A Cautionary Tale
by Straight 8

PRELUDE
As I begin to relate this, perhaps the last installment of my story, I am on my way to the airport.  Carol’s latest return flight from Chicago will be on the ground soon and I will be there to meet her outside the baggage pick up.  The wind is cold and the snow covered freeways are fringed with that dirty gray rind of ice that marks most of the winter months in this part of the country.  Everything looks dingy in the fading light of evening.
My stomach is churning as I think about how I am going to tell Carol what is on my mind on our drive back to the house.  I have been to a lawyer in her absence, and have shared with him most of what I will be telling you now.  I know it will be neither easy nor pleasant, but I have to confront her now and end what has become, for me, a wholly intolerable situation.

The irony, of course, is in knowing that I really have brought all of this upon myself.  In the seven years that have passed since we started our foray into an alternative sexual lifestyle, it has always been me pushing Carol to explore her limits.  The path which this has led us on has been a bumpy one—full of both ups and downs.  Looking back in complete honesty, I’m not entirely sure whether I’d make the same choices again or not…
Those of you who have been following our saga know that Carol, my wife, spent most of her adult life in a fairly repressed, extremely inhibited state.  A busy professional with a demanding medical practice, she devoted herself fully to her career—leaving little for anything else.  A stunningly beautiful woman from the day we met up until the present, Carol was painfully shy and repressed.   For years she hid that physical beauty behind dowdy clothes and unfashionable glasses in an attempt to hide herself from the world.  Our sex-life was passable during our courtship and even for the first few years of marriage.  After the birth of our first and only child, however, Carol retreated even further into an almost prudish state of sexual avoidance.  When we had sex at all it was perfunctory and constrained into a very narrow range of what she considered acceptable practices.  The middle years of our marriage were marked by several instances of infidelity on my part that, that when finally revealed, almost ended the relationship.  

I must remind the reader that I am still very much in love with Carol and always have been.  When I close my eyes and think of the thing that arouses me most—it is Carol that I see.   It certainly wasn’t an attempt to find someone more attractive that drove me to seek the attention of other women; Carol is still the most beautiful woman that I’ve ever been with.   She is naturally petite, but has large, perfect breasts and hips that curve gracefully back to a full, round, perfectly shaped ass.  Even now, at age 51 (and out of those dowdy clothes she hid behind for years), she turns heads of men half her age.  And as much as she tried to outwardly hide her sexuality from the world, she did so even more inwardly.   Part of the problem had to do with an irrational life-long insecurity about her appearance—likely a product of a domineering and abusive father.   But over the years it had become more than just that.  It had become a nearly complete denial of the very existence of her sexuality.    

When our daughter left home for college, we decided that we really needed to reassess our life together.  The true story of my many instances of infidelity over the years finally came out in the open soon after.  We spent a year in counseling, we went on “dates,” we travelled more together—but the fire wasn’t really coming back into the sexual aspect of our relationship like I had hoped.  We were facing a second crisis point in our marriage—and sex was still the problem.  Then, amazingly, a porn video changed everything!  

Carol had reluctantly agreed to watch a video or two with me—a first in our marriage.  Initially, Carol would hardly even look at the screen.  During one scene, however, I finally got her to watch.  It was a group scene—a threesome.  One of the actors was a well-hung black guy, and this started a conversation.  She seemed quite interested in the young black actor, and his healthy endowment.  It led to the first frank revelation Carol had ever shared with me regarding her fantasies --the inner working of her mind regarding sex.  I had finally found a chink in her armor.   At first, this revelation—that she had always secretly wondered what sex would be like with a young, handsome black man—nearly floored me.  I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my demure wife’s mouth as she admitted to her arousal “every time I handle a big, thick black cock during an exam.”  And as a physician, she assured me, she had seen—and handled—many over the years.   “Just thinking about it now is making me wet,” she went on, showing me the huge wet spot soaking through her panties.  Like I said, I was pretty blown away even hearing her say the words.  That evening we enjoyed the best sex we had had in years, however, and I wasn’t about to complain.  Over the next few weeks, things progressed pretty quickly.  She had me pick out and bring home other interracial themed videos.   Before I knew it, we were actually talking about making this more than a fantasy.   Carol’s first experience having sex with a young (and hung) black man followed shortly thereafter.  It was with a young patient that Carol had seen for a recent physical.  That’s the moment when everything changed forever.
I referred to that moment as Carol’s “Awakening,” and I can think of no other way to describe it.  From that time forward Carol was a changed being, sexually speaking.  The closed-minded, limited thinking that had always ruled her sexuality disappeared almost instantly, and my shy, reserved little wife rapidly became everything I had ever hoped for in a sexual partner.  New horizons rapidly opened and our relationship, in mid-life, flowered like never before.  

