutes, Mike walked down the hall, quietly opened the door, and entered the bedroom.
He found Mary lying in his favorite position on the bed.
Mike had always loved Mary's very rounded butt and found it to be her sexiest asset. It had always turned him on immensely. After all these years, she was now quite aware that it turned him on and would try to make sure that, at least on some occasions, she'd let him see and feel it and play with it all he wanted.
When they had first gotten married, she used to lay across his lap in only her panties as they'd watch TV together. Mike would spend hours stroking, feeling, and caressing her sexy panty-covered backside.
She had laid herself stomach down and had draped her hips, so seductively, over a large pillow which helped make sure it raised up high enough to really taunt and excite him. She had removed her top and her bra so he could see the swell of her naked breasts pushing out from each side. She laid there with an alluring combination of a sexy garter, nylons, thong panties, and wonderfully surprising to him, she still wore her heels.
It was a vision Mike loved so much, and as he stripped off his shorts, he walked over to her side and just gazed down at her lying there. He was already semi-hard as he looked and found himself stroking his cock a little. Even with Mary's head in her pillow, she knew what Mike was doing. Actually, she loved it and let him look as long as he wanted. Her husband was admiring her, and he was getting nice and hard doing it.
Finally, he couldn't take it anymore and leaned slightly down and softly, gently, ran his hands down her naked back and then up and over the rounded globes of her very sexy ass. He would softly caress and cup each globe underneath and marvel at each one individually. Occasionally, she would adjust her body over the pillow, which was exciting to watch. He noticed just a hint of her spreading her legs, which excited him too.
Then, he whispered down to her, "Honey, I bet Brendan would love to be seeing what I'm seeing and doing what I'm doing right now."
Mary had turned her head on the pillow to face Mike's side, and after hearing his words, she smiled and let out a soft sexy moan. Then, letting Mike caress her a little more, she whispered, "Do you think he would like to be doing what you're doing?"
She skillfully parted her legs just a little more as she whispered her question. Mike was in heaven and leaned down and placed a soft kiss on each amazing globe as he said, "I know that for sure, and he'd probably be even harder and maybe even bigger than I am right now."
Mike was placing these naughty scenes in Mary's mind. She opened her eyes to see Mike's cock pushing out almost fully hard now, and she found herself imagining things. Up to now, she hadn't thought about size, but after Mike had mentioned bigger, she found herself curious about that thought. She was actually forming an image of what Brendan's cock might look like as her husband felt and kissed the cheeks of her naked bottom.
Even though Mary was usually relatively modest, she found herself spreading her legs quite a bit more, which tended to slightly spread her cheeks. She wasn't sure if it was her husband's hands on her ass or the image of Brendan's own cock that was turning her on, but she decided that it didn't really matter.
The slow spreading of her legs was a clear message to Mike that she was now ready and desired what she knew he wanted to do. He put his fingers into her waistband of her panties. Feeling his fingers there, she raised her hips slightly up to help him, and he began to slip them down and then up and over the two globes, then down her legs and finally off. He tossed them carelessly on the floor; they had done their job.
He then moved onto the foot of the bed between her legs. He leaned down to once again kiss each sexy, naked, smooth cheek, and as he did, Mary found herself starting to raise her hips slightly in anticipation. She was aware that the movement had a tendency to open her cheeks a little as well. She knew he liked that and was too excited herself right now to think about silly modesty.
Mike couldn't hold back any longer. As he whispered, "I know Brendan would want to do this," he lowered his head, kissed the inside of each cheek, spread them outward with his hands, and then finally buried his tongue deep within her ass.
He heard Mary give a little squeal as she turned her head on the pillow, raised her hips, and spread her legs even more to give him better access. He fucked her like this with his tongue for several minutes, loving how she would respond as she would push her ass upwards and back at him to help him get the deepest penetration by his tongue.
His tongue so skillfully fucked her like this for almost 10 minutes. Secretly he had always wanted to see if he could make her cum like this but decided to turn her over. He was more certain he could make her cum by eating her pussy. Mary turned over obediently and left her hips on the pillow as she spread herself open and wide for Mike.
Mary rarely opened herself up like this, so Mike hesitated, taking in the erotic site of her hips high up on the pillow and her silky smooth thighs spread open for him. She had such a beautiful and sexy pussy with its slightly open and narrow slit. He could see that the lips were actually beginning to swell open and outwards.
Then, Mike looked up at Mary and whispered, "Imagine this is Brendan doing this honey," just before he buried his tongue deep within her wet pussy.
He licked her all around her, opening and inside as her hips started to move around. He tried desperately to get as deep as he could. He raised his head and whispered again to her, "Brendan is doing this to you, baby. He's eating your pussy."
Mike pushed his tongue back into her, and as he did, he heard her give a soft moan as she finally responded to his comment. "Yes, yes he is."
He gave her one more deep lick and then raised his head and said, "Brendan's eating your pussy baby, it's ok, call his name out, go ahead."
This was almost too much for Mary. Her husband was eating her pussy and encouraging her to imagine it was another man and even call out his name.
Mary let herself go completely, and as her head swung wildly back and forth on the pillow, she raised her hips and finally moaned, "Yes,...yes Brendan eat my pussy, that's it, my baby, it's so good."
Just hearing herself call Brendan's name while her husband licked at her pussy drove her wild. It did the same to Mike.
Mary raised her hips high one last time as she reached down and grabbed and held Mike's head tightly against her pussy. She came on his tongue, and she moaned softly, "Brendan,...oh my God, yes, Brendan."
Mike kept licking all around and deep inside until her body finally stopped quivering, and he heard a soft moan escape her lips. He licked her awhile longer, not so much for excitement but to soothe her. He liked taking care of her, and she had done a lot today, and a lot of it was for him.
Then, after she had finally calmed down, he moved up her body and kissed her mouth deeply. They held each other tight, and Mike whispered, "Baby, I think we're on to something here. I've never cum so much, and I don't think you have either." That was unbelievable, wasn't it?"
Usually, Mary would have been too shy to admit to her husband while lying almost naked with him, she was imagining another man eating her pussy would turn her on so much, but not now. This was too good, she thought.
"Yes, it was. It was amazing Mike, I,...I really loved it. I came so hard, honey."
"I know you did, honey. It showed.
Now, we should talk about the next step, don't you think?"
"What? You mean,...with Brendan?" Mary asked curiously, still feeling the effects of the afterglow of orgasm.
"Yes, with him," Mike answered as his hand softly caressed Mary's hot and very wet pussy lips which were still wet and swollen.
Mary looked up at Mike and was hesitant to answer him at first but soon overcame any reluctance. Looking into his eyes, she replied, "Well, yes, baby, I guess we should."
"Ok, well, my thoughts are that I think Brendan is already anxious to go further with you, and I think you feel the same, don't you," Mike asked.
"Well, yes, I think so, if that's what you want," Mary whispered back.
"Good, we can decide later if you want him solely or if we bring in someone else in the future, ok?"
"Ok," Mary answered.
Mike looked down at his wife's breasts and noticed her dark nipples poking out as hard as if she was just having sex and commented, "Babe, your nipples are so dark and hard, this talk is turning you on, isn't it?"
Mary blushed slightly at his words but had to admit, "Yes, Mike, it is, honestly, I would have never thought." Then she looked down, and Mike's cock was almost fully hard as well. Taking the shaft gently in her soft hand, she said, "You...you look excited too, are you? Is all this talk making you excited?"
"Oh my God, yes, babe. This is all so exciting."
"Mike?"
"Yes, babe?"
"Do you think we should talk about, you know, how far this should go?"
Mike looked quizzically at Mary, and as he kissed her softly, he asked, "What do you mean how far?"
"I mean, you know, physically, how far we should let this go?"
"How far? Honey! All the way! I mean, I think you should go ahead and let him fuck you, don't you?"
Mike noticed Mary's eyes widen and even felt her body shudder a little from his brazen words. She had a surprised look on her face, and Mike wondered for a moment if he had been too direct with his response.
Then, suddenly Mary pulled him into her, and she covered his lips with hers kissing him deeply and passionately as she literally pushed her tongue into his mouth.
After the kiss, she said, "Oh Mike, ...do you really mean, all the way? Everything? You would be ok with that?"
Mike looked at her and nodded his head with a loving smile. Then with a whisper, he said, "Yes, everything. You should give him your body, and you should let him enjoy you, let him fuck you. Then come back to me, and I will be waiting for you."
"You'd want me afterward?" Mary thought she knew the answer, but she really wanted to hear him say the words.
"Honey, I'd be even hotter for you, and I'd want you more than I ever have before."
They both kissed deeply, and then Mary pulled back and, while looking at her husband, answered, "Oh my God, Mike, are you sure? He could see that by now, Mary was almost shaking.
Mike shook his head as he looked deep into her eyes and whispered, "Yes, I'm very sure. I've thought about this for so long.
Mary was quiet for a moment, and then with a whisper that Mike almost couldn't hear, she asked, "Everything? What does that mean?"
At first, Mike thought she was being wonderfully naive. She could be like that sometimes, but glancing at her nipples, they seemed even harder, darker, and longer since they started discussing this.
He quickly realized that this talk was turning her on too. She wanted to hear more; she needed to hear more but was too shy to ask. He loved this about her, and it was actually a turn-on for him. He also felt she was very close to saying yes to everything, so he continued.
He lightly stroked her hair as he whispered, "Well, everything means we should take you shopping for a new sexy outfit for him."
She quickly stopped Mike right there and quite excitingly said she already had a new outfit. Then, she quickly realized that she had not yet told Mike about her new bra and panty set. Now she would have to tell him.
"Well, actually, I bought a new outfit; I wore it underneath today at work."
Mike became even more excited hearing this. It meant that she had been thinking about this too. He didn't want to embarrass her by acknowledging that to her right now, but he loved it. There was something quite exciting about finding out that she had done something sexual on her own, even without his encouragement. "Oh honey, that's so awesome. Do you think it's something he'd like?
"Oh yes, I'm sure he will, honey; it really looks good on me too." Then, realizing she had gotten Mike sidetracked from telling her what "everything" was, she asked again softly, "So what is everything, Mike, tell me."
"Well, when you're with him, when you two are together, I'd want him to strip you or for you to undress for him." Mike could actually see the excitement in her eyes as she fought herself to remain calm and not interrupt him as she listened intently.
I'd want you to be able to see and to feel a new cock, his cock. Actually, I'd want you to really want it. I guess, secretly, I hope it's, you know, maybe bigger for you.
Mary loved knowing that he actually admitted he hoped Brendan's cock was nicer for her. A warm erotic feeling came over her as she tried to imagine what "nicer" might look like. She couldn't help herself, and almost moaning, she whispered, "Oh, Mike."
"Then, I'd want you to play with him, to make sure he's at his hardest. You can play with him in any way you want. In fact, the thought of you almost examining him all over turns me on. I'm sure you'd have to suck him, though, to ensure that it's the hardest it can get."
Now Mike could almost see Mary's eyes roll back in her head.
"Then, when your sure his cock's the hardest, you would seductively get on the bed, and you would open yourself up for him and let him fuck you until you both cum.
Mary didn't realize she was squeezing Mike's hand so tightly. She whispered to him, "Oh Mike, do you really think I can do that?"
"Yes, I know you can! For you, for him, but mostly for us, honey."
Mary looked down at their hands and, for a few moments, was silent as she contemplated the enormity of what they were discussing. Then she looked up at Mike.
Looking into Mike's eyes, she could see his excitement. He really wanted her to do this for them. Actually, she wouldn't admit to Mike, but she wondered to herself who was more excited at the idea, Mike or herself.
Finally, a warm and very loving smile came to her face, and as Mike held her hand, she looked into his eyes, lightly kissed him, and simply whispered, "Ok honey, ...I'll do this for us."




