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My day started off to be just another routine Wednesday at work, it ended as anything other than routine.  My cell phone rang around 10:30, about two-minutes before I had to get to a meeting.  It was Carol, and somehow I knew immediately she had sex on her mind.  When she knows I’m at work, she almost always calls my office line—unless she has some naughty topic to discuss (and indeed, this morning she did).  I also had sensed that she was going into one of her ‘horny phases’ the past few days.  Our lovemaking had that edge that only exists when she is feeling especially aroused.

It has been more than a year now since Tariq and his gang-bang friends had exited our lives.  Even Ann, Carol’s sister-turned-black cock slut, had had enough of the unreliability and arrogance that the group had begun to exhibit as they moved on to newer conquests.  She pulled up stakes and moved to Ohio last spring, deciding to make a fresh start after her divorce had become final.  

Although Tariq and his gang had physically left, he still loomed large psychically in our lives.  I knew Carol still liked to surf the web for BBC porn.  And in private moments, I knew she still used the big black dildoes we had bought to pleasure herself.  They had pretty much fallen out of regular use in our lovemaking sessions—as it can be hard on one’s ego to be constantly outperformed by an inanimate object—in this case, 18 inches of black latex.  Now, I can still make Carol cum at will during oral, but vaginal orgasms during intercourse—always a rarity—are now impossible for her to achieve with me and my just slightly larger than average equipment.  Her pussy still feels great to me—tight, responsive—but its having experienced what it had over the past two years, has left it forever changed.  Carol, always the scientific one, found her explanation in biology and physiology.  According to her theory, the stretch receptors in her vagina had been altered by her time with Tariq and company.  Although the muscular tissues had regained their tone—amazingly given the extent to which I had seen her gaped open by those large cocks-- the nervous tissues have never come back completely.  This is not uncommon, she has tried patiently to explain, “it happens all the time when women give birth.”  

Anyway, back to our Wednesday….   

I knew immediately when she called, Carol had something naughty on her mind.  Her voice had that raspy breathlessness that meant she was horny as hell (and was likely playing with herself while she chatted with me.  “Guess where I am?” she asked.  I reminded her that I had a meeting in like two minutes and didn’t have time to play too many games.  “I’m getting an oil change,” she whispered.  I told her it was about time, she was like 2,000 miles overdue—and I had only reminded her about it like 10 times.  “Where are you having it done—Amoco?” I asked.  “Um, no…I decided to drive downtown,” she replied rather cryptically.  Carol hated driving downtown, and she almost never did—now I was curious and asked her why she would drive almost 30 miles in traffic to get a lousy oil change.  “Um…er…they have a very special mechanic here.” She giggled.  

Right about then 3 things happened simultaneously:  First, I got an immediate erection.  Second, my mind leapt to Tariq—could he be the ‘special mechanic’ Carol so teasingly mentioned.  And third, my secretary Kendra poked her head into my office frantically pointing at her watch.  I waved off my secretary, got a quick assurance from Carol that it wasn’t Tariq she was talking about, and  I tried desperately to tuck my half-hard cock down my thigh before I headed out the office door and down the hall.  On the way, I whispered in hushed tones as Carol quickly made her case, pleading for my permission to pursue her target.  “Please, Daddy,” she cooed in he best baby doll voice.   She knew I would have a raging hard-on at this point and with an evil giggle intoned, “you know how much I love making my Daddy horny.”  And she had!  As I got to the conference room door, she got the approval she knew she was going to get all along—although I made her promise that NOTHING was going to happen until I had met this new guy.  I could hear the joy in her voice as she eagerly said, “oh, of course honey.”  I knew I was going be tied up in this meeting till lunch.  And, as long as she was downtown, we agreed to meet for lunch and talk over any plans she might have.  Suffice it to say, an already long, tedious meeting got a lot longer and a lot more tedious as I watched the clock waiting for noon to arrive.