I have also described my wife as something of a perfectionist.  She has the ability to devote herself to a task with an incredible single-minded determination.  It is this quality that allowed her to defy the odds and stick through 9 years of college, medical school and residency to become a physician.  And it was also, in a way, this very same quality that totally transformed her into the amazing sexual specimen that she has now become.  In the early days of our marriage, oral sex was a rare and almost disgusting act for her to perform.  It is almost hard for me to believe now in retrospect, as she is simply the most talented practitioner of oral sex that I have ever been with—or, for that matter, even witnessed.  She went about the task of perfecting her technique by applying sheer determination, and her skills improved with amazing speed.  She dug into my stack of once-hidden classic porn videos, studying the skills of the actresses.  I was, of course, the major beneficiary in this process.  “Practice makes perfect,” was her credo, and she stuck with it—sometimes several times a day, until she had completely conquered her gag reflex and could deep throat me with ease.  

Beyond oral, she also became obsessed with building her stamina during intercourse as well.  Our once-a- week (if I was lucky) routine of perfunctory missionary sex, soon had transformed into long, nightly sessions of sexual exploration.  I had always dreamed of having a partner whose libido matched my own.  Soon, I had gotten my wish and then some!  Within a year, her appetite actually surpassed my own ability to keep up.  Then in my 40’s, I wished that this renaissance could have happened a decade and a half sooner, so that I still had the young man’s libido needed to keep up with her.  I’ve always loved going down on Carol, and I now got plenty of opportunity as long sessions of oral had to fill the gaps between erections as I struggled to satisfy her growing capacity for stimulation.  I must admit that I took a great deal of pride at my own improvement in oral skill—Carol began calling me the ‘Man with Golden Tongue.’  As a physician, she also made sure I got the pharmacological support I needed by putting me on a prescription of Viagra to help keep enough starch in my pecker to give her what she now desired.  Even anal sex, which would have been completely out of the realm of consideration just months before, now became a regular part of our repertoire.  Occasionally she would even demand it by ordering me, ’fuck my ass!’  Language that would have been unthinkable before and words that still sounded strange to my ears each time she uttered them.  

The transformation also changed her in other ways.  Her wardrobe slowly evolved from ‘dowdy professional’ to ‘sexy temptress,’ as she gradually became more comfortable with her own body.  Eventually, she even began to enjoy the attention her curves were getting from other men—especially young men, and very particularly young black men.    She even changed hairstyles and began experimenting with new make-up and hair colors to accentuate her natural beauty.   I even persuaded her to begin shaving her pussy, something that made going down on her even more of a treat!  In a very short time, her whole personality seemed to change as her sexual confidence grew stronger.  She would sometimes suggest that we drive into the city and go into bars frequented by black men.  The attentive stares she would get made her very horny and always made for exciting sex when we got home.   We even (cautiously) began to engage in public sex from time to time—especially when we were out of our hometown--careful not to push the limit too far.  Eventually, more and more, it was Carol who took the lead in these situations, unzipping my fly in a restaurant to fondle me, or even sucking my cock in a darkened movie theater if there were few people around.  For a time, all was right in the world from my perspective. 

All was not ‘right’ for long, however.  I soon learned that Carol had turned the tables on me.  Earlier in our marriage, as I have admitted, I had a series of affairs with other women.  Now came the revelation that it was Carol who had gone outside our marriage for sex.  It seems that the initial fantasy that had started Carol’s transformation and had led to our new sexual life together was just too powerful for her to deny.  Carol’s continued desire for big black cocks had led her to be unfaithful—and, as I was to soon find out, more than just once.   It was a painful time for me, and I think for her too.  We were still very much in love with one another.  I, of course, could not deny that I had encouraged her down this path and so I now had some culpability in the course of events that had followed.  It took a long time, but in the end, we got through it.  We did so through an agreement to be totally honest with each other.