Chapter 4

"Oh my God, Mike, look!" Mary cried as she held her phone out to Mike, showing the text messages that Brendan had left for her overnight.
Mike counted four messages that Brendan had sent to Mary last night, and it was only Saturday morning. Just as he counted them, another came in, making them both laugh. He handed the phone back to Mary and said, "Here, you read them; they're your private messages, honey. You can tell me what they say if you want."
It was a thoughtful gesture. Although he really wanted to know what they said, he still felt that it should be at her discretion. This way, she would feel an element of some privacy, and she'd feel most comfortable.
Standing in the kitchen with just her sheer white baby doll outfit on, she read them silently to herself, smiling at each one as Mike watched. He could see the darkness of her pussy and her nipples, which he was sure were becoming hard right before his eyes. She was getting excited reading Brendan's texts, and he loved watching it.
Finally, Mary looked up and, with a smile, said, "My God, Mike, he wants to get together with me...tonight. I have to tell him I can't do this."
"Honey, we have nothing planned for tonight, so if you'd like to, then do it," Mike said.
Then, with a most wonderful mischievous smile on her face, she looked at Mike, walked up close to him, and whispered, "Should I really do it?"
Mike simply answered, "Yes, honey, it's the perfect opportunity. We've talked about this for so long. I'd like you to, really."
Mike kissed her lovingly and then told her to go ahead and make the arrangements with him, and then he left the room to give her some privacy.
Mary and Brendan had made arrangements to meet early that evening at the newly built Holiday Inn on the ocean and only 10 minutes away from their house. She spent most of the day getting herself ready and lying outside by their pool to get some sun.
When it was finally time for her to head on over to meet Brendan, Mary looked utterly fantastic. She had what looked like a small overnight bag, and Mike was sure her new outfit was in there. As husband and wife, they both were still a little nervous, but they also both admitted they never felt more excited. They kissed deeply, and Mike had to once again assure Mary that he wanted her to relax and enjoy herself. He told her that if things went well and she decided that she wanted to, she should go ahead and have sex with Brendan.
Mike mentioned that he hoped that she would be able to send some texts to him if she could. He asked her to, but he also told her that he would understand if she couldn't. Mike told her just as she was leaving that she looked fabulous. He also said that he knew she would make him proud.
Mary met Brendan in the little bar just off the lobby. It was a beautiful art deco hotel that opened only four months ago. This time, when they met, there was no reluctance at all, and they kissed each other hello. Mary found it quite amazing that, for some reason, the nervousness left her, and they both seemed comfortable in what they both knew was about to happen.
After a couple of drinks, Brendan just came out and sweetly said, "Mary, I don't think it'll come as a surprise to you just how much I want you. I've wanted you for quite a while, and all I've wanted is to be able to make love to you."
He said it so sweetly and so sincere Mary found it not at all offensive; in fact, she found it quite arousing. She knew it would just be sex, certainly no love in it, but still, she liked how he said make love instead of sex.
She looked at Brendan, and with a hint of a smile, she said, "You have to understand, it's been so long since I've been with another man."
"I do understand, Brendan said, and I promise we'll go as slow as your comfortable with. I have a beautiful suite upstairs for us with chilled champagne. Come upstairs with me, please."
Mary looked at Brendan's deep blue eyes, and she could actually see his desire. She found herself excited inside, and she smiled. She looked briefly down at the floor for a second or two and then slowly looked back up at Brendan and simply whispered to him, "Ok."
That was it. Mary was surprised at how easy this was going and how comfortable she was with him. Brendan went to pay the bill as Mary grabbed her bag. She thought briefly of Mike, and with her phone, she sent a quick text, "here I go," was all she had the time to send. Still, she knew it would excite Mike. Once again, she found herself feeling more comfortable and excited, knowing Mike would now also be feeling his own excitement.
They went up the elevator to Brendan's room on the 12th floor. As they left the elevator, she let him take her by the hand and lead her down the hall to the room. She couldn't believe how nervous but excited she was as they approached the room.
As Brendan opened the large door and she saw the suite, she was pretty impressed. Brendan was a senior VP at the company and made a pretty good income, but she thought this room must have cost a thousand a night. Brendan quickly opened the bottle of pre-chilled champagne that was on ice and poured them both a drink. As he gave Mary her drink, he leaned in and kissed her deeply, and she felt his tongue pushing into her welcoming mouth. She went ahead and swirled her own tongue around his and even sucked on it a little as well. She decided that she wanted to let him know that she was excited and also willing.
As they sat on the oversized leather couch, Brendan let her know immediately that he couldn't wait to get her into bed. She smiled at his own excitement and, quite seductively, said, "Well, actually, I did bring something to change into for you."
"You did?" Brendan asked, sounding excited.
Mary answered in the cutest little girl voice she could muster, "Uh-huh, for you."
"Well, I can't wait, please, go ahead and change now," Brendan said as he leaned forward and gave her a quick kiss.
"Ok, be right back," Mary said as she stood up, grabbed her bag, and then walked away to the massive bathroom to change. She realized that she unconsciously let her hips sway as she walked away from Brendan. It was the same way she always did for Mike.
As she closed the door, she secretly hoped that Brendan would find her ass as exciting as Mike does, but just in case he was drawn to other parts of a woman, she had also taken the time to trim herself neatly into a narrow slit of hair. It was a narrow triangle with the narrowest part just above the opening of her pussy. She remembered Mike saying he found that exciting on a woman because it was almost as if the woman had taken the time to somehow "guide" her lover to her most pleasurable entrance.
A small amount of guilt went through her as she realized Mike didn't even know that she had gone to the effort of doing that for Brendan tonight, even though Mike had always wanted her to. She quickly rationalized that knowing Mike, he'd even be more excited to find out later, after their encounter, that she had done that for Brendan.
She took great care in slipping into her new outfit and making herself as sexually alluring as possible for Brendan's eyes. She realized she was already wet, and her nipples were already standing out proud and hard. She knew she was taking much more time making sure she looked good than she ever did for Mike. She quickly pushed away any feelings of guilt, saying that this was quite different. After all, she rationalized, she was pretty sure she did the same the first time she and Mike made love too.
Mary couldn't believe that she wasn't sure if she could actually go through with this only six hours ago. Now, here she was trying to make herself look as desirable as she could for another man in a beautiful hotel room.
It certainly was Mike's own encouragement and desire that made her comfortable with this, but she also admitted to herself that it was also Brendan's own desire for her that helped her make the final decision to go ahead.
It was now time, and Mary looked great. Sure she was nervous, but she found herself also excited and even anxious to get started. Mike's tongue the other night was incredible, she thought, but she knew she needed a hard cock to really satisfy her. The thought that this would be one she's never had before made her all the more excited. It had been so long since she's had anyone's cock but Mike's. The thought itself was so naughty and exciting to her.
She was thrilled because when she came out, she could see, just by Brendan's expression, that he more than approved. He stood up and walked to her, smiling, with a glass of champagne, and she thanked him as she stood there and allowed his eyes to roam over her entire body. She had never seen such excitement in a man's eyes, and it motivated her to actually turn around for him as if modeling so he could get the full effect of her body. He told her he had never seen such sexiness in a woman, which delighted her immensely.
Looking down at Brendan, she quickly noticed that he, too, had prepared himself. He was down to his sexy dark blue silk shorts, and his powder blue shirt was unbuttoned, revealing his muscular chest and trim stomach to her eyes. He looked like he had a great tan, too, she thought. They kissed briefly, and he whispered that she had the sexiest ass he'd ever seen on a woman.
"Why, thank you, Brendan; I'm glad you like it." She was going to tell him that Mike loved it too, but she decided against it.
Brendan noticed her eyes drop down, and he was certain she could tell he was already semi-hard for her. As they walked back to the couch, her eyes seemed to keep glancing downward at him, and she finally whispered, "You look wonderful, too, Brendan."
Brendan could tell she was a little nervous but also very excited. He could also tell she was interested in knowing what he had for her as her eyes kept returning to between his legs. He put his glass down and, as he kissed her briefly, he boldly took Mary's free hand and placed it on his cock, which was now about three-quarters hard. As he did, he whispered, "Feel, I'm so excited by you tonight."
She was a little surprised at his boldness and wasn't sure what to say, so she just whispered, "Thank you." Mary let him hold her hand there, and at first, all she would do was rest it on top of his cock. She was still too nervous to take the lead on this, but soon her curiosity got the better of her. She could not tell how big he was unless she moved her hand and started feeling it, so she slowly started to. Brendan moaned a little and leaned back and closed his eyes.
Once her tiny hand had covered its length and girth, Mary couldn't help but smile and even whispered, "Oh my God, wow, your very big." Brendan immediately thanked her. His shirt was open, and since his eyes were closed, she took the time to get a good look at his body. She found herself excited by his hard body. She hadn't known he looked this good under all his clothes.
Brendan relaxed and was content to let her feel him for a while, and she did. He was going to ask her if he was bigger than her husband but decided against it just now. Still, he wanted to know. Brendan knew he must be larger than her husband from the way she seemed so amazed at the feel of his cock. It was a familiar feeling to him, one he recognized well. Once, her hand even left the shaft and lightly caressed his balls a little, then returned. She was now familiar with the feel of it in her hand, but still, she hadn't yet actually seen it.
Mary found it amazing to be sitting next to a handsome man in a beautiful hotel room, half-dressed as she felt his cock. Even stranger, all of this was perfectly acceptable and even encouraged by her husband, Mike. She imagined Mike at home, maybe stroking himself as he imagined what might be going on. The thought of her husband enjoying the idea of her in a hotel room with another man made her happy and also made it so much easier to devote herself entirely to Brendan's pleasure.
Brendan brought her back to reality when he whispered to her, "Why don't you take it out? I want you to see it."
Mary smiled, and as she quickly said, "Ok," she unbuttoned the one button on the opening of his shorts, slid her hand inside, and brought the monster out. She had not seen that many cocks in her life, but she had seen enough to know that this was indeed an amazing one. It stood up so proud, and its thickness was even more prominent now that she could cast her eyes on it. It was even exciting just to look at.
The head was huge compared to what she was used to, and it was a beautiful mushroom shape. Somehow she remembered what Mike had mentioned to her about "examining" his cock, and she took her time. She was intrigued by it and started using both hands to explore her new toy.
Brendan's hand was around her waist, and it slid upwards to begin caressing her breasts through her shelf bra. Mary leaned in closer to Brendan to accommodate him and let him feel but not so much that it bothered with her fondling of his beautiful cock.
She could hear Brendan's moans from her stimulation, and his demeanor seemed to change as he told her to lower her top so he could see her tits. It wasn't disrespectful, not at all, but it was powerful.
She shocked herself by not even hesitating and just reached up and lowered her straps and pulled her bra down so Brendan could see her breasts. Her hands then went back to his cock, and she went back to feeling him. Her eyes watched Brendan's to see his reaction to now being able to look at her breasts and their hardened dark nipples that were now on display for him.
She could easily see the excitement in his eyes, and a smile came to her face knowing he approved of them and also that he wanted them. With his apparent fascination with her breasts and his moaning from what she did to him with her hands, she felt powerful. She felt in control of a powerful man, which excited her enormously.
He felt each of her breasts, and they responded to his touch. She made sure she pushed them out for him without being too obvious. Damn, he has excellent hands, she thought to herself. She wasn't sure why they felt better than Mike's but decided not to analyze that right now. She herself turned her head to the side and let out a soft moan as she felt a warm feeling between her legs. The way he caressed each breast and lightly tugged on each hard nipple was maddening.
She felt herself getting wetter and knew her body was getting itself ready to make love. Just then, she heard Brendan whisper to her, "Come with me, let's get onto the bed; I need you now."
She knew that there was no doubt it was time, as they both wanted each other badly. Once again, she was surprised when she heard herself simply say, "Ok." For some reason, she seemed to find his demands of her and his take-charge attitude quite exciting.
She reluctantly let go of his cock and stood up straight, making sure her breasts stood out nicely for him. She found herself wanting to excite this man and be as good as she could for him.
He stood, and they embraced, and she felt the hardness of his hot body against her own. It felt amazing against her, and as he kissed her ear, he simply whispered, "Come with me."
Once again, she allowed him to take her by the hand and walk her over to the enormous bed. They embraced once again with a deep kiss, and then he abruptly turned her body around, and he unclasped her bra from behind her and literally threw it to the floor. Then Brendan quickly turned her back around to face him and gazed down at her now fully exposed breasts so hard and firm. He held her as he again kissed her hard. She knew now that she needed him.
Then, he pulled her onto the bed and laid her down as his hands quickly pulled her thong panties down and off, almost ripping them as he did. She now laid there nude for him as his eyes looked her over. As his eyes locked on her body, he stood at the end of the bed, lowered his shorts, and slid them off his legs. Mary could finally see everything that he had for her in all its glory. She stood, mouth slightly open, literally staring at his huge cock, which stood up so proudly. Even his balls, which hung down so far and seemed so heavy and large, were very impressive.
Although she was certainly not used to something this large or this long, she never doubted that she could, and would, take it. This strong, handsome man was now going to fuck her. She was even a little excited at the thought that, even if she tried, she probably couldn't stop him from taking her at this point.
She wanted him. She now knew that she needed what he could give her, and she was going to do whatever it would take to make him happy and satisfied.
Besides, she thought, she was also here to make Mike proud of her.