I raced out of the building to the sidewalk café where we had arranged to meet.  As I approached, I saw Carol sitting at a table, wine glass in hand.  She had a big smile on her face watching me in my eagerness to get down the block and across the busy street.  “In a hurry big boy?” she chuckled as I slid into the seat across from her.  As I caught my breath, she immediately slipped her shoeless foot up my thigh and quickly found my stiffened rod with her toes.  “My, aren’t we excited,” she whispered in a sexy low tone.  I sidled up next to her, noticing for the first time that she was wearing her lowest cut blouse, and shortest skirt—she had certainly been on a well-planned mission this morning.  Even the waiter had his eyes glued to Carol’s lovely cleavage displayed so conveniently for everyone’s viewing.  I couldn’t help reaching down to rub her exposed thigh.  My hand was met with slippery wetness a full 6 inches before reaching her crotch.  For an instant, I thought that Carol might have ignored my request to wait for me to meet this guy.  A thought, “Oh my god, she’s already fucked him!” ran through my mind as I felt the slippery ooze coating her pantyless crotch.  My look must have betrayed my thoughts, because Carol quickly assured me that all that wetness was all of her own making—the product of some furtive masturbation in the parking garage while waiting for our lunch date.  Her pussy was smooth and obviously fresh-shaven—and her luscious labia were puffy and engorged.

While quickly eating my over-priced salad, Carol filled me in on the whole story.  Wednesdays, her normal day off, usually do start with a lazy morning of internet-inspired masturbation (culminating, I’m sure, in a date with one of her large latex friends).  None of this was a mystery to me.  In fact, I liked that I often came home to a very relaxed and very horny wife.  If I could still sometimes discern a bit of that latex taste on her pussy, I didn’t care, because I was always treated to an excellent session of lovemaking.  This Wednesday, however, had started a bit differently.  Her day obvious did include some masturbation, but something else—or I should say someone else—was on her mind.  

As you know if you’ve been following our saga, Carol is a physician.  It is a routine part of her job to see men naked all the time.  She sees all sizes and shapes in the course of her work every day.  Now, over the years, I had always tried to get her open up about her feelings regarding being around all this nakedness.  Her sense of professionalism (and I would say a bit of prudishness from her upbringing) had always prevented her from sharing any feelings of arousal she might actually have in the course of  these many professional situations.  Anyway, to make a long story short, these days Carol is much more open to these sorts of discussions.   It has become a regular part of our foreplay routine and it has led us into some occasional off again on again forays into swinging over the past two years—usually with heavily hung black men.   So, when she started to tell the story—about a contract work physical a couple weeks ago—I started to chuckle.  “What’s so funny,” she scolded.  “So you lured in another horse-hung stud, eh?” I winked.  “No…it’s not like tha…I mean….,” she stammered.  She was caught and she knew it.  “Maybe I have,” she whispered rather lasciviously as she pressed my hand deeper into her soaking crotch.   I teasingly accused her of stalking this new, young stud.  I mean it being a contract work physical, she could easily find his place of employment.  “Or maybe I just used the card he gave me,” Carol countered with a ‘gotcha’ laugh as she pulled a business card out of her purse…’Ken Price, Oil Change Technician,’ the card read.   

So I sat back and listened to the whole story.  There obviously had been some instant chemistry going on there in the exam room from the start.  He had, she shared matter-of-factly, popped an erection at the outset of the exam—not an uncommon occurrence for my attractive, busty wife.  She hates the term MILF, but that’s exactly what she is, and I always love hearing about the effect she has on the men she examines.  She is always a bit reluctant to share—and is always embarrassed about it.   I kept pushing her for more details.  She did, with some prodding, finally admit that she might have let her hands linger just a bit longer than normal on his penis during the genital exam.  The attraction was obviously mutual from the sounds of things.  He was, as she described him, right in her arousal wheelhouse too—mid-twenties, tall, chocolate-latte complexion—all the things that push her arousal buttons.  Although she has never come right out and admitted it, I know that Carol is flattered—and aroused—that she can still turn the heads of men half her age.  I enquired a bit further about how she had known that he had been as aroused as she obviously was (other than the hard-on of course—which is hardly an unexpected or rare occurrence).  She thought about it for a minute before answering, “Well, first of all, he displayed no embarrassment about getting an erection,” and she continued, “he looked right at me while I was touching it” (usually the men who pop a boner get at least a little embarrassed by their arousal made so obvious and they always avoided eye-contact).   “And then,” she said laughing loudly, “it could be how he handed me his card before he even put his boxers back on.”    “So he knew that you were aroused too?” I asked.  Now, more than a little embarrassed herself, she replied, “I guess he must have sensed something.”  When I asked about his cock…”Big?”   She didn’t hold her hands up like you might expect…indicating length.  Instead, she cupped her hand into a “C” indicating his girth.  She visibly shuddered as she thought about it and I could almost picture her standing there staring at it in the exam room, her jaw hanging open.   By her hand gesture, she indicated that it was thicker than a soda can, and I gave her a somewhat disbelieving look and accused her of exaggerating slightly.  But, as I finished the last bite of my salad, Carol looked at her watch and said, “I don’t care if you believe me or not, because you’ll see for yourself in about 15 minutes.”  “What?”  I nearly choked.  “You’re picking him up at 1:30,” she beamed.  “But, I gotta get back to work,” I shot back.  “No you don’t,” she smiled, “I have already taken care of that.” 

