A Thorough Servicing

 I don't suppose my experience is that unusual or even all that interesting but to me it was a huge upheaval in my rather staid life and has changed me forever. 
At the time I’d been I'd been married for nearly over six years and had been happy to play the role of a housewife. We lived in a very pretty village and I enjoyed the country life. Lawrence, my husband, works in London and often stayed the night in town. I suppose that I was happy although unwittingly I'd become rather matronly in my ways. We have no children, due to my husband’s low sperm count, and sex had never featured high on our priorities and when we did indulge it was rather routine and, I must admit, frankly boring.  I was as much to blame as Lawrence
That week I had my car serviced and when I got it back I was shocked to find a copy of an adult magazine on the floor, in the back. I can only think that it must have been on of the mechanics who'd probably been reading it during his break and had forgotten to remove it.  When I first opened the magazine I was shocked and disgusted. I tossed it in the bin however it must have reached and triggered something deep within me, perhaps it was a growing frustration or a unhappiness with my life, because I couldn't stop thinking about it and later I took it out of the bin and read every page again and again. As I read I found myself imagining what it would be like to have sex with a strange man.  I'd become very aroused, while reading, and I decided to cool off so took off my clothes and, stark naked, walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower

A particular photo, in the contact section, of a well build young man haunted me. Although his face had been masked his sex had been fully exposed and I judged that it was nearly twice the size of Lawrence's five or so inches. The thought of such a large appendage, seemed to make my body hum and I was stunned to discover that I'd become very damp between my legs.
I'd only ever had one boyfriend, before I got married to Lawrence. We'd indulged in heavy, erotic petting but had never consumed our love so that my husband was the only man I'd ever known, in the biblical sense. Thinking about the photo I resisted the urge to play with myself, for a few seconds, but was unable to control the arousal which seemed to have taken my body over.  Hesitantly I reached down and, with trembling fingers, gently parted my vaginal lips. Softly I ran my fingertips up and down my exposed slit before pressing hard against my throbbing clitoris. I heard myself moaning loudly as I felt my clitoris throbbing. The sensation seemed to ignite an even more intense desire in the depth of my frustrated sex.

One wall of the bathroom is lined with mirrors so I could see myself. I blushed fiercely as I saw the lewd way I was holding my sex open but I didn't stop. While still cupping my sex mound I began stroking my full breasts, experiencing a delicious and wicked tingle of arousal. I'd never done anything like it before. I stroked my nipples into an aching hardness which sent jolts of sexual pleasure to my sex. My legs felt jelly so I sat down on the edge of the tub. I could feel my dilated vagina tingling as love juice oozed out and trickled into the deep cleft between my spread buttocks. Looking at myself, in the mirror, I tried to imagine what that man, in the photo, would think about me if he could see me. Very sinful thoughts entered my mind and excited me so much that I gave in to my arousal. The tips of my fingers slid along the groove until they could probe and easily slip into my well lubricated vagina. I tentatively moved them in and out but it wasn't satisfactory and I added another finger. I pushed all three fingers deep inside my vagina, while slipping my little finger into my rear hole. I felt full and stretched and started furiously pumping my four fingers in and out of my twin holes. 

In the grip of sexual frenzy, I certainly had never experienced before, I stroked the pad of my thumb across the tip of my throbbing clit while continuing to seesaw my fingers in and out of my twin orifices. At the same time I was fantasising that it was the unknown man's large endowment which was lewdly stretching my vagina. My other hand, which had been caressing my breasts, slid down across my taut belly then my fingers closed around my clitoris and squeezed. The mixture of pain and pleasure caused me to arch my back and push my sex forward causing the bunched fingers to penetrate even deeper inside me. My body seemed to melt, my hips began to rotate, as frantically I squeezed my clitoris while, at the same time, I stroked my fingers in and out of my sex and rear hole as fast and as hard as I could. I reached a perfect rhythm. My hips moved in unison with the motion of my fingers in and out of my vagina. I could feel my love juice flowing out and trickling down my thighs, even more profusely, leaving a sticky trail on my skin I was moaning, as if in pain, as sensations of lust whipped through my body, again and again. I was like a woman who, driven mad by frustration, wanted to feel the raging sensation of an orgasm triggered by having a very large penis inside her vagina.