Chapter 5

Except for her high heels and jewelry, Mary now lay naked on the bed before Brendan's eyes. She had one leg slightly up and the other lying flat, which gave Brendan a perfect view of how she had trimmed herself. She saw his eyes looking at her there, and as he held his own hard cock and stroked it a little, he said, "Damn, you have an awesome body, and I love what you did to your pussy; that is so fucking sexy."
Although Mary blushed at his candor, she allowed her raised leg to slowly swing out just a little further so he could see everything better. Then, briefly placing her hand on the sexy triangle of short trimmed hair, she smiled and told him, "Thank you, it's actually the first time I've trimmed it like this. I'm glad you like it, Brendan."
Brendan noticed that she never even moved her eyes from his rock-hard cock when talking to him. He wanted to take her right then and there, but he also knew he was a lot bigger than her husband, so he might need some lubrication to ensure it didn't hurt her. He also wanted to make sure his cock was at its biggest and hardest for Mary. He walked from the foot of the bed to Mary's side up by the pillows.
As he did, Mary's eyes followed his cock. Her tongue wet her lips, and she turned her head slightly on the pillow to face him in anticipation. Then, as the front of Brendan's thighs touched the edge of the bed, Mary instinctively moved her head and her pillow closer to him. With her lips now only inches away from his cock, she slowly closed her eyes and then, so sweetly, opened her mouth to receive him.
Brendan slid it in past her lips and felt the warm wetness of her sweet mouth as her lips closed around it. Mary pushed her head closer to try to take as much of him as possible, but it was so much larger than Mike's, both in length and in width. She always loved giving head, she loved the power it gave her over the man, but this new cock in her mouth made her feel like she was a virgin, giving head for the first time. She felt so full, and honestly, the difference excited her so much.
She felt yet another tinge of guilt when the thought went through her mind that, somehow, due to its size, this cock deserved an even better performance than she gave her husband. Still, there was no denying it. She really did feel that way and moved her head back and forth and even took her tiny hand and cupped his balls, trying to do her best and using every trick she knew to give him the best blow job he's ever had. She even ran her long nails across his ball sack, teasing him.
She heard Brendan moan and felt a little buzz run through her body, knowing that she made him feel so good. She even realized that she would gladly go all the way with this blow job. She would not only let him cum in her mouth if he wanted to, but she would also gladly swallow every drop of his cum. Something she had never done before! The act had never appealed to her before, but this was different. This wasn't about the actual cum in her mouth; this was about showing her complete willingness to pleasure another man that wasn't her husband. She was even preparing herself for it, pumping his shaft a few times into her mouth. Then, to her dismay, Brendan suddenly pulled his cock out of her mouth.
She was surprised and concerned that she wasn't doing it good enough for him and watched him move back down to the end of the bed. Thankfully, she realized that it wasn't anything to do with her performance. He just wanted to fuck her now.
Brendan then climbed on the bed and moved up quickly to between Mary's legs. Placing one hand on the back of each thigh, he pushed them up and back, opening her up as he kissed and then began to lick deeply between the folds of her pussy. He immediately heard a loud moan from Mary's lips. He glanced up and saw that she had turned her head to the side on the pillow and had the back of her hand against her mouth as if to try to control her moans.
Although in ecstasy, Mary's mind was also in turmoil as there had been no other man doing this to her down there besides Mike for over 20 years. Even with Mike's blessings and encouragement, she still found herself feeling a tinge of marital guilt. Still, Brendan's tongue was doing a pretty good job keeping her mind off that feeling.
She now also began to feel some anxiety as she knew what would be next after Brendan was through eating her pussy. Still, it felt so good, and as she looked downward, she was amazed that her own nipples were standing up on her breasts harder, darker, and longer than she had seen them in many years. This is too good to be wrong, she thought to herself.
Just then, Brendan let her legs down and sat back on his calves, stroking his hard-on as he looked up towards Mary's impassioned eyes. Her legs were both still so blatantly open, and the thought quickly ran through her mind of closing them, but she fought the urge. She thought it would send the wrong signal at just the wrong time.
Brendan shuffled up into position and then pointed the head of his swollen cock directly at her opening. He could actually feel Mary's anxiety and slowed down just a little not to scare her. He touched the massive head to her swollen wet pussy lips and drew it up and then down the slit to wet the end from her own juices, which seemed to be everywhere.
Once Mary felt the head touch her lips, it was like a shock ran through her. It was so surreal, yet so damn exciting. Another man's cock was touching her pussy and was surely about to enter her. Suddenly, a very excited and warm feeling flooded through her body as she felt any and all reservations she might have had leaving her. There was no denying it, she knew she needed this, and she needed it now. She needed a good, deep, hard fucking so bad.
Brendan could feel the change immediately and even noticed her legs drop further outwards, anticipating his cock. Then Mary even raised her arms upwards, inviting him into her. As he leaned in and fell into her arms, he thrust himself forward and entered her.
He had only gone in halfway with his first thrust, yet Mary let out a cry that almost scared him. Her arms went around him, and she helped pull him into her. He pulled back just a little, raised his hips up high, and drove into her again. Another cry from Mary as her head swung sideways back and forth. Still, Brendan's cock was in just a little more than halfway. Mary found the need to adjust her legs even further outward.
Once again, he pulled partially out, and his hips rose. This time he hesitated as he looked down at her and whispered sweetly, "Are you ready, honey?"
Mary looked deeply into his eyes. She realized this was the moment of truth. She was about to be thrust full of another man's hard cock. One so much different than her husband's much smaller one. Still, she was never more sure of anything in her life, and she whispered back up to Brendan one simple word, "Yes."
Brendan smiled briefly and then thrust downward and forward even harder this time as he buried himself entirely within her.
Mary's breasts and whole body shook hard from Brendan's powerful thrust, but she was in absolute heaven. She had never felt anything like this, and she knew she wanted more. It felt so good inside her, and she was very proud of herself for taking all of him.
With her arms tightly around Brendan and her legs starting to wrap around his hips, she cried, "Oh yes, Oh my God, I did it, I can't believe I took it all, I took all of you."
He didn't move; he was a masterful lover and wanted to let her pussy adjust to the size of this new cock for a moment before he started the real fucking. He took the time to look down at her, kiss her lips and softly say, "Yes baby, you took it, you did so good." Then he added, "You need it too, don't you?"
Mary was almost in a daze. Her eyes were glazed over, yet she whispered back, "Oh yes, I need it. I just didn't know it could feel so good in me, so different."
Brendan couldn't resist his own curiosity and whispered down to her, "Mary, tell me, is it bigger than what you're used to?"
Mary's eyes opened wide, showing her surprise at the question. It was the first reference tonight of her private life while her husband Mike waited at home. Still, she wasn't naive, and she understood a man's curiosity in this area. It was a fair question, she thought. She also knew how much her answer to this question could turn a man on, and right now, she wanted to turn Brendan on.
Pledging to herself that Mike would never hear this, Mary whispered back up to him, "Oh yes, it's so much bigger... than what I'm used to." Then she even decided to add, "So much better too." She could immediately see a wonderful, triumphant look of pleasure on Brendan's face. She was glad she had said it.
Then, Mary started showing signs that she wanted it, as her own hips began to rise and fall. It was a not so subtle sign to Brendan that she needed to be fucked now.
Brendan loved it and smiled down at her and whispered, "Good, I'm glad I feel better in you."
"You do, Brendan, oh, you do, you feel so much better."
"Good, now let's fuck, ok?"
Usually, Mary wouldn't find his blatant crudeness a turn-on. Still, for some strange reason, it seemed totally appropriate right now.
A brief smile came to her own face, her arms held him tightly, and she whispered back up at him, "Yes, yes, let's fuck."