Did I ever mention that my wife can be devilishly clever?   She had called Kendra (my secretary) and told her that it was our anniversary.  Carol told me her whole sordid little plan rater matter-of-factly as we walked to the parking ramp garage.  Of course our anniversary is months away, but Kendra is fairly new and isn’t aware of that.  Carol had also seen to the hotel and even arranged an early check in.  She also insisted that I take the viagra that she deftly removed from her purse before I pulled out of the parking garage.  She always keeps a supply of samples on hand, easy enough for a doctor.  But I always have mixed feelings about taking them.  I mean, at least I know that she wants and expects my participation (I mean, when your wife hands you a viagra, you know she is in the mood).  There is, however something a little embarrassing about it too (Like—here, take this---you’ll need it to keep up!).  

We each got into our own car as she sent me on my way to pick up her ‘date’ while she sped on ahead to the hotel.  I asked whether it might not be better for her to pick him up and for me to go to the hotel.  She explained that she wanted me to have a chance to meet and talk with him a little bit beforehand, and besides she went on, “I need a little time to build up my courage.”  As I pulled into the repair shop, it didn’t take me long to recognize her new-found friend.  He was standing on the corner, obviously waiting for my arrival.  He was tall—over 6’4”, and very athletic looking. He was wearing the typical workman’s one-piece cover-alls, but he looked cleaner and more well-groomed than the average mechanic I’ve seen.  His hair was braided into neat corn rows, and he looked very fastidious in his personal hygiene.  He was a handsome guy, and I could see why Carol had been attracted to him. I was talking to Carol on my cell as I pulled into the lot. “What’s his name again by the way,”  I said as I pulled into a parking spot still checking him out in my mirror.  “Kenny,” Carol replied , “but you better call him Ken.”  “And he knows about me being there and he’s cool with all this, right?” I double-checked.  Carol was clearly impatient and she asked, “do you see him or not?!”  I had taken my car, so he didn’t recognize it …but a smile finally lit across his face as he recognized that there was an obviously nervous-looking, middle-aged white guy sitting in the station’s parking lot.  He seemed a little nervous too, but that didn’t stop him from confidently approaching the car and asking if I had been sent by Carol.

The plan had been for Carol to register at the hotel while I picked Ken up and waited for a call with the room number.  Ken and I were to go up to the room together.  When we walked into the lobby, however, my cell rang a second time and it was Carol reminding me that she had not thought to bring any protection.  So the plan was quickly changed and I, of course, was left to hunt down condoms while Kenny headed up to the room without me. I fought the urge to think the worst—that Carol had somehow intentionally forgotten condoms as an excuse to get a little alone time with Ken--afterall, when Carol’s sister had moved to Ohio, she had inadvertently left us a virtual life-time supply of rubbers in our guest bathroom cabinet.  Anyway, I did get a nice little admiring smile out of a young sales clerk across the street as she handed me the pack of Magum XL condoms, all the while looking down to see if she could get a glimpse of my bulge.  By the time I had gotten back to the room, I had apparently missed out on most of the formalities.  Carol was already naked from the waist up and Ken was busily burying his face into her ample cleavage.  His one-piece uniform was zipped down to his waist as well, his well-muscled chest bared. There were really no attempts made at any social niceties on anybody’s part.   “You got a hot wife,” was all Ken said to me, and that was between slurps on Carol’s erect nipples as he cupped her round tits in his huge hands .  It was clear that we were all here for one thing, and Ken was obviously ready to get down to business.  Carol didn’t seem like she was in any mood to slow things down either—she steadily prodded him toward one of the queen-sized beds as her hands worked down his muscular back. 