Suddenly what I was doing surfaced and I guiltily pulled my hands away from my sex. Tears flowed down my face. I'd never experienced an orgasm even when masturbating and could only imagine what it could be like. Shaking, with frustration and shame I had a shower then dried my body and walked back into the bedroom

I stood in front of the mirror and looked at my reflection and tried to imagine what I looked like to someone like that man in the photo. My best feature is my breasts. They're large and being heavy, without the support of a bra, they sag a little but not all that much when you consider their size and my age. My breasts are pear shaped, heavier at the tip than at the base. The large, circular aureoles are raised and adorned by small bumps. They're deep pink with thick nipples at their centres.  From the few photos and occasional glimpse, at the sports centre, of other women's nipples mine seemed to be extraordinary long and thick While continuing to look at myself, in the mirror, I slipped both hands underneath my left breast and lifted it up. The skin felt smooth and firm. My fingertips pinched the hard nipple, which still throbbed and the stem automatically became even harder. Inspecting the rest of my naked body I could see that my waist, though thicker than when I was a young woman, still has that pinched-in look. My tummy is not flat but slightly rounded. My sex mound is very pronounced which is why I can't wear trousers or jeans. My thighs are a little heavy but because my legs are long they do not look gross. Turning around, over my shoulder, I looked at my reflection. I reached back and cupped my buttocks in my hands. I squeezed and could feel the play of muscles, beneath the firm flesh. I clenched the twin cheeks deepening the dimples on their upper slopes .All in all I felt that I was a good looking woman, in her prime, and it seemed a pity that I wasn't fulfilling my sexual potential

I moved away from the mirror and quickly slipped my dress on, not bothering with underwear Somehow I managed to get through the early part of the evening though I was constantly thinking about that photo and the sexy accounts I'd read in the magazine. My husband was away that night. I had a light supper then a few G & T's, to try to calm my frustration, but it only added to my unease.

Around nine the front bell rang. I was startled as I didn't except any visitors. I looked a mess but didn't have much time to do anything about it as the bell rang again. I opened the door. Standing on the doorstep was one of the young mechanics, who had serviced my car. He looked very handsome, in his casual clothes. His eyes slowly drifted up and down my body and my stomach flipped and my heart seemed to skip a beat. I hadn't bothered changing and still wasn't wearing any underwear The dress I was wearing was old and too tight and low cut allowing a good deal of my bosom, and the deep cleavage, to be exposed. He said that he was sorry to disturb me but he'd left a magazine, in my car, and wondered whether he could have it back. There was an amused glint in his eyes and it was then that I realised that he'd done it on purpose. I blushed furiously and mumbled something about fetching it then I walked away. I heard the front door closing and realised that the young man had followed me into the house I felt awkward as I picked up the magazine. I was shaking like a leaf as I faced him and I stumbled. One of his legs slipped between mine as he caught me. I felt his muscular thigh pressing against my sex and suddenly all the feelings, which had tormented me all evening, flared up and made me go all weak. I could seem to find the energy to pull away. My shallow breathing became even more ragged as his strong thigh pressed against my mound. I froze, with horror, as I sensed something growing against my leg and realised that it was his penis. It felt huge, as long as my arm, as it stiffened. I shivered all over, as I felt the head pressing directly against my sex mound. I couldn't remember ever having been so aroused I felt light-headed as I could almost feel that hard, fleshy pole in my vagina. I sensed that the inside of my thighs were soaked with my love juices. I was so aroused that I couldn't speak as the sexual tension between us grew more potent His arm slipped around my waist. I could hardly breathe. For a brief moment our eyes locked then his mouth covered mine, he forced my lips apart with his tongue. I yielded and savoured the probing of his tongue inside my mouth as it explored its depths His hands cupped my heaving breasts. His fingers massaged the flesh as his mouth left mine and moved down kissing my neck and shoulders. He undid the buttons, pulled the top of my dress down to my waist. He looked down, at my heaving naked bosom, and I could see lust shining in his eyes, as he told me how sexy and beautiful my large breasts were and how he’d fantasised about them. He bent his head and I felt his hot breath scorching my skin before his lips found one of my nipples and closed firmly around it.