Chapter 6

Mike was going crazy waiting at home and imagining what Mary might be doing right at that moment. It had been over an hour since she had sent the text, and his mind was now flooded with erotic images of her and Brendan. He had already had a couple of beers, but he felt like he had drunk five cups of black coffee instead of beers.
When Mary left the house, he almost instantly became hard, and even now, all this time later, his hard-on hadn't subsided. He tried to relax somehow, but inside he knew that she could walk in the house any minute now, or it could be hours. His hand went downwards once again as he started slowly stroking himself, trying to alleviate at least some of the tension. His own hand was a poor substitute for Mary's.
It was ironic that Mike had touched his own hard cock at the exact moment Mary was naked on a bed with Brendan's cock embedded deep within her married pussy.
Brendan's first deep thrust was amazing, and Mary slid her hands down to Brendan's hard-muscled ass gripping each cheek with her tiny hands. She hugged him tightly to her as his hips went to work, thrusting his hard cock in and out of her as she moaned into his ear. With each hard thrust, Brendan would whisper into her ear such erotic things.
"Take it, baby, that's it, take my big cock! Baby, your pussy is so good to fuck!"
At first, Mary could only gasp "Yes," with each comment that Brendan made. She was still adjusting to his larger cock, but she too would make her own sexual comments after a while.
"Yes, Brendan, you feel so good. You're so deep in me. I've never been taken like this." Her comments were short and wonderfully timed in relation to his thrusts.
Brendan then straightened his arms out and pushed his upper body up to look down at Mary as he took her. Her eyes were closed in ecstasy, and she raised her own arms up over her head as she moaned with each surge of Brendan's cock. He looked further downward and watched as her firm breasts with their dark hard nipples pushing upwards shook violently with each hard thrust.
She thought he was now like a machine, pounding into her with such powerful deep strokes. At the bottom of each thrust, she would feel his huge heavy balls slapping against her ass cheeks. She opened her eyes briefly and looked directly into his, and saw the animal lust within his eyes.
This type of fucking was so different from what she was used to at home. There was no love; this wasn't even close to what she experienced with her husband. It was like she was being taken by a powerful wild animal, and she would do whatever it took to totally please him.
She wished that Brendan would never stop driving into her. She reached up at one point as she looked into his eyes and lightly pinched each of his hard nipples, and tugged on each one. She watched his reaction as she teased each nipple. Looking up at him, Mary whispered, "That's it, fuck me, it's so good. I love your cock Brendan; I truly love it."
"You love it?" Brendan whispered back as he pounded away.
"Oh yes, baby, I love it. It fills me so well." Mary answered.
"It fills you...better?" Asked Brendan.
Mary knew what he was asking but only stared into Brendan's eyes as he tried to push even deeper to get an answer out of her. He asked again as Mary's eyes were glazing over.
"Better?" Brendan asked it again but more like a command this time rather than a question as he thrust away.
Mary knew what he wanted to hear and decided she would give it to him. She looked deep into his eyes and said, "Better? Do you mean better than my husband's? You want to know if your cock is better than my husband's cock?" She knew who he meant, but she also knew that being so explicit only made their fucking more erotic and exciting.
Brendan leaned down on one thrust and kissed Mary's waiting lips as he said, "Yes, does it feel better than your husband's when he fucks you."
Mary knew he was getting close, and she also knew what he wanted to hear. She knew if she just told him the truth, it would help Brendan have a mind-blowing orgasm.
She felt her own orgasm surfacing, and she let a soft smile come to her face and looked up and said to Brendan, "Yes, yours feels so much better, Brendan. Your cock feels so much better in me than my own husband does. I want your cock; please give me everything."
It worked; hearing her comments, Brendan raised his head and let out a long moan as he began to empty his huge balls deeply into Mary. Mary's hands dug deep into Brendan's ass as she let out her own orgasmic moan. Their timing was perfect, and she was cumming like never before. She could actually now feel each hot spurt of Brendan's cum shooting into her with each of his thrusts. It felt amazing to be fucked like this and to actually feel each spurt of a man's hot cum shooting into her.
"Oh my God, oh my God," Mary moaned with each shot that went into her. She held Brendan tightly and felt even the last smaller spurts shoot into her. Although this wasn't love, Mary felt love, as she held him tightly and let him empty himself into her as her own orgasm, only now, began to subside.
Her hands went to his broad shoulders, holding him tightly to her. She lightly placed kisses on his neck, letting him finish pumping his seed into her. Not only was she so wonderfully sexually satisfied, but she also had never felt so nurturing as she held him tightly. She continued her kissing as she finally felt his wonderful cock starting to go soft within her.
She listened to his heavy breathing as she looked up at the ceiling and smiled. This was unbelievable, she thought to herself. She had actually done it; she let another man fuck her. It was more exciting and fulfilling than she had ever imagined.
Still, once she came out of the orgasmic fog, her thoughts went to Mike. What she just went through was truly incredible, but she felt guilty again. She knew Mike was excited by all this, but there was no way he could be enjoying himself as much as she just did.
If she could, she would have grabbed her clothes and ran out the door and home to Mike, but she couldn't. It wouldn't be right to do that to Brendan after he has just gotten through making her feel so wonderful and so sexually satisfied.
Brendan slowly pulled out of Mary's pussy and let out a deep breath as he said, "That was amazing; I've never cum so hard."
It made her feel good to hear that. It really did, but she felt a little uncomfortable now talking to Brendan about what just happened, but she still tried. "It was wonderful, Brendan; I've never felt so full either."
Then Brendan made her feel uneasy as he asked her, "So honestly, was it better with me than your husband?"
The way he asked was actually so sweet. It was obviously important to him to hear her answer, but how could she answer him without making her husband look bad. As he waited for her response, he lightly played with her nipples which were still hard. It only made it more difficult for her to avoid the question.
"Brendan, I love my husband very much." Somehow she hoped just by saying that he might change the subject, but he didn't.
"Oh, I'm sure you do; I'm just talking about the physical aspect. I mean, what we just did was amazing. I just want to know that you meant it when you said I was bigger and that I felt better in you, that's all."
He was so cute, Mary thought. He was like a little boy who wanted to know if his Mother liked him better. Honestly, she wanted to tell him that he was not only better but that there really was no comparison. She wanted to say to him that she had never been taken with such lust and had never been so satisfied by a big hard cock like she just was with his. She wanted to tell him he had the best cock that she's ever had.
She realized she was being silly, thinking that she was somehow protecting her husband by not letting Brendan know how good he was with her. She smiled at Brendan and said, "Speaking of him, let me send him a quick text; he might be worried."
Brendan lightly held her arm and said, "Only if you promise to tell me when you're done," as he gave her a quick kiss.
Mary got out of bed and looked for her panties, and as she slipped them on and with Brendan's eyes glued to her breasts, she smiled and said, "Ok, I promise I will."
She walked across the room to her purse, fully aware of Brendan's eyes on her semi-nakedness, and took her phone out. Then, in only her panties and heels, she walked back and sat on the edge of the bed near Brendan and started to type, "Did it, s/b home shortly, luv u, M."
She felt Brendan's soft hand slide across her naked back as if reassuring her that everything would be fine. Then, his hand reached around and cupped one of her heavy breasts, and softly caressed it. She was about to hit send when she thought that she had just done this less than 24 hours before, but then she was sending it to Brendan rather than to Mike. Brendan's hand started to feel too good. She hit send and then put the phone on the nightstand and then turned to face him.
She could see he was waiting for her answer, and she could also feel her nipples hardening once again as he looked at them. She decided then that Mike needn't ever know of this part. Brendan had just been her lover, and this could be a secret between just her and him.
Mary smiled and then whispered, "OK, you deserve an answer. This is just between us, right?"
"Just between us," Brendan promised as he made the cute gesture of zipping his lips and throwing away the key.
Mary took a deep breath and then let it all out, "Ok, then yes, I did mean it, you were better. You made love to me better than him or any other man has ever done. I've never cum so hard as I just did with you.
I've also never been so full of cum as I am right now." Mary couldn't help but let out a little giggle at the last comment.
Mary knew what he really wanted to hear, and she decided she would tell him. She looked down between his legs at Brendan's semi-hard cock still wet from both their juices. It was laying against his thigh, and while touching it lightly with her fingers, she said, "And this? Is nothing short of amazing. I've never ever had anything like this. It truly satisfies a woman Brendan."
It was precisely what Brendan wanted to hear, and she saw a huge smile come to him as he whispered, "thank you."
"Your welcome, now I really should go; after all, we don't want him upset, do we?" She then stood up and started to dress right in front of Brendan. She was no longer timid and even found herself turning towards him teasingly as she slipped her bra over her breasts and then reached back and hooked it.
When she was finally fully dressed, Brendan walked over to her, still wonderfully naked, and they kissed goodbye. His naked body against hers and in her arms started feeling too good, and she knew she had to leave now or else she would definitely be in trouble.
Then Brendan said it; she knew it was coming. "You know, I'll want you again."
Mary smiled, if circumstances were ok, she knew she would want Brendan again as well, but she told him, "Let me see how things go at home, ok? We've never done anything like this before; I need to see how Mike is when I get back home."
"Well, I just want you to know that I still want you again no matter how he is when you get home."
Mary had to smile at his comment. She took it as a compliment. Then she said, "Thank you, Brendan, that's so sweet of you to say, but I'd really rather have it where he would want me to do it again." She didn't want to give Brendan the impression they might never do this again, so she whispered, "But, we'll see, ok?"
Brendan was happy and even surprised; she seemed to be saying that even if he didn't want her to do it again, there was a chance she still might.
Brendan told her he understood and to think about him tonight when she undresses and goes to bed. She let him kiss her, and then Mary promised him that she definitely would. She opened the door and gave him the sweetest smile she could and said, "Thank you for everything, it was really wonderful," and she left the room.
Once she was in the elevator, she got a text from Mike, "OMG, hurry," it said.
Mary smiled. Thank God, she whispered to herself. He still sounded like he wanted her to do this.
The valet attendant brought her car and stood as he opened the door for her to get in. As she got into the driver's seat, her skirt accidentally slid way past mid-thigh. She noticed the attendant looking down at her naked thighs. It was so far up that she even wondered if he could see her panties.
With her right hand, she instinctively started to go to pull it down, but then, she strangely found herself hesitating. She thought this was so odd, as usually she would have been embarrassed and quickly covered up.
She found herself not moving her skirt, and then, with a smile, she just looked into his eyes and said, "thank you," as he slowly and reluctantly closed the door. She drove away, not believing what she had just done. Still, it was thrilling, and she brushed it off as she raced home to Mike.
As she waited at a stoplight, she realized she had never felt more liberated, wanted, and desired as a woman. She had just left her new well-endowed lover, naked and well satisfied, in a hotel room. She also flashed a good-looking male valet attendant and was now on the way home to her overly excited husband waiting for her with, no doubt, sex on his mind and wanting her desperately as well.
Just then, she heard a text come. Mike must be anxious, she thought. Then she picked up her phone lying on the passenger seat and looked. Oh my God, she thought, it's from Brendan, already. The text message read, "Just want you to know, you were phenomenal."
Mary placed the phone back down, and she smiled.
The light finally turned green, and she sped off. In just 3-4 minutes, she would be home with her loving husband, Mike.