Carol crawled across the bed and began pulling off the rest of his coveralls, his hugely tented boxers were all that now covered his obviously enormous erection. Carol looked right at me as she slid down his baggy shorts and lifted out Kenny’s horse dong.  She held the fat, semi-erect dick up like a trophy as she gave me that ‘told-ya-so’ look.  Even half-hard I gasped at its impressive girth.  In particular, the head of his penis was enormous…wide and flaring like a huge mushroom cap.  Carol had to work her head around it just to fit the big knob into her mouth as she bent down to worship it.  His balls were also massive—like a pair of oblong tennis balls that hung down low beneath his swaying member.  I watched my wife’s little hand cup and fondle the gigantic pair of testicles as she licked and sucked on his fat knob.  I was instantly rock-hard!  Within a minute or two, Ken was also fully erect and obviously ready for action.  In one rough, but somehow graceful, motion he flipped Carol over on her back and had his wide prick perfectly poised against her labia.  I quickly stopped them, clearing my throat, before things went any further.  I fumbled to open the box of condoms and handed Carol one of the foil-wrapped rubbers.  Ken was fairly polite, but obviously a bit impatient with this little interruption on his road to conquest. 

Carol had a difficult time just trying to slip the condom over that big, bulbous head.  I must say that Ken had one of the most unusual dicks I had ever seen.  It was fat and twisted like a gnarled old oak tree.  His circumcision was asymmetrical too, and it gave his glans a strange shape…much larger on one side than the other. The head was a mottled light brown color, but the thick shaft below was inky black. He certainly was very large indeed—not so noticeably in length—(although he was easily over 9 inches), but in girth.  It was the extreme size of that wide, flared head and the enormous circumference of the top 4 or five inches that was so unusual…and impressive.  At the top of his shaft, Carol’s hand was only able to encircle, at best, about half of his amazing girth.  It just looked amazingly massive and heavy (Later, Carol shared with me that she had thought the exact same thing the first time she laid eyes on it at the clinic…she guessed that it easily weighed at least 5 pounds!!!).  She now admits that she could hardly tear her eyes away from staring at it during his physical.

When his bulky cock was finally sheathed, Carol eagerly positioned herself and got ready to be mounted by her new-found lover.  His latex-encased cock hardly looked human as it swung toward her hairless pussy. She laid back on the bed spread-eagle and guided Kenny’s huge missile right to its target.  She had to help him position the wide head at the precise angle just to make entering her even possible.   His huge knob slowly parted her glistening lips and began to spread her open like a giant plowshare.  I must admit that watching a huge cock slowly stretch open my wife’s pussy is completely mesmerizing. My eyes darted back and forth between her face—washed with that awesome look of mixed pain and pleasure—and her steadily gaping slit stretching itself around his black fuck-tube.  Once the fat head had completely disappeared, the rest of his length slowly sank deeply inside, as Carol let out a long, loud moan.   Three or four slow, deep strokes were all it took to bring about Carol’s first eruption.  The speed with which she came surprised even me and I had to fight a bit in order to keep myself from cumming (as I had already started furiously stroking my own rock-hard erection.  Ken just smiled, pleased at the instant effect his big cock was having on my little hotwife. As Carol shook beneath him, Ken shot me a little look of satisfaction before he quickly began kicking it into high gear.   I watched from behind as his powerful, muscular ass viciously pumped that twisted meat pole into her.   8 or ten rapid strokes then one deep, jamming press of that huge prick inside her—and Carol quivered and came for a second time.  Again…he repeated another rapid burst of strokes and another deep jam—and again, another instant orgasm.  In the first five minutes, I counted 4 or 5 orgasms.   By the time Ken decided to turn her over for some doggie action, Carol was already drenched with sweat and looked nearly exhausted from the series of wracking orgasms she had already experienced.  As he entered her from behind, I took advantage of the position change and kneeled down in front of Carol.  She smiled lovingly as she took my hard cock between her lips. She buried my cock deep in her throat in one easy swallow locking her lips tightly around the base of my dick.  As Ken pressed his mammoth organ into her up-turned pussy, I could feel the vibration of Carol’s vocal chords as she groaned with pleasure.   Ken paid absolutely no mind to me as he began working my wife’s pussy rhythmically up and down his cock.  His large, black hands looked fantastic gripping the white flesh of Carol’s shapely ass.  Carol paced her sucking motions in perfect time to the pumping motion of Ken’s enormous prick.  Long swallows of my cock…gradually increasing in speed and suction…the incredible sensation soon got me very close to cumming.  I knew Carol was nearing another orgasm as well…so I fought mine off as long as I could.  But as Ken gave her a series of rapid, deep penetrations, I felt Carol cross the brink and her body writhed in pleasure.  I shot my load instantly.  My cum shot directly down Carol’s throat, pulse after pulse until she had drained me completely.  Without even a hint of a gag, she disposed of my cum with perfect efficiency.  Her lips and throat continued to grip and milk my prick almost to the point of pain.  When I finally was able to remove my flagging cock from her hungry mouth she instantly turned her head toward Ken and growled, “now, fuck me…fuck me hard…” He wasted no time and began furiously pounding his cock, burying it to the hilt each time.  Carol’s growl turned to a scream as, within seconds, she began cumming again.”