I moaned aloud, with excitement as intense lust whipped through my shaking body, at the contact. More wetness welled up in my sex, like molten lava As he sucked the throbbing nub, into his mouth; he undressed me then slipped out of his clothes. I moaned loudly as he took my right hand and guided it onto his twitching penis. A surge of wild desire swept through me, as my fingers glided along the extremely long length of his erect sex. I realised that it seemed as long and as thick as the one in the photo. His shaft was hot and sweaty, as it twitched convulsively against my palm. Hesitantly I stroked its bulbous head, with the pads of my fingertips, smearing the clear liquid over the dome. I could hardly believe that it was me doing such a wanton thing, with a man I didn't even know! 
It was so unlike me that it scared me. I felt as if I was on fire from the drinks and the excitement of his naked body. I shuddered all over as he boldly guided his hard penis between my spread thighs, so that the silken head brushed teasingly against my moist labia, as I stroked the shaft.  His tongue slipped between my lips again, driving deep into my mouth as I felt the head of his penis pressing hard against my sex My stomach churned, with a lustful mixture of excitement and fear as I realised that within seconds my vagina could be invaded by the huge penis. Panic spread through me just as he began to shove his hips forward so that the head of his penis slipped between my widely spread vaginal lips. His hands were still massaging my naked breasts, rolling them around as he took the taut red tips between thumb and forefinger squeezing them. I was moaning loudly as my nipples sent messages to my sex. I could feel love juice seeping out and running down into the cleft of my bottom. His mouth left mine and he began sucking one of my hard throbbing nipples between his lips.

Though I knew it was wrong I loved the things he was doing to my breasts and the exquisite sensations were spreading down the length of my body to my oozing sex. I was going crazy and felt as if I was losing my mind.  He managed to manoeuvre us to the sofa and lay me down on my back.  My body writhed uncontrollably beneath his, as I pushed my pelvis up. Grasping his penis, in one hand, the young man massaged my pulsing clitoris with the head of his penis before very slowly thrusting it into my pulsing vagina. I wailed loudly as I my body reacted to the sensation of his large black penis dilating my vagina as far as it would stretch. Rolling over the young man pulled me on top of his body. While holding my hips firmly he lunged his hips upward, while pulling me down at the same time. His penis went all the way inside my sex sheath, driving the air out of my lungs, until the head banged against the end.  For a moment I felt as if I was going to pass out, as the tip of his penis pressed hard against the entrance to my womb. He began lifting me upward, and then pulling me back down, each time pushing his hard sex pole up into the yielding flesh of my vagina as far as it could go. I could feel his shaft grow harder, stronger each time he pulled me down before repeating the up and down motion, faster and faster In the grip of a lust which easily obliterated decency and morel outrage I wriggled my bottom, as he pulled me down onto his penis, causing it to corkscrew up my vagina.  He was groaning and grunting with pleasure as he rammed his penis, again and again, upward into my wet sex. I was writhing wildly in lewd abandon. I felt as if I couldn't take anymore, then his fat crown would ram against my womb, and each time my vagina would suck his entire surging penis inside its tight confine.  I was riding him like a jockey, my vaginal walls gripping his penis, as I groaned and gasped for air. It felt as if I couldn't get enough breath into my lungs and I was beginning to tire. 
He rolled us over. His body was now on top of mine. Automatically my legs lifted and wound around his waist as he drove his penis deep inside my sex. My body writhed convulsively and shook from the shock of collision as he slammed his thick penis all the way inside my vagina. I'd been aware that an intense pressure was building up, in my womb, but it still managed to take me completely by surprise when it suddenly exploded. My very first orgasm and it was more intense than anything I'd imagined My entire being shook and quivered, as I was consumed by the fierce flames of an incredibly powerful climax. For a moment I lost touch with reality and was blasted into a sensuous, erotic state of pure exquisite pleasure which, at the time, seemed unending