Chapter 7

Mike heard the garage door open and knew Mary was finally home.
He was waiting for her, dressed in an open shirt and black silk shorts. He got off the couch and made his way to the hallway so he could greet her the moment she came in through the garage door. Mike was nervous.
As Mary pushed the button to close the garage door, she took a deep breath as she sat in the car for a moment before going in. It was so good to finally be home, but the thought of now seeing Mike and telling him everything that happened tonight weighed heavily on her mind. She looked into the rearview mirror and straightened her hair up a little. She wanted to look good for him and didn't want to look too ravished. Mary was nervous.
She came in the door and immediately saw Mike standing there leaning against the kitchen counter. Their eyes met, and neither was exactly sure how to react. Mary took the initiative and quickly placed her lingerie bag on the counter, and with a worried look on her face, she rushed to Mike.
"Oh Mike, honey, it's so good to be back home," she cried as she went to his open arms.
With her head on his shoulder, she couldn't see his expression but soon felt him placing kisses on her head and trying to soothe her.
"Honey, it's so good to have you back home. I was going mad thinking about what you might be doing with him."
Mary was so relieved and looked up at Mike with tears in her eyes. Mike saw her tears and kissed her lips lovingly, and then he whispered as he looked deep into her eyes, "So, you really did it, huh?"
Mary, feeling a little embarrassed, couldn't look him in the eye as she answered him and put her head back on his chest so he couldn't see her eyes. Then after a moment, she whispered, "Yes, it happened." Mary then waited nervously for Mike's response.
The first sign that everything was ok was his kisses, once again to her head. Then, finally, his soothing words, "Wow, Mary, I'm so happy, are you OK?"
She still didn't look up into her husband's eyes but pulled her head back a little and silently shook her head up and down, and then finally she whispered, "Yes, I'm ok,...now."
She had done something so erotic and also so difficult for her. Mike had never loved or wanted her more. He held her away so he could look at her. Tears still filled her eyes, and he raised her chin up so they could look at each other.
He looked into her eyes and whispered, "I have never been more turned on; I've never been as excited while you were gone. Honey, I think I was hard from the second you left, and I'm still hard."
Actually, it was exactly what Mary needed to hear right now. She stepped back to look down at Mike, to see for herself, and she could easily see his hardness pushing way out against his shorts. Then a smile finally came to her face, and she giggled a little as she said, "Oh my God, the whole time, really, Mike?"
Then, feeling for him, she said, "It must have been so hard for you."
Then, after realizing what she had just said, they both laughed together, and Mike said, "Oh, it was very hard."
"Oh, you know what I mean." Mary now laughed through her still glassy eyes.
"I do, honey," Mike answered and then said, "Here, let me get you a glass of wine," as he went to get her bottle of merlot.
"God, thank you, Mike. I could sure use one." Then she whispered again, "You know I love you."
"I love you too, baby, and I have to tell you that I'm so proud of you," Mike said as he handed her the glass of wine.
Proud? Mary thought to herself. She wasn't sure if she really could accept his compliment. Sure, it was hard for her at first, but if she was honest with herself, it was only difficult before Brendan had buried his cock in her because after that, it was more like...unbelievable!
Still, she wasn't about to refuse Mike's compliment and disclose to him that she had never been fucked so well, at least not just yet. She decided to just say, "Thank you, I needed to hear that, Mike. It was pretty difficult to do."
Mike got his drink, and then they both walked hand in hand to the couch. Mary's sexy heels clicked seductively on their hardwood floor as they walked. Mike actually found himself wondering if Brendan heard the same sexy sounds less than an hour ago. He was even about to ask her if the hotel room had carpeting on the floor or tile but quickly thought Mary would find the question pretty strange.
Instead, Mike asked, "So, it was difficult for you?"
As they both sat down, Mary wiped some hair from across her eyes and answered as honestly as she dared, "Well, yes, at first it was Mike, it was pretty difficult. It's been so long since I've been with another man."
He could see she was still a little nervous and leaned in to give her a reassuring kiss. Mary kissed him back, and it felt so good to now kiss the man she loved so much.
As Mike leaned back, he tried to relieve some of the nervousness Mary still had and smiled as he jokingly said, "Wow, I can even still smell his cologne on you."
He wanted to make her laugh a little, but when she heard his comment, she got a little upset and said, "Oh no, I'm so sorry, Mike, please let me go take a shower first."
"Oh honey, come on, no, stay right here. I want you just like you are, honest."
Mary looked up at Mike and asked, "Honest? Are you sure?"
"I'm not only sure, honey. It really excites me as well."
"It does? Honest?" Mary asked, now with a bit of a smile herself.
She did want Mike to be excited about everything. She wanted him to be happy about what they just allowed her to do, and yes, especially to be sexually excited about it.
He honestly seemed happy about what she did, and looking downward, she could easily see his excitement in the hardness of his cock, so she decided to go a little further, just to make sure. She even wondered secretly if what she was about to say to him might even heighten the excitement for Mike.
As she took his hand, she looked at Mike and said, "Well, it's not only his cologne that I still have on me,...or in me." After she said it, she almost wished she hadn't and nervously waited for his response.
Mike knew immediately what she was talking about, and a brief smile came to his face. Then, with Mary holding his hand, he placed his other hand on hers and softly whispered, "He came in you, right?"
Mary only nodded her head in response but then softly said, "Yes."
"A lot?" Mike asked.
Mary couldn't help it and rolled her eyes and answered, "Oh yeah, a lot."
"Honey, honestly, that's mostly why I don't want you to do anything. I want you just like you are."
He could immediately see relief in Mary's expression and decided to continue to make her comfortable with what she had just done.
"With his cologne still lingering on you, and his cum inside of you, that's exactly how I want you now, ok?"
Now a genuine smile came to Mary's face, and she leaned in and said, "God, I love you, Mike."
He was making her feel so reassured that she had done the right thing. She even admitted to herself that if she had been asked to clean up first, it would have made her feel dirty about what she did. Mike being excited that she stayed just like this made her much more comfortable.
She was now truly starting to relax and even went as far as to say to Mike, "Well, if that's really how you want me, with his cologne on me and his cum in me, then that's how I am for you."
Then Mary added lovingly, "I want you to know I'm here for you now."
Mike smiled at her comment and whispered, "You were there for Brendan earlier, but you're here for me now, right?"
Mary could hear the excitement growing in his voice. She was happy now. Actually, she was thrilled as she smiled and whispered back, "Well yes, I guess that's it."
With her soft hand on Mike's upper thigh, she then said, "Well, how about you? I'm sure my wonderful husband needs something badly after all of this. What would you like to do? Tell me, anything you want."
She was probably never more willing to do whatever Mike wanted sexually. She was going to do whatever she could to please her man.
"Really?" Mike asked.
"Yes, my love, whatever you want," Mary said, wondering if it would be her ass that he wanted and she had never let him have.
"Ok, well, now that we've had a drink of wine, and I'm already comfortable, let's get you a little more comfortable."
"Ok, what would you like me to change into?" Mary asked enthusiastically.
"Well, actually, just stand up," Mike asked. Then Mary stood up but faced away from him. Mike reached up and slid the zipper of her dress down, and began to bring it off her shoulders.
Mary nervously asked, "Don't you want me to change into something sexy for you?"
As Mike lowered her dress to the floor and knelt to help her step out of it, he told her that there was nothing else she could get in or out of that would be as sexy as what she wore tonight with Brendan.
As she raised each leg to step out of her dress and placed her feet back down, Mike heard the sexy sound of each heel click on their hardwood floor.
Mary was a little uncomfortable and, at first, didn't want to turn around. After all, there were small marks over her breasts from her earlier lovemaking with Brendan that could be easily seen by Mike with her tiny shelf bra.
It was mostly her tiny panties that she was most uncomfortable with. They were still quite moist from her earlier activity, and she was sure Mike would be able to see the wetness if she turned around.
Just when she was about to object to Mike, she felt his warm lips kiss the side of her neck and whisper to her, "Honey, I love you, and I want you just the way you are. Please, turn around for me; I want to look at my wife."
There was no one she would have done this for except Mike, and she slowly turned around for him. She was taking deep breaths, which caused her breasts to swell up and out of her tiny bra. She could see immediately that Mike could see the small red marks that Brendan had left on them.
Still, Mike's eyes were not eyes of shock. They were still eyes of love. Then she watched as his eyes went lower down her body. The thong panty was so wonderfully tiny. It didn't do much except to perfectly cover the little triangle she had trimmed.
Seeing his eyes go to her pussy area and knowing he could see the wetness of her panties from Brendan's load of cum she still had in her, she almost embarrassingly wanted to cross her legs somehow so he couldn't see.
Then, as Mike's eyes locked in on that most intimate area between Mary's legs, she saw the warmest, most loving look come over him. His eyes finally moved back up to look at her, and he walked forward and placed his hands on her hips.
Then, looking into her eyes, he whispered, "I have never seen you looking sexier or more desirable to me than you are right now, never. I love how you've come back home to me."
She had been self-conscious and scared, yet Mike had never said anything so exciting and so wonderful to her before. Mike wasn't just saying this; she could see that he was not only serious but also aroused. She loved him for saying it and began to truly relax and smile.
Mary let Mike hug her, and they kissed passionately. She no longer was uncomfortable that he would see the marks on her breasts or know she was still so wet by her pussy. In fact, because of the wonderful way he seemed to be reacting, in a strange way, she was now proud of the things she could let Mike see.
As they hugged, she knew he could feel her wetness on his naked thigh. As they separated, she actually smiled and brought attention to her condition by saying, "Sorry, I'm still very wet down there."
"Good, Mike whispered. That's how I wanted you to come back to me."
Mary stood as Mike's hand went to her breasts. He sought out the marks on them with his fingers and lightly touched each one. He smiled as he looked at each one of them, and seeing his fascination with them, Mary smiled too.
One mark was on her left breast and seemed to extend over the nipple as well. Mike pointed to it before he softly and simply whispered to Mary, "Brendan?"
Mary looked down at where he was touching, smiled back sweetly, and nodded her head up and down. Then after a moment, she whispered, "Yes, Brendan."
Mike leaned in and kissed her as they both smiled. Then, Mike's right hand ran up Mary's inner thighs and cupped her pussy lightly. Feeling the fullness and the wetness, he whispered once again, "Brendan?"
Mary was being teased, and she knew it. She smiled again and whispered back, "Yes, that's Brendan too."
Mike was looking at the front of her thong when all of a sudden he looked surprised. "Oh, what do I see here? Did my naughty wife trim herself for her date?"
She had forgotten about this and, blushing slightly, Mary said, "Well yes, I'm sorry, I guess I forgot to tell you. I just thought I'd try it once."
"I understand, and I'm glad you did," Mike assured her, and then he asked, "Can I see it?" as he slipped a finger into the top of the little patch in front.
Mary was now getting into their little game and smiling at him as she teasingly said back, "Well, yes, of course, I mean you are my husband, it does sort of belong to you."
Mike slowly pulled the tiny patch of thong away from her body and peered downward. A huge smile came over Mike's face, and he said, "God, I love the triangle. It's just so damn erotic, babe."
Mary quickly commented back, "Remember, honey? It's like you mentioned before where a woman trims it in such a way that it tends to direct her lover to the spot, you know, her opening."
"Yes, I do remember saying that, and I think that's what makes it so sexy. A woman so sexual that she takes the time to prepare that area for sex with her lover."
"It's also why when a woman has a tattoo put in that area, it can be so sexual to a man. The idea that a stranger, another man, may have been there and left his work. It's very erotic to a lover, especially if that lover is a husband."
Mike and now Mary were both looking down at her pussy as Mike held the patch away from her body.
Mike looked into her eyes and whispered, "And? Did it work?"
Mary blushed but smiled and whispered back, "Well, yes, I guess it did. He found it quite easily."
Mike loved her answer but then suddenly became excited and said, "Wow babe, I can actually see some of his cum, I really can. Mary quickly looked down closer as she exclaimed loudly while blushing, "Really? Can you actually see it?"
"Oh Yes, look," Mike whispered now, and looking down further, they both could see all the tiny strands of his still wet cum stretching from her pussy lips to her panty.
Seeing this, Mary blushed deeper as her hand went to her mouth, and she said, "Oh my God, you really can see it."
Mike knew she was a little embarrassed standing there as her husband looked at another man's cum on her pussy. Smiling, he whispered to her, "Relax, honey, I love it, I really do. It's just a wonderful and erotic verification of what you did for us both tonight, and it's very exciting to me to see it."
"Oh Mike, really?" Mary asked as she slowly let a smile come to her face.
"Oh my God, yes," Mike told her as he kissed her again briefly. "In fact, you know what?
"What," Mary asked.
"I want to see it closer."
Mary smiled and asked, "You do, really?" Mike nodded his head yes. Mary wasn't exactly sure why, but Mike's fascination with Brendan's cum on her was exciting. She found herself actually hoping Mike would push the issue of wanting to look at it closer.
In her attempt to make it easier for him to want to, she even whispered back to him, "If you really want to see it up closer, it's ok with me."
"Let's go to the bedroom," Mike said, now visibly even more excited.
"Ok," Mary quickly answered, and they picked up their wine and both walked to the bedroom. Mike's hand slid down onto Mary's round sexy ass as they walked. Just walking with her with his hand on her ass and listening to her heel clicks was exciting in itself. He was pretty sure in his mind that Brendan had his hands here earlier tonight as well.
When they got to the bed, Mike had Mary lay down on her back, and he softly pushed a pillow under her hips. He leaned down and kissed her and whispered to her to relax as he rolled her a little to the side, unclasped her bra, and removed it. He put it on the nightstand and gazed at her breasts and their love marks from earlier.
Mary was intrigued, watching Mike's eyes as they examined her breasts and Brendan's love marks. The thought of what was going through her husband's mind as he gazed at them was thrilling to her. She even took a deep breath, which pushed her breasts upwards, making sure he could clearly see.
He touched both her nipples, and they immediately hardened for his pleasure.
Then, he ran his fingers down her stomach, and once he got to her panties, he pulled the thong away from her and started to slide it down her legs. Mary instinctively raised her hips to help him as much as she could.
Once her panties were off, Mike brought them briefly to his lips, kissed them, and then tossed them on the floor. Mary recalled that just a few hours ago, Brendan threw those same panties on the hotel room floor.
Mike ran his hands over her legs and slowly pushed them apart. She let them be parted, and she knew Mike could now see everything. She looked down and saw an amazing look on Mike's face. He seemed so intrigued looking at her open pussy.
She then heard Mike whisper, "My God, it's so erotic to see you like this honey, it's so beautiful, your so beautiful."
This was so naughty, but she found herself saying, "Thank you, Mike, do you honestly like it? Can you see it?"
"Oh yes, I can see it all, and I love it," Mike whispered.
She wasn't sure why, but now that she was finally relaxed, she liked having Mike looking at her like this. It was exciting to her, and Mike's comments actually made her feel sexy looking so wanton like this.
She wanted to do something for Mike as she still felt like she was the only one who had received any pleasure so far that night. "Oh honey, come here, let me suck you," Mary whispered.
Mike got off the bed and stood next to it as he lowered his shorts. Mary watched as his hard cock came out for her eyes. She moved her head closer and recalled once again doing this just earlier tonight for Brendan's hard cock.
Then, as Mike reached down with his right hand to feel Mary's pussy she opened her mouth for him. He quickly slid his cock inside her warm and wet mouth, and it felt like heaven to him.
To Mary, it was so nice to now be giving pleasure to the man she married and loved deeply, but she couldn't help being a little surprised at the difference between Brendan's and Mike's cock. She realized that Brendan's was bigger. That was easy to see as soon as she had first seen Brendan's; she just didn't realize by so much until she actually had Mike's back in her mouth.
Still, she wanted to be so good for Mike after all the waiting he did tonight. He certainly deserved it. She was enjoying giving her loving husband head and was a little surprised when she heard Mike ask out of nowhere, "Was he big?"
It was strange, part of Mary didn't want to talk about Brendan, but then part of her wanted to tell Mike that Brendan was bigger, much bigger. She now had her left hand cupping Mike's balls as she sucked on him, and she moved her hand to the shaft and removed it from her mouth only to look up at him and say, "Yes, he was." She then took put it back in and continued sucking him.
She knew deep down that probably wasn't enough to satisfy Mike's curiosity. Honestly, she hoped he would want to know more. She felt Mike's finger slide into her, and it felt good. A moment later, his hand left her pussy, and out of the corner of her eye, she looked up to see him put his fingers into his mouth and lick them.
Mary was shocked. Oh my God, she thought, he's actually tasting me.
Nothing that Mike could have said or done would have shown Mary his approval and acceptance of what she did tonight more than this one gesture. She became extremely turned on by what he just did, and as she squeezed her legs together, she even felt a small orgasm.
Once again, she took his cock out and cried, "Oh my God, Mike, honey, what are you doing?"
Mike once again ran his fingers between the folds of Mary's used pussy and pushed them in. He then brought them to his mouth and licked and said, "I want to taste my wife; it's my way of getting close to what you did for us tonight. I hope you don't mind."
Mary was almost delirious with excitement. She had never imagined Mike ever doing such a naughty thing like this. "Oh Mike, I love you so much."
Please, Mary cried, take my mouth. Let me suck you all the way off. I know I've never let you do that before, but I want to now. I'll suck you off, and you can continue to taste me. You can cum, and I promise I'll take it all. I'll even swallow everything, please, honey, go ahead."
Mary laid her head down again on the pillow with her head turned to the side and opened her mouth to receive him.
It was an offer Mike couldn't refuse. He loved how receptive she now seemed to be about sexually opening up more. It may have been because she felt like she had to do something special for him after waiting so long. He wanted to know if that was it, and he found the thought of her actually admitting that it was very exciting to him.
"Honey, I'd love to, but are you sure? I mean, you've never let me do that before tonight," Mike said.
"I know, but yes, Mike, I want to now, honest, I really do."
Mike actually wanted her to admit to it and asked, "Honey, I want to, but why now? I mean, I'm going to, but what made you offer me this now?"
"Because I love you, and you've been so good to me," Mary said, wondering why he was even asking.
"I know you love me, but there's something else, isn't there?" Mike asked.
"What do you mean?" Mary whispered.
"I just feel that you want to let me do that because you somehow feel you owe me something nice. I'm hoping that because tonight was so good for you that you now feel I need something special and you want to give it to me. If that's true, I really love it and actually find it very exciting to me."
Mary smiled warmly as she ran her nails across Mike's ball sack. He seemed so wonderfully vulnerable right now, and she was learning so much about him.
"Well, yes, I also guess because you waited so long?" Mary whispered. She said it as a question, but she knew that it was actually the main reason.
"Yes, because I waited here alone so sexually frustrated but also so wonderfully excited while you and Brendan made love. That's why you want to do something special for me, right?"
Mary knew there was no denying that was probably the true real reason. They were now both being so wonderfully honest and open with each other and actually, it was thrilling.
Mary looked up at Mike and whispered, "Yes, I guess that's it, honey."
Mike teased, "So, is it like a little reward for me for being so nice to let you do this and waiting so long for you at home?"
Mary knew he was right. That was precisely why she made the offer but didn't want to acknowledge it like that. Then again, Mike already had brought it up, and it was already out there. She seemed to be seeing a bit of submissiveness coming out of Mike, and she realized she liked it.
A little embarrassed but getting excited at this part of Mike coming out, Mary whispered, "Well, yes, I guess that is it. Is that bad of me, Mike?"
"Oh my God, no honey, actually it's very loving. I also find it extremely exciting the way you offered it. Actually, it makes me want to be more like this for you in the future too."
"Really?" Mary asked, taking very careful note of his comment about being more like this in the future.
"Yes, but I want you to relax and admit to it and tell me that's why."
They both knew it was manipulative, but it was so excitingly manipulative. Although Mary wasn't that way by nature, she did find Mike's encouragement of her to be that way, at least towards this subject, liberating and damned exciting.
She looked at Mike's hard cock again, and she knew what he wanted to hear her say deep down. She also knew that she herself wanted to say it. She even felt an exciting dominant side of her starting to surface.
She usually wouldn't be this honest and open about it in fear of looking manipulative or hurting his feelings, but something had changed, and they were both more charged up and open with each other than they have been in years.
She could do this, she thought, and she wanted to do this.
Mary looked up sweetly at Mike and said, "Mike, the reason I'm going to let you take my mouth and let you actually cum in it is that you've been so good."
She knew there was more to say about this, and she continued. "I'm going to let you do it because you waited so nicely at home for me, here alone."
Then as she became even more excited at this new openness between them, she decided to add, "Waiting here all alone while I let Brendan fuck me."
Mike moaned as he heard Mary say this and excitedly said, "I want to hear everything that happened tonight, every detail."
Seeing him about to lose control, Mary smiled inwardly and whispered back, "Of course you do, honey, and you'll hear everything. I want to tell you everything from our first kiss to our kiss goodbye and everything in between, but first, we need to make you cum; you're just overly excited right now."
Mike was clearly getting even more excited as Mary spoke, so she enthusiastically continued to paint an erotic image to him.
"It must have been so hard for you here all alone and knowing I was there being fucked by him while you could only play with your cock yourself. I'm sorry you had to wait so long for me to come home from being with him." Mary whispered up to him.
She could easily see Mike's excitement growing with each sentence she spoke, and she found it very exciting to watch. Then she finally added, "I guess I do feel a little guilty with my pussy all full of his cum."
As soon as she said that, she could see Mike's cock start to twitch up and down. My God, she thought to herself, this talk is turning him on so much that he might just begin to shoot his cum without me even doing anything.
Still, she loved him, and she wanted to somehow reward him herself for what he endured so wonderfully for them tonight. She wanted to get him off.
She quickly laid her head on the soft pillow and slid to the edge of the bed. Then just before she opened her mouth to receive him, she spread her legs a little and said, "Now, go ahead and taste me once more and then push your cock into my mouth and fuck your naughty wife until you cum."
Mike moved forward, and just before he pushed it into Mary's warm and waiting mouth, she whispered, "After you cum I promise I'll tell you everything Brendan and I did together tonight."
Then she whispered, "I love you, Mike," as she readied herself to receive her second cock for this evening.