I could see that Ken was now close to cumming too.  His face grew in intensity as he slammed his big bone ever more viciously into Carol’s pussy.  A series of loud, low grunts signaled his orgasm as his body froze in place and began to shudder.  Carol, stunned by the sudden stop in his motion, bucked her own ass backward wildly onto his member.  She arched her back as she moved her butt back and forth, milking his war club with her distended vagina.  I had, by this point, moved to a bedside chair to watch the action, and I had a clear view of what happened next.  Ken had already collapsed in a sweaty heap over Carol’s back, but when he leaned back I could clearly see the remnants of the broken condom stretched around the base of his shaft.  As he slowly slid his length out of her, his cum was already leaking out from around her beet-red vaginal opening that was still stretched by his incredible girth..  Carol knew what had happened too, as her instantly eyes shot downward before turning to meet my eyes.  How could she not know, for she had to be aware of the incredible pool of semen that now filled her gaping vagina.  As Ken disgorged his fat knob from her pussy, a thick stream of white cum immediately ran out of her like a cork had been pulled from a bottle.  What a flood!  It ran out of her and began puddling on the sheets below.  And just as the flow began to stop, she bore down and squeezed her pussy muscles--squelching out more thick globs of Ken’s seed.  3 or 4 times she repeated this maneuver and each time more thick globs of sperm were expressed out of her gaping hole and down over her swollen labia.  Ken, to his credit, actually did offer a quick apology, “sorry man, it felt too good to stop,” signaling that he too had obviously known that the condom had broken.

As for Carol, after her initial startled reaction, she now seemed completely nonplussed by the whole situation. She just spun around and began dutifully cleaning the sticky remnants from off his dripping cock.  I must admit to being a bit pissed off as I went to the bathroom to get Carol a towel, and to wash the dried cum and saliva off my own cock.  I tried not to eavesdrop, but I could clearly hear them chatting and laughing while I washed my dick.  When I returned Carol was vigorously stroking Kenny’s rapidly reviving monster, squeezing it hard with both hands.  Ken again made another awkward attempt to apologize for cumming inside Carol’s pussy, but Carol interrupted in his defense, “like his card says, honey, he’s an oil change technician.” They both laughed, “a real professional…he must have thought I was a quart low.”  Even I had to laugh at that one.  Looking down at the huge puddle of slippery goo on the bed, it looked like it might actually have been a full quart!  Besides, my cock was beginning to grow again too, and clearly Carol was ready for more.  She used the towel to give her drenched crotch a cursory wipe.  