Eventually, when I came down from my peak, I discovered that the young man hadn't climaxed and that his penis was still as hard as ever, as it throbbed inside the spasming sheath of my vagina. He pulled it out, leaving my sex feeling empty. He slipped his hands under my bottom and flipped me over and pulled and tugged until I ended up kneeling up all fours, my bottom up in the air, with my head resting on the seat. His hands gripped my naked buttocks and pulled them wide apart. I caught my breath, moaning with shock, as he leaned forward and pressed his hard penis against my pussy. It slipped easily into my already well lubricated sheath until all of it was lodged inside and his testicles slapped gently against my love button. I felt as if it was buried clear up to my throat as, holding my hips firmly, he began to pound his stiff penis into my stretched sex again and again. His stomach slapped hard against my full buttocks, flattening them, at the end of each stroke. The sounds of our sweat-soaked flesh colliding filled the room. The young man was grunting, like an animal, with every lunge. I could feel his long penis stretching my vagina as the head collided with the end of my clutching sheath. I could hardly believe that I could take anything so large inside me but I had.
Relentlessly the force of his fierce lunges was causing my upper body to be crushed against the seat and my breasts were flattened against the rough material causing the swollen nipples to rub sending shards of pain and pleasure through my upper body. His hands left my hips and slid down to the top of my gaping slit. His fingertips parted my vaginal lips even more and I felt them closing tightly around the throbbing love button. He rolled my clitoris as rhythmically his thick penis slammed up into my vagina. I felt blazing heat raging within my whole body again as another climax began to build. My battered vagina seemed to be opening up, taking the full force of his lunging sex as he rolled my erect clitoris between his fingertips at the same time. I was so sexually aroused that it was all I could do to keep my bottom hoisted up, as my body shook all over as if I was in the grip of a raging fever.

Suddenly I heard him groan loudly. I felt his penis swell even more, within the confine of my sex sheath, and realised that he was about to climax. He continued to ram his fleshy pole into my sex until I felt the sticky sperm run down the inside of my spread thighs. He continued ejaculating inside my vagina  I tried hard to hoist my bottom up even more so that he could get all of his penis up into my sex and so that my clitoris could press even harder against his teasing, flickering fingers. My eyes were clenched tightly shut as the spasms of another huge orgasm rocketed through my kneeling body. My pussy clenched tightly around his penis, as if trying to milk the last drop of his sperm. My mouth was wide open, but no sound came from it. I didn't have enough breath to scream as I climaxed again, then again. Wave after wave of incredible pleasure swept through me as he continued slamming his wilting penis several more times into my clutching vagina. I felt his precious fluid filling my sex sheath.
I collapsed forward causing his softening penis to slip out of my sperm-filled sex. Again he easily flipped me over onto my back. He slithered up until his semi-hard, wetly glistening penis was poised over my mouth. In a voice hoarse with lust he told me what he wanted me to do I've never liked doing it, actually had only tried it once with Lawrence and had been revolted by it, but I wrapped a hand around the base of his wet penis as his hands grasped my breasts. He was looking down at me as he urged me to take his penis into my mouth I pressed my lips against the base of his shaft and moved upward until my mouth was poised over the head. With the tip of my tongue I speared the small slit and gathered up the bubble of creamy fluid and transferred it to my mouth.  As if drunk with brazenness, opening my mouth wide, I slipped my lips around the head of his penis. I continued slipping them all the way to the base until I felt the head bump against the back of my throat. I started sucking and his penis twitched and a small amount of his sperm dribbled onto my tongue. I sucked and used my tongue to clean up the penis, which had given me so much pleasure. I held it inside my mouth until it had lost its hardness.  _I lay there inhaling the pungent aroma from his groin as I realised that since he'd told me why he was there we had not exchanged one single word except for his demand for me to clean his penis. 

The young man slipped between my legs and used his mouth and tongue on my sex, for a long time. He made me climax again and again, his tongue delving deep into both my orifices. Then he slipped between my spread thighs and rammed his hard penis into my sex-sheath and pounded me again until I was experiencing a series of multiple orgasms, which had me screaming the place down.
He stayed the night. His name was Graham and we made love through the night then again in the morning before he had to get up to go to work. I heard the front door close as I lay in the bed cupping my sex, vainly trying to keep his sperm from oozing out. I went right back to sleep and when I woke up again it was nearly midday and his sperm had dried on my inner thighs. During the night Graham had confessed that he'd left the sex magazine, in my car, on purpose hoping it could lead to something but had never envisaged that it would be so quick. 

It was only then that I realised that we’d had sex without any protection. I panicked and headed into the bathroom and douched hoping that it would do the trick. It didn’t!

When I told him that I was pregnant and that it could only be his he was over the moon and he made love to me so passionately that I passed out as I experienced what must have been my tenth orgasms as he filled me with his potent sperm. He's such a fantastic lover that I can't get enough of him and he comes to the house nearly everyday and I'm so happy, and satisfied, that my friend want to know my secret for looking so young.

My husband was surprised that at long last I was pregnant but what he is going to say when the baby is born is something I am not looking forward to.