Chapter 8

Mike came like never before, and Mary kept her promise to her loving husband and swallowed everything that he released into her wet and waiting mouth. She even kept his cock in her mouth, savoring it with her warm tongue long after its final spurt of his cum.
When it had finally become soft, Mary let it unceremoniously slip from her warm mouth, and then as she licked her lips, she looked up lovingly at him and smiled. She whispered, "Mmmm, that was so good, honey."
Mike could no longer hardly stand and quickly climbed over Mary and laid next to her as she kissed him deeply. She deliberately made sure she used lots of her tongue with the kiss.
Mike was obviously spent and exhausted, as was Mary. As she pulled the covers up and over them, she whispered, "Let's take a nap, and later when we wake up, I'll tell you everything if you still want to know."
Mary could see that Mike was exhausted, but she smiled softly and teasingly asked, "You still want to know everything that happened, don't you?"
Mike answered, "Oh yes, I have to know, but just tell me one thing first, and please be honest, was it good?"
Mary smiled at her husband's carnal curiosity. It was an indication that he was okay with everything she had done and that it even turned him on. She brushed his hair back out of his eyes, looked into them, and whispered, "Yes honey, it was really good, now get some sleep, and we'll go over everything later, I promise, okay?
Mike's eyes were already half shut as he whispered back, "Okay."
Mary turned to her right side, and Mary moved up behind her. They both cuddled, and with his left hand cupping Mary's ample left breast and erotic images of Mary and Brendan played in his mind, Mike drifted off to a much-needed deep sleep.
On the other hand, Mary gazed open-eyed at the blank wall next to their bed as the thoughts of everything that happened today played over in her mind. Then, unable to suppress the smile that came to her face, she finally also drifted off to a much-needed sleep.
When they awoke, it was late afternoon, and they both felt wonderfully refreshed. Each of their thoughts immediately went to what happened between Mary and Brendan. Mike found himself already semi-hard as he realized today was the day he would learn about everything that his wife had done with Brendan and, more importantly, how she had enjoyed it emotionally.
They ate an early supper, and while Mike would make references to what happened with Brendan throughout the day, Mary took advantage of her ability to tease Mike and would tell him he would know everything later.
When early evening finally came, they showered and prepared for what they both knew would be an emotional but, hopefully, very erotic evening. They talked about what Mary should wear and decided on a pair of thigh-high nylons, heels, white silk thongs, and her sheer light blue blouse with no bra.
She took her time getting ready but nowhere near as much time as she took getting ready for Brendan. Her mind wondered if this would be something she could tell Mike thinking this might excite him. She had begun to sense a submissive side of Mike emerging, and she wanted to explore that further.
When she came out of the bathroom, Mike had changed into a silky pair of blue shorts and an open silk white shirt. After all these years, Mike's body still turned her on. She felt a lot less guilty knowing it was now her husband that was making her hot.
Once they got their drinks, they sat down, and with a small toast to each other, Mike asked, "So, you met him in the hotel lobby bar?"
"Brendan? Yes, he was there and waiting when I arrived," she answered.
"How long did you stay there?"
"Only for a couple of drinks, then we went upstairs."
"Were you nervous? Excited?" Mike asked.
"Both actually, but mostly nervous," Mary said. When we went up to the suite, it was such a big beautiful room. He even had champagne chilled for us too."
"Really? Mike asked. That was nice of him, and did you have some right away?"
"Yes, and when he gave me my glass, that's when he kissed me." Mary now whispered as she looked into Mike's eyes to see his reaction.
"A sexy kiss?" Mike inquired, feeling a little silly asking such a question, yet he really wanted to hear her response.
Mary thought for a moment and then said, "Well, yes, I mean, we both used our tongue, so I guess it was sexy."
"You used your tongue too? So, were you more excited at this point?"
"Well, still a little nervous because I had to change yet. After a little while, I mentioned to him that I had brought something to change into for him. He seemed to really like that too, especially when I told him that it was just for him."
"Oh my God, babe, that must have excited him to hear you say that."
"I think it did; maybe he thought I would just bring something that I would normally wear for you. That wouldn't have been right, anyway, then I went in and changed. Honey, I was so nervous when I was changing for him. Knowing he was waiting outside and would soon see me dressed so seductively."
"I understand because that's you, honey, but I assume he liked what he saw when you finally came out?"
Mary now smiled as she remembered the exact moment in her mind and said, "Yes, as soon as I came out, I could see right away that he liked everything. I let him look me over. I think I even turned around for him."
"You did?" Mike asked enthusiastically.
"Well, yes, I guess he looked so happy and excited I wanted him to, well, you know, see everything."
"Yes, of course, that's so nice, babe. I bet at this point you were getting more comfortable with everything, right?"
"Yes, I think so. He made some really nice compliments, which helped me relax, and actually, he had changed too, so that helped."
"Oh, he changed too? What was he wearing?" Mike asked.
"Well, he had these blue shorts that looked really nice and an unbuttoned powder blue shirt. That was all he had on. Oh, and he was really tan too."
"A good body?" Mike just had to ask.
Mary blushed briefly and then answered, "Well, he has a pretty nice body. When we sat on the couch, I remember I couldn't help looking at him."
"Of course, you couldn't," Mike assured her. "Honey, this must have been so damn exciting for you."
"Yes, I guess at that point it was. We kissed again, and then he took my hand."
"He took it? What did he do? Tell me." Mike asked.
Mary looked down briefly, and then after a deep breath, she admitted, "He put it on it."
Mike's eyes lit up, and he asked, "On it? Honey, do you mean his cock?"
"Yes," Mary whispered, but she seemed a little uncomfortable to Mike. "Honey, I'm sorry, it's a little hard to really tell you all this."
Mike could see her apprehension in relating all this to her husband. He did the right thing and smiled softly at Mary, and tried to reassure her.
"Babe, please, I need you to tell me everything. Honestly, it's very exciting and arousing to me, but even more so, I want to know of your own excitement. I want to know exactly how you felt emotionally at each moment. I need to know the things that excited you and how different everything was with him, okay? Please?"
"Mary smiled softly, seeing his growing excitement, and said, "Okay, well, then you probably want to know that when he put my hand on it, he was already pretty hard?"
"Yes, there, that's it, but I want you to go even more and tell me not only that it was pretty hard but truly how it felt, how it may have excited you having your hand right on it."
Mary let out a deep breath and then said, "Okay, well eventually I couldn't help it, and I did move my hand around to feel it, you know, the difference and everything, and he seemed to like that."
Mike smiled at Mary's cute admission, "I'm sure he did, after all, you were sitting close together, and you were in that outfit with your hand feeling him. He must have been in heaven and really getting hot. Did you two talk at all while this was going on?"
Mary looked upwards, squinting her eyes as she thought back and then remembered something and said, "Oh yes, I remember that after I felt it, the size and everything, I told him he was big."
"That was good. He must have really liked you saying that. Did you keep your hand there, feeling it?"
"Well, yes, I think he leaned his head back and moaned a little, so I knew it was making him feel good. Then, he told me that I should take it out and look at it."
"Were you curious to see it at this point? To see what it actually looked like?"
Mary whispered her answer without hesitation now, "Yes, I was."
"So, you then took it out?" Mike asked.
"Yes, it was easy to get it out because it just had one small button, and I think I just went ahead and unbuttoned that and then reached inside and took it out."
"And? Go ahead and tell me, was it nice? Mike smiled and asked.
Mary smiled back and admitted, "Yes, it was nice. I remembered what you said about taking my time and examining it, and I guess I did."
Mary could see how all this talk was exciting Mike, and it made her feel good and even a little powerful that her talk alone could do that to him.
Mike leaned in a little closer to Mary, and after a brief kiss, he asked, "Then, after you looked at it and felt it for a while, be honest, did you start to want it? To have it in you?"
Mary couldn't believe she was actually telling Mike all this, but it was so exciting to be able to.
"Yes, I think I did, especially once it got really hard and everything. It was so big and so different to feel and look at. Mike, are you sure you don't mind me telling you I wanted it?"
"No, honey, I really want to hear you tell me, honest."
"Okay, if your really sure," she whispered but then remembered something she thought he might like. "Oh wait, I forgot to tell you that he was feeling my breasts while I was feeling it. I forgot to mention I had reached up and lowered my top for him."
Mary could see Mike's excitement really grow after she said that. This was so different and exciting. Her words alone were turning her husband on, and she liked the feeling of that.
"Wow, you mean you just took it down for him? Well, then you must have been getting excited. So he was able to see them and... feel them?" Mike asked.
Mary watched Mike's eyes closely as she answered. "Uh-huh, yes, he was able to do both, ...and he did. He was able to see them, and he was feeling them. I remember I had even moved closer to him on the couch so it would be easier for him." Mary admitted.
Mike was almost paralyzed with excitement by now, and Mary could see that.
Mary looked deep into Mike's eyes and whispered, "Honey, he said he really liked them, and his hands, they felt really good on me."
Mike returned to reality and said, "Oh honey, you must have been so turned on by now. You must have wanted him to take you to bed and fuck you. You did, didn't you?"
Mary could see what this was doing to Mike. She looked down and could see his hardness. There was nothing that excited her more than to be able to excite him. Still, she purposely took a few moments to answer him and finally whispered back, "Yes, I wanted him to take me to bed. I wanted to do it with him, Mike, yes."
"Then what happened," Mike whispered.
"Well, then he said he wanted me now, right then, and he took my hand and walked me over to the bed."
"You went with him?" Mike asked, not really knowing why he did.
Mary now knew that he just wanted to actually hear her say it. She looked at him intensely for a moment and then, with a soft smile, said, "Of course, I went with him, honey...I wanted him."
"Yes, yes, of course, ...and then what happened?" Mike said, now almost stuttering.
"Then, when we got by the bed, he kissed me. Then he quickly turned me around, unclasped my bra, and just threw it on the floor."
"Wow, yes, go on," Mike whispered.
"Then, he laid me on the bed and took off my panties. Then he stood there and just looked down at me."
"Oh my God, so you were fully exposed to him now? He could finally see everything?"
"Uh-huh, yes, all I had on were my heels and nylons, so now he could see my pussy and everything."
"Then, what did he do?" Mike asked.
Mary looked upwards as she tried to remember what happened, and then a smile came to her face as she remembered. "OK, I remember that as he looked down at me, he said he liked the way I trimmed myself, and then, he lowered his own shorts and took them completely off."
"Oh, so then you were finally able to see all of him as well?"
"Yes, and I...I think I even stared." Mary now found herself letting out a little sexy laugh as she related this to Mike.
Mike leaned closer and whispered, "Honey, it's ok, tell me...was it nice? Did you like what you saw?"
Mary only blushed briefly now as she could see the effect this was having on Mike, and she liked it. "Yes, it was very nice, and I saw everything he had. I mean, it was really very hard for me not to stare at it."
Mike smiled and warmly said, "Honey, of course, it was hard not to stare, you were curious, and it's not like you've seen many of them. Can you describe it to me? Take your time, but also describe your own feelings at this point."
Mary hesitated only briefly, "Yes, I think I can. Let's see, I remember thinking to myself how different it was shaped and how big it was. I guess I thought that all men's cocks were pretty much the same, but they're not Mike, not at all."
"No, they're not all the same, Mary. Some men can be huge." Mike explained.
"Really?" Mary quickly asked with just a touch of too much enthusiasm.
"Oh yes, many, and obviously you found one that was!"
Then Mike continued wanting to make sure he understood what Mary had been saying. "Honey, when you say he was different or bigger, do you mean it was different and bigger than this one?"
Mike now had pulled his own cock out in the open, and it was standing tall as he lightly fondled it.
Mary looked down at it and watched as Mike felt his own cock. She could see he was so excited. He was actually making it easy for her to be totally honest and upfront with him, and she really wanted to be too.
She knew Mike wanted her to answer the question, and she even felt that if she admitted to him the difference, he'd get even more excited.
She leaned closer to Mike with a little smile and whispered, "Well, yes, ...I guess I do mean exactly that. That it was different and bigger, ...then yours."
When Mike heard her admission, he began stroking himself. Mary could see the effect her answer had on him, and she smiled, "Ohhh, that's it, honey, go ahead and stroke yourself for me."