I motioned for them to move down and make room on the bed.  I slid between Carol’s thighs and slipped my dick between her wide-open pussy lips and deep inside her vagina.  It was soggy and loose, but the hot, steamy wetness felt awesome on my stiffening dick.  Kenny straddled her face and fed her his fat dick as I began pumping her sopping, frothy hole.  After a few minutes, Carol took Ken’s knob out of her mouth just long enough to suggest that I should fuck her ass.  Hiking her hips up to get a better angle, I pressed my cock (already coated and slippery from her dripping pussy) against her tight ring.  Her sphincter easily accepted my swollen knob, and my cock slid deep into her butt as smoothly as silk.  Carol groaned as I fucked her ass with long languid strokes.  She put her legs up over my shoulders giving me a great view of the magnificent cock-sucking Ken was now receiving.  My wife knows how to suck a cock!  She was able to work Ken’s still-growing erection progressively deeper with each slow bob of her head.  When she went down to kiss and suck his enormous balls, the heavy thickness of his cock fully obliterated my entire view of her face.  I had to admit that he was one impressive specimen.  Now Carol, when she is in a particularly horny mood, really enjoys anal.  I enjoy it too, especially because I can often still make her cum this way.  And when I saw her hand drop to her pussy and begin clawing at her clit. I knew she was approaching orgasm.  When Carol cums with my dick in her ass the sensation is incredible—almost excruciatingly so.  The muscles in her well-toned ass grip and tear at my cock.  Fighting this sensation, I’ve found, is almost impossible, so when she began to orgasm this time, I didn’t even try.  As the orgasm began to grip her body (and mine too!) I simply let loose my second load of the afternoon and reveled in the wet sensation of my cum filling her ass.

Ken hardly waited for me to step aside before he took my place between her legs.  Pressing his fat cock head (without the pretense of a condom this time) against her vaginal opening, he laid down on top of  her forcing the length of his fat prick deep inside her.  He started slowly, but was spurred on by Carol’s breathless pleadings…”fuck me…yes, harder…”   Carol took only a few minutes to have her next orgasm.  Totally unaffected by the spasms wracking Carol’s body beneath him, Ken just kept hammering her like a machine.  Carol’s orgasm had pushed much of my cum out of her dripping ass and it now coated  Carol’s thighs and Ken’s enormous balls that bounced between her legs as he fucked her steadily.  As he continued to methodically pound her, the sticky semen was being whipped into a frothy lather.  He eventually pulled out his enormous dick and swung Carol around to change positions.   Carol, who by this time probably needed a little break in the action anyway, used the opportunity to nestle her face between his legs and clean all of that creamy cum-butter off his cock and balls.  She made quite a show of it for Ken and I—slowly licking and sucking his balls before working her way up his thick shaft.  Ken laid back with his large hands behind his neck just luxuriating in all the attention he was receiving from Carol’s skilled mouth.  

Carol motioned me over and she began to suck my half-hard cock back to life as well.  She was in the zone now.  I recognized this look from the days of our gang-bang parties…it’s like her body switches over into some kind of slutty auto-pilot.  Her mouth moved back and forth between our two cocks. She made the sexiest humming sound as she furiously worked us both over with her eager lips and tongue.  At last, she reached a point where the aching emptiness of her pussy had to be addressed and she let go of my dick and began crawling up Ken’s prostrate body.  She positioned herself over his thick, towering erection, and began working his huge knob around her slippery vaginal opening.  

In this position, Ken’s cock looked even more impressive.  As Carol sat down on it, her little hand struggling to grip the massive shaft, Ken’s dick actually seemed to compress and thicken all the more.  As she bore down on it, and right before it slid haltingly inside her, his cock looked like a wet leather football trying to wedge its way into my wife’s little pussy—deep chocolate brown, oblong and amazingly thick.  When it finally did enter her, and Carol’s sexy round ass began to settle down around its amazing girth, even I was shocked by how stretched out her pussy looked as it strained to encircle his meaty pole.  Her body just shuddered the whole time she rode him…constantly on the brink.  As she made some short moves up and down, her pussy literally turned itself inside out with each bounce.  Her breathing was erratic and her legs quivered so violently that I knew that she wouldn’t be able to balance herself for long.  Ken gripped her large, pendulous tits in his big hands…slowly guiding her swollen nipples toward his mouth.  Finally, unable to stay upright any longer, Carol collapsed forward onto his chest.  Immediately, Ken began to thrust his hips upward, bouncing Carol up and down on his cock.  His stamina was truly amazing as he bucked her up and down for several minutes straight with no slow down.  He fucked her steadily, hoisting her full weight with each upstroke, at a pace that I could only marvel at.  If there is an advantage to youth, I was witnessing it first hand as this young, athletic black man put on one of the most incredible displays of sexual prowess that I had ever witnessed.   Carol was like a rag-doll, as she clung to him for dear life-- her body was almost totally limp as she was bounced rhythmically up and down on his cock--she now moaned continuously in orgasm or near orgasm.  Carol’s eyes were wide open, but vacant-- like she was in another world.  When I moved around to face her, she looked right through me.  I’d seen her in this dazed state a few times before…she was in overload—unable to speak, or even to think as the nearly-continuous spasms now wracked her body.  