What eventually evolved was an acceptable, if somewhat unusual, compromise.  We agreed that we would allow each other the freedom to explore our own needs, but to do so with complete honesty.  Kind of an open relationship, with some ground rules.  Since then, we have both had many other lovers.  We have dabbled in the couples swinging lifestyle—Carol more so to help me satisfy my interest.  I also have been allowed many trysts with other women—with Carol often helping with the ‘set-up’ or at least by letting the woman know that she knows and approves.  Carol has also agreed to having an occasional threesome with other women—a few times even with her own sister Ann—again mostly for my benefit, as Carol is really not what I would consider bi-sexual.  Once she even surprised me on my birthday by arranging for me to get “picked-up” at a bar by a young woman she had found for me on Craig’s list.  The trade-off was, of course, that I had to allow her to pursue her on-going interest in young, well-endowed, black men.  For the most part, she was fairly judicious in this pursuit.  The fact of the matter is that she could—through the internet—find a willing partner every day of the week, if she were to so choose.  What was normally the case, however, was Carol having to “scratch her itch” from time to time, or to occasionally meet with a man of particular interest to her.  Carol is naturally pretty picky anyway, and over time she really limited her criteria.  The men had to be fairly young, be fairly attractive, and they had--of course—to be extremely well-endowed.   I have to admit that I had actually come to enjoy Carol’s rather predictable pattern of arousal and pursuit.  Leading up to an encounter, Carol always became particularly attentive to my needs, sexually and otherwise.  I normally got to accompany her if it involved some new guy (for safety reasons) and, if not allowed to participate, I usually got to watch the action.  I am still sometimes surprised by how much this all still arouses me.   Even after several years, dozens of encounters and countless penetrations by scores of massive cocks; I am still mesmerized watching her take a thick, black dick—as if it were her very first!  

Although this was certainly a complicated arrangement, it actually seemed to work quite smoothly.  It just became a part of our life together.  Through it all we were always respectful of each other first and foremost.   This had become our new equilibrium—and again, for the most part, life had again become pretty good. 
The last year or two, however, has brought a number of changes to our lives.  Carol turned 49 and soon learned that she needed surgery to address a medical problem, my work situation changed greatly, and finally culminated with my position being eliminated in a major downsizing shift by my employer.  All of these things were, in retrospect, major contributors to the evolution of our relationship that I intend to describe.  No one is to blame really.  No one set out to intentionally cause any harm.  We just got caught up in circumstances that led to our current situation—one that troubles me greatly.

Carol’s 49th birthday was something of a watershed moment in her life.  Usually not one to mark occasions too closely, Carol was unusually attuned to the fact that she had entered her 50th year on Earth.  Now nobody would guess ever that she is as old as she is—she could easily pass for someone in her mid-thirties.  She has always taken great care to protect her still wrinkle-free skin—she’s a sun screen addict, year around, even in our northern climate.  Though never what I would call athletic, she always had been careful to get regular exercise and had hardly put on a pound since our marriage.  Though still not a slave to fashion, since gaining more self-confidence, she had updated her look considerably.  As I have said, it is not unusual for men half her age to turn their heads as she passes.  With age 50 looming, however, she seemed to be suffering a bit of a crisis of that new-found confidence.

Then, within weeks, Carol found out that she had a fibroid in her uterus that would require surgery.  Though the news was actually good, it was totally benign and could be removed laparoscopically with only a small incision, it only added to her feeling that she was getting old.  On the positive side, her OB-GYN offered to do a tubal ligation at the same time.  Carol has always been very cautious about getting pregnant.  Carol’s mother didn’t enter menopause until her early 60’s and there had been no sign of Carol’s change starting anytime soon.  She had been on birth control for our entire marriage until just a few years ago, even after I had had my vasectomy.  We’ve always had a condom rule for play for both disease and pregnancy reasons. But condoms can break—especially when they are stretched to the max around a huge penis--and in the heat of the moment, strict enforcement of our ‘condom rule’ has sometimes not been what I would have wished.  Later, after she had to go off the pill, Carol had usually defaulted to using the morning after pill as part of her post-play routine.  When she was discussing the tubal with the doctor, she was specifically asked the question:  ‘Has your spouse had a vasectomy?’  “I told a little white lie,” Carol explained to me after the appointment, “I really didn’t want to get into the question of why I wanted a tubal ligation when my husband was sterile!”