Then, watching Mike stroke his own cock, she continued her story. "Mike, with him standing there with his shorts completely off, I could also now see his, ...you know, his balls. My God, they hung down so far, and they were so large too."
"Wow, honey tell me, how did you feel right at that moment? Can you describe it for me?" Mike asked.
"Well, like I said, I know I stared at it probably longer than I should have. It was quite impressive, and I do remember getting a tingling feeling in anticipation." Mary said.
"You were getting excited knowing it might soon be inside you?" Mike asked, even though he knew the answer.
"Yes, honestly, I guess I was. At that point, I really wanted it, you know, ...to be fucked by it."
"Of course you did; I've known you for a long time. Have you ever had anyone's that was that impressive to you before? I mean, even before we met?" Mike asked.
"Oh God no, never, not like his. Oh yes, and I do remember feeling that I wanted to be good for it, ...I mean for him. I wanted to really be good for him." Mary whispered.
Mike actually loved her comment. Mary always wanted to satisfy, but it might have been a matter of pride for Mike as well. After all, Brendan was going to experience his wife.
He even leaned to her and kissed her to show that he loved her comment. So? Then he did it? He fucked you?" Mike asked.
"Well, no, not yet, he came up to the side of the bed and pointed it at me, and then he put it in my mouth, and I sucked on it," Mary answered.
Mike smiled warmly at Mary and softly whispered, "Honey, say it, say what 'it' is. If you're going to refer to his cock, just say it. It's a lot sexier to me when you say it, go ahead."
Mary smiled and briefly looked down, realizing she was still a little too conservative about all this. She looked back up at Mike, and after a deep breath, she now confidently said, "He came up the side of the bed and pointed his cock at me, then he put his cock in my mouth,...and I sucked his cock for him."
Then, she decided to go even further and added, "I sucked his hard cock, his big hard cock."
Mike smiled approvingly and said, "Damn, that's so much better, babe."
Mary smiled back and said, "Thanks." Then Mike asked, "Did you have to move over on the bed to do that?"
"Yes, when I saw him walk up to the head of the bed, I guess I kind of instinctively moved over. I slid over with my pillow to the edge of the bed. Then I laid my head on the pillow, and I must have opened my mouth for him."
Good, good, Mike whispered, "You knew what your lover wanted...you knew what he needed."
"Yes, I guess that's true, but I think you should know that I also wanted to, Mike."
"To suck on it? Thank you for telling me that. You probably also wanted to make sure it was at its hardest?"
"Yes, I guess that was it too. Like I said, I really wanted to be good for him. Then she thought for a moment and remembered that they had decided it was so important to be honest with each other on all of this, and then she whispered, "Mike, honestly, I think I wanted to feel it in my mouth too."
Mary knew now Mike wanted to hear the most sordid details, so to Mike's delight, she added, "Oh, I also remember when he was in my mouth, I wanted to really be good for him, so I let my nails drag across his balls a little too. I cupped them too, and that's when I felt how heavy they were."
Mike, now stroking his very hard cock, actually moaned when he heard that. "My God, Mary, that must have driven him wild. Would you do that for me sometime?"
Here was that submissive side of Mike coming out again. Mary wasn't sure why, but it excited her to experience it coming from Mike, who was usually strong and dominant. Here he was literally asking his loving wife if she would do the same to him that she had done to another lover.
She knew that just saying yes to him wouldn't be that exciting, so after a short hesitation, she teasingly answered, "Well, yes, I guess 'maybe' I could do that to you too, ... sometime."
She was feeding Mike's new submissiveness, and they both seemed to like it and get excited by it.
She knew Mike couldn't go much longer and just came out and said, "Then he licked me, my pussy, and then put his cock in me, and we fucked."
When Mike heard that, his eyes closed, and he raised his head up. Mary thought for sure that he was going to shoot his cum now. She even looked downward at his cock in order to watch it.
It didn't happen, and she found herself actually glad when he didn't. There was more to tell, and she was now finding his reaction to all this so exciting to her. Mary enjoyed watching Mike's excitement growing so much. Wanting to prolong all of this, she took her tiny hand, removed Mike's own hand from his cock, and placed it on his thigh.
"Honey, keep it there for a few minutes, Okay? I don't want you to cum just yet, and I'm afraid you might if you keep doing that."
Mike was in a sexual fog by now and submissively answered a simple, "Okay."
Mike opened his eyes and, with his hand still on his naked thigh, asked, "How...how did it feel?"
She could tell from his voice how excited he was becoming, and she smiled and whispered, "You mean his cock? Oh, honey, it felt so different." She knew telling him it felt different rather than just saying how nice it felt would turn Mike on even more.
She heard Mike whisper to himself, "Oh my God." She knew exactly what he was thinking and imagining in his mind, and she let him think about it for a while.
Finally, Mike needed to hear more and asked, "Then you two fucked each other? How did it feel? How long did you do it together? What positions?
Mary smiled at his excitement and eagerness to hear more vivid details. She truly wanted to give Mike the most exciting images she could because she loved him so much. Yet, she also knew that the most exciting and erotic things can sometimes be left unsaid.
She looked at Mike for a moment seeing the sweet torment in his eyes, and as she watched his eyes, she reached up and slowly and teasingly unbuttoned her sheer blouse. Then, still looking up into his eyes, she spread it wide open and allowed him to see both her full breasts and their large and now very hard dark nipples standing outwards along with Brendan's little love bites.
After letting him gaze upon her for a few moments, she whispered, "Yes honey, then we fucked each other. It was so good." Then, she whispered, "But honey, if it's okay with you, that part I'd like to keep private between him and me, at least for a while, okay?"
Mike really needed to hear more, but he also knew this was an important aspect of their experience.
If Mary could be allowed to keep at least some part of her experience private, it just gave her more freedom and would make her more comfortable if they ever did this again. Mike relented and said, "Of course, honey, I understand."
"You want that part to be private between you and Brendan, right?"
"Mary smiled and whispered, "Yes, that's right, at least for a little while. I just think it's better like that."
Once again, Mary could see the lovely torment in his eyes. He actually said, "Okay, but I really want to know this part so bad."
Mary was now getting so good at this, and she loved the effect she had on Mike. She had never seen Mike so wonderfully excited, and she was now actually glad with herself for denying him this part of her experience.
She simply looked at Mike, smiled, and whispered, "I know you want to hear about this part so bad, honey."
It was excruciating to him, and he still needed to hear more, so he tried asking something different. "Babe, you said he was good. Did you tell him that? Did you let him know that he was good?"
Mary looked sweetly into Mike's eyes, and as she stroked his naked thigh a little, she whispered, "Yes, of course, I did, honey. I made sure he knew how good he was for me. I told him more than once how good he was."
"Oh babe, I love you, and I've never been so turned on by you. I want you so badly." Mike said, almost shaking with excitement now.
"Oh Mike, I want you so much too. This has been so exciting to me, and I can see you are truly excited by it all now too."
"I am, babe. I've never before felt so close to you too. You've seemed to become so much more relaxed and, well, passionate! I also feel I can talk with you so much more openly."
"Oh, I do, too, Mike. I feel so much more comfortable exploring our sexuality together."
"God, babe, I do too. You know, we've never opened up like this before with each other. Sex is such an important part of any relationship, yet we've never seemed to be able to talk about things that really turn each other on before. I want this to be a turning point in our sex life together, okay?"
"Yes, I feel the same, Mike. Let's explore these wonderful and exciting new things together and promise each other to be entirely open with each other from now on, especially with what turns us on and excites us."
Mary had to ask one more time. "Honey, so, your glad we did this then?"
Mike smiled warmly and answered, "Yes, I am, babe. I have never been so consumed by anything so erotic and so exciting. You and I have never opened up to each other like we have since you were with Brendan."
Mike then whispered, "Now I want to take you to bed and make love to you, and, to fuck you, that is unless you have anything more to share with me."
Mary suddenly remembered her incident with the valet man and thought to herself that if she told Mike about it, it might be an excellent way of sealing their pact together on their new openness.
It felt so good to now feel that she could actually not only tell Mike about this, but she was now pretty sure that it would probably even make him more excited.
"Mike, I feel so comfortable now talking with you about these sexy things that I want to tell you that something else that happened too, but it was after I had left Brendan."
Mike was elated that his usually shy and conservative wife now seemed actually anxious to tell him something that sounded like it might be naughty.
"Honey, I can't tell you how happy that makes me feel. Go on, please tell me what happened."
Mary took a deep breath causing her large breasts to push up and outward. "Well, after I left Brendan, I went downstairs to the hotel lobby, and I asked the valet guy for my car. Then when he brought it to me, he opened the door for me, and I got in."
"Mike, when I looked up at him, I saw him looking down at me, and his eyes seemed to get big and excited. Honey, I didn't realize that my skirt had slipped way up to my upper thighs when I slipped into the seat."
As Mary whispered this to Mike, she looked deep into his eyes and could actually see the mounting excitement in them.
"Honey, ...he was actually looking at the tops of my nylons, and the skirt was so high up. Honey, I think he might have even seen my tiny panties."
Mike smiled and seemed so excited by her sharing this with him. He leaned forward and kissed Mary as he whispered, "I can't tell you how wonderful that feels that you were comfortable enough to share that with me. I love you so much for that, thank you."
Mary felt so happy herself and so liberated and excited to be able to freely tell Mike this without at all feeling guilty and without him getting upset. Then, she smiled at Mike and whispered, "Honey, there's more."
"More?" Mike asked, now really excited."
Seeing Mike's arousal at her unfolding confession excited Mary, and she bounced slightly on the couch, which caused her heavy breasts to shake in an incredibly sexy way. "Yes, well, when I finally realized where he was looking, and even knowing that he might be able to see my panties...!"
"Yes," Mike quickly cut in and whispered, wanting desperately to hear more.
"Well, you know that normally I would have been embarrassed and quickly pull my skirt down,...but honey, I didn't."
Mary could actually see Mike's jaw drop and his mouth open slightly. Finally, he whispered, "Really? You didn't?" He did not believe that his loving and conservative wife could actually now respond this way.
"No, honey...I guess I let him look a little. I didn't lower my skirt at all; I let him look and see me like that for quite a while. I think I even looked down and then looked back up at him so I know he knew that I was aware that my skirt was so far up.
Then I just smiled up at him, said thank you, closed the door, and drove away. Mike, I'm sorry, but I felt so wicked, and I felt so naughty.
I was tingling all over, and after what I just did with Brendan and everything, well, it didn't seem so bad. It just seemed a little exciting."
Mike was now beside himself, and Mary could easily see. She was immediately happy and excited herself that she had decided to tell this to Mike. Still, this was all so new to both of them, and she took his hand and whispered, "Honey, are you okay with that?"
It was now Mike's turn to take a deep breath, and he did. Finally, he smiled and whispered, "Babe, that is pretty erotic, and I'm so glad you told me. I guess my normally shy and conservative wife is blossoming into my exciting and naughty hotwife.
Mary squeezed Mike's hand, and as she smiled, she tilted her head in that cute little way she does and then whispered, "I guess I am. I thought it might be exciting for both of us that I let him look a little. I knew I would tell you later. Do you think it was sexy for me to do that?"
"Honey, yes I do. It was very sexy. Sexy that you actually did it but even sexier that you told me about it. You are truly the sexiest woman I've ever known, and I love you so much, and I love this new you."
"Oh Mike, you do? That makes me so happy. It was so hard at first, but you've made me feel so comfortable with all this. I feel so liberated. It's like I've been suppressing my sexual being for so many years, thinking that was the right thing to do as a wife."
"Yes, you probably have, but I don't want you to anymore. Now, let's go in the bedroom and make wonderful love together. All this talk has gotten me so excited for you." Mike said.
"Oh honey, it's really got me excited too. Okay, yes, let's go make love." As Mary said this, she even found herself consciously pulling her shoulders back a little so Mike could see her breasts even better.
Then, thinking of their new sexual openness together, she decided to rephrase her comment to Mike.
"Please, take your naughty wife to the bedroom Mike. I need a hard cock, and I need to be fucked so bad."
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Consequences: A couple push their boundaries when they enter the world of sharing
 