When Kenny came this time there was no thought about pulling out, even though he wasn’t wearing any protection.  The damage was already done anyhow, and Carol—still fertile--would already have to take a morning after pill anyway (she usually does as a precaution in any case after we ‘play’ with other men).  No, this time he openly bragged between grunts about how he was planning to ’empty his balls inside her’ and ‘fill that little pussy up with cum.’  And he certainly did, once again.  His big balls gathered up in a huge knot as they let loose another huge load straight into my wife’s battered vagina.  I could see the pulsing at the base his muscular shaft as his orgasm propelled his semen deep up into her vagina.  His enormous prick tensed and relaxed over and over as he came for several seconds.

Afterward, as Ken caught his breath and Carol regained her senses, they laid together—still coupled—for a long while.  Carol’s butt was a tempting target…as her pink sphincter muscle still pulsed and quivered in post-orgasm.  I spread the lovely cheeks of her soft, white ass and began moving my cock toward her tight hole.  Stretching her neck backward to make eye-contact, she shot me a pleading look, however, that told me she was in no shape to handle her ass being fucked at that moment, though.  So I had to settle back a bit disappointed into my chair.  My viagra-aided hard-on throbbed almost painfully as I watched Carol rock slowly back and forth on his flagging penis—almost flaccid, it still matched the thickness of her slender ankle tucked beneath her.  White strands of Ken’s seed oozed out from around his still buried shaft, and I could faintly hear the sounds of Carol and Ken kissing deeply.  From directly behind, the view was so erotic—the jet black of his fat cock still tucked deep inside her swollen pink recesses—the whole coupling of their still-throbbing genitalia coated with the product of their violent lovemaking.  Carol cooed as she wiggled her ass and ground her swollen bottom around on his slimy shaft. When Carol finally did slide up and off his cock—the enormous head gripping her insides as it finally popped free-- the cum slid out of her pussy in a long, curdled mass that slipped down onto Ken’s belly.  Carol turned and began to slowly kiss her way down his neck and chest.  When she got to his belly, she began seductively licking up the cummy pool that covered his torso and pubic hair—all the while her eyes stayed glued to mine.  She playfully lifted his lifeless member—and winked at me as she hefted its still enormous mass in her hand.  Even in its deflated state, the shaft was half again as thick as her forearm— the knob larger than her balled fist.  

As Carol cleaned his balls, she began deliberately putting on a show for me; I stroked my rock-hard dick as she performed.  I was aching to cum again and she knew it.   And although she had spurned my attempt to fuck her ass, she knew dozens of ways to bring me to my satisfaction.  She was toying with me now…drawing me close to the edge…and she was going to make me cum in the way of her own choosing.  She knows I love to watch her fuck and I know it adds to her pleasure to know I am there watching.  We have become completely open books to one another sexually, and Carol is an expert at pushing all the right buttons, and pulling all the right strings.  As she tongued Ken’s balls, her eyes went back and forth between my eyes and my frantic fist pumping my cock.  She spread the cleft in Ken’s glans and licked out the last drop of his sticky cum from the pee-hole.  Her facial expression spurred me on, and soon I was ready to pop.   Carol knew right where I was at…and she smiled as she finally motioned for me stand up and approach her.  Opening her mouth and pressing her tongue downward, she signaled where she wanted my cum.   I obligingly moved my cock into position between her parted lips.  Putting an instant vacuum lock around my knob, she pushed my hand away and began the extraction.  I came immediately as she held her steady lip-lock around my aching knob--she swallowed every last drop.

Amazingly, only about an hour had elapsed from the time we had gotten back to the hotel.  Kenny started making it clear that it was time for him to get going.  When he went into the bathroom, I chided Carol a bit about Ken wanting to leave after less than an hour of playtime.  Her response, “But what an hour!!!”  She was right.  Ken might not have been the kind of marathon man that some of the other guys we have met turned out to be, but he sure packed a lot of pleasure into a short time frame.  Besides, as Carol put it, “I’m not sure any pussy could take much more of that big, black war club anyway.”  Her pussy was indeed enflamed and swollen.  She sent me down the hall to get a bucket of ice to begin the process of addressing her swelling.  