It was all supposed to be so simple. The plan was to join the local country club, attend a few events with my pretty young wife and make some contacts. Yep, contacts. I was there for business. We joined this club so I could make contacts and generate work, much like many other people that join.

So how on earth did it go from joining the country club to find clients, to watching my little blonde wife on her knees, in front of this guy with a massive black cock?

But as I discovered, everything has consequences. My pretty little blonde wife was the consequence. This started as a little fun, a bit of swapping for an hour, something different to spice things up. But it's brought something out of both of us.

It was my idea in the first place to join the country club, and to play along with this partner swapping. So I guess that makes it my fault my wife has just told me all about how huge this guy's big black cock is.

This is all the consequence of my actions, I'm just not sure if I like the consequences or not!
Crossing The Line: A White Wife Crosses The Line Between BBC Fantasy and Reality
 
What happens when you cross the line between fantasy and reality? When you take that step past the point of no return?

Well, here I was, well and truly stood at that point; I knew full well if I took another step, I would be well and truly past the point. If I took that step and turned my fantasy into reality, how would it actually feel?

As I knelt in front of his enormous black cock, part of me was trying to resist. I'm a happily married woman, after all. In fact, I love my husband, and we actually had a pretty good sex life. But here I was, desperate to live out my fantasy of sucking a much larger black cock.

What would it do to our relationship if I did it? What would it do to how I thought of myself if I took the step from a happily married white wife to a big black cock hotwife?

As hard as I tried, I could feel my willpower fading. I knew I was about to crumble; I was about to do it. I was going to suck that big black cock and cross that line.
Watching His Wife: A husband and wife enter into the world of swinging
 
You know there's no way you'll ever forget the first time you watch your wife sucking another man off. There's something so visual about it, you'll remember the shape of her lips as she pressed them around his cock.

You'll remember the moans she makes, and she pleasures him. You won't remember anything he does, but her little moans and groans will be etched on your memory forever.

Not only that, but you'll remember how wet she was afterwards when you felt it, and you'll always try to work out if she got that wet sucking your cock.

And you'll remember how big he was. You'll remember looking at his cock and thinking 'f%$k that's bigger than mine' and then watching as she takes it into her mouth.

Like I said, you'll never forget the first time you watch it, and we certainly didn't. This was only meant to be a vacation with friends, but it soon took a very dramatic twist and ended up with my wife on her knees in front of my friend Ben and his wife Donna.

This is the story of how I ended up watching my wife.



cover.jpeg