When I got back to the room, Carol had joined Ken in the shower.  Although her pussy might have been swollen and sore, she sure didn’t hesitate to give it one more stretching as Ken’s cock began to stiffen for its third go-round.  Carol bent over, raising her sexy round ass as high as she could, to give Ken access to her battered pussy.  Parting her cheeks, she wriggled her butt backward as his big, black bone nestled into her loosened hole.  They fucked awkwardly for a few minutes under the warm shower spray.  Doggie in the shower is a tough position, however, and soon enough, Ken had abandoned it for another tact.  He directed her to her knees as he temptingly hung his huge meat across her face.  Carol’s blonde hair clung in wet curls to his thick rod as she lowered her mouth onto his boated dick.  Over the next several minutes, I watched as Carol employed a creative combination of oral, tit-fucking , and soapy hands to bring Ken off one final time.  She sucked him for several minutes, finding a way to bury most of his massive pole into the depths of her throat.  Next, as she tried in vain to keep her large, soapy breasts wrapped around his enormous, up-turned erection, he ground his crotch up and down against her red-flushed chest.  She finally just resorted to pumping his thick meat with both hands while kissing and tonguing his wide, chocolate knob until he began shuddering in near-orgasm.  This time Ken’s cum-shot was external, and I was able to actually watch the climax.  And even though this was his third pop of the afternoon, his balls were still able to produce several thick, ropey jets that shot out across Carol’s chin, torso and down her arms.  Ken just smiled as she nonchalantly sucked out the final sticky drops before lovingly rinsing off his big soapy dong in the shower spray.  “You got one hell of a lady here,” Ken said with an odd mix of admiration and condescension as his hand powerfully gripped the back of my wife’s head.  Carol just smiled up at him--glowing at the compliment from this young man half her age--as she washed the last curds of cum off his big dangling balls.  I just had to agree…what else could I say, it certainly is the truth.

The rest of the afternoon and evening was spent cuddling while Carol iced down her swollen crotch.  Ice cubes wrapped in a damp washcloth helped to bring down some of the swelling, but she was still red and raw from the amazing workout she had gladly endured.  As for me, the combination of the viagra still in my system along with a couple of cheesy, but titillating movies on the pay per view, kept my cock in an almost perpetual state of erection all evening.  We ordered room service and ate ravenously—both of us having built up quite a hunger after our busy afternoon.  After dinner, Carol happily sucked and teased my cock and balls off and on for hours without complaint. She laid across my belly giving my aching dick her tender attention while the cold compress between her reddened thighs eased her own soreness.  She spurned my many attempts to return the favor, choosing instead to give her aching genitalia a chance to rest and recover while she gently teased and sucked my cock and balls.  Only much later, after she had taken a long, soothing bath, did Carol finally let me lick and then gently fuck her sore, exhausted pussy.  My tongue was able to provide her with a nice long orgasm—God only knows what number she had already achieved that day—before sliding my cock inside her wide open gash. Although her vagina was loose and almost completely atonal after its long ordeal, it felt like heaven on the raw, red skin of my swollen cock.  After her pussy has gotten this kind of extreme stretching, shooting a load of cum inside of her is always a sublime experience. The sweet sensation of my cum emptying into that wide-open, gaping vagina, is almost impossible to describe.   And the warm, gooey feeling of my cock slowly going soft inside that big, vacuous cum-filled tunnel is incredibly sexy.   I groaned audibly as I felt my completely spent balls empty of whatever cum they still contained.  I could feel the semen steadily drain out of my cock as it drizzled deep into the folds of her gaping vagina.  Carol just cooed softly as my wet, softening penis sloshed around inside her.  We were now both completely exhausted.  I kissed her and jokingly wished her a ‘happy anniversary.’  She giggled about the little hoax she had played on my secretary, as my soft, slimy penis slowly slid out of her open pussy along with the contents of our lovemaking.   As she wriggled out from under me and reached over to turn off the lights, Carol gave me one last big kiss and whispered, “I can hardly wait for another 3,000 miles to get my next oil change!”  Well, at least I won’t have to remind her about it anymore.  