The surgery turned out to be a bit more complicated than anticipated, and Carol was forced to take a couple of unanticipated weeks off work.  She was under orders to refrain from intercourse, but I was happy to administer plenty of gentle oral attention during her convalescence.  When we were finally given the OK to resume regular sex, Carol had lots of abdominal cramping at first.  She was very concerned over this, but was assured that with time it would diminish.  They had made a small incision just at the panty line (similar to a C-section), and most of the pain came actually came from the place they had gone through the muscles of her abdominal wall.  After a while, regular intercourse with me became fairly tolerable.  Penetration with her much larger dildos, however, still caused her some serious pain—especially if she tried making any deep insertions.  Given her proclivity for enjoying big penises, this was understandably troubling to her.
Without going into too much detail with the doctor at her one month follow up, Carol left the appointment with a physical therapy consult and a recommendation to start a regimen of abdominal exercises.  Carol, of course, began her attack of the therapy regimen with her usual single-minded determination.  She made a trip to our local health club every morning before work—setting her alarm dutifully for 5:00 a.m.   She also started swimming 3 or 4 nights a week—something else that had been recommended by her physical therapist.  I actually looked forward to her swimming nights, as I’ve always loved licking her clean, chorine-tinged pussy after a swim in a pool.  After a month or two, I began to notice some real changes in the shape and tone of her body.  Others began to notice too.  Carol had started working with one of the club trainers, and she had gotten her working with weights.  Carol’s arms and legs were getting noticeably more muscular and her torso started to take on a more angular shape.  Comments from our friends and her co-workers were now common and served to reinforce her determination to push herself even harder. 
I would never have described my wife as the athletic type.  As I have said, she has always kept herself in pretty good shape, watching her diet and getting regular exercise.  Now, however, she was really pushing herself—and the changes came quickly.  The irony, of course, is that for many years I had invited her to join me at the health club, but she had always declined.  Something about her impending 50th birthday and the urge to recover after the surgery, however, combined to provide the motivation she needed to get her working out.  And, like so many things, she really threw herself into it--almost to the point of obsession. 

 Carol, despite all of our experimentation and the vast expansion of her sexual horizons, had always retained a certain underlying doubt about her own physical appearance.  She remained, in most situations, a fairly modest person and not one to dwell on her own sense of physical beauty.  This too was starting to change.  For most of our marriage, I had gotten used to propping up her self-confidence; convincing her that she was sexy and desirable.  This had been—I felt—the true key to changing our sex-life 7 years ago.  I still believe that a lot of the psychology behind Carol’s desire to be with younger men has to do with the gratification she receives when she is able to ‘turn them on.’  Their arousal gives her instant proof of her desirability, and this heightens her pleasure greatly.  

Now, as she threw herself into her work outs, and as her body started to show their effects, I was initially pleased by the boost it had provided to her self-confidence.  Of course, the side benefits for me were pretty good too!  Carol actually seemed to be getting younger right before my very eyes.  Her body had always looked great, but her new leaner, toned physique was now easily a match for any woman half her age.  Her libido was also as high as I’d ever seen it now and I took advantage of it every night.  The pain was soon totally gone, and we returned to a full enjoyment of all our ‘regular’ sexual explorations—and then some!  Carol even started letting me take pictures of her—something that had always been strictly forbidden in the past.  She was now truly proud of her new look as she had every right to be!

About that same time the warning signals had started at my company.  The economic turndown was having its effect, and the repercussions started working their way up the corporate structure.  I had thought that after nearly 25 years, I was immune to the worst of them—this would prove to be wrong.  I had always had to travel some for my work, but less so the last several years.  Now they had me flying nearly every week.  And even more telling, they had me training younger people to take over responsibilities that were usually handled by our office.  The handwriting was on the wall.  

By fall, the work we had been doing was now being shipped off to other offices, and I got my first reduction.  Within a month, it was clear that we were being shut down and I faced the choice of uprooting our lives somewhere out of state to keep my job or considering a severance arrangement.  After some soul searching, and much discussion, Carol and I decided that we were not willing to move at this point in our lives.  Carol had just accepted a more administrative role at her clinic—one that brought her more pay and greater flexibility in her schedule.  She still was doing direct care two days a week, but she now had much more discretionary time the rest of the week.  I finally negotiated a phased out severance that would leave me unemployed within six months.  

The house was long since paid for, our daughter was out of college and financially self-sufficient, so it wasn’t that we were facing any kind of financial crisis.  Losing one’s job, however, is never an easy thing.  It means a certain loss of identity, and I can’t pretend that it was an easy transition for me.

During my phase out, I only had to commute into the city 3 days a week.  On my off days I got into the habit of joining Carol at the gym in the morning.  I enjoyed watching her work out, especially watching the other men watching her work out.  Her little spandex leotards left little to the imagination, and there was always a cadre of young men eyeing my ‘milf’ wife as she ran on the treadmill or chugged along on the elliptical trainer.  Every once in a while I was able to tempt Carol into stopping back home for a while before heading off to work.  The ogling young men provided good fantasy fodder and I loved telling her about watching them as they undressed her with their eyes.  She loved it too, as her pussy was literally overflowing with creamy juices by the time we made it in the house and into the bed.    

With about 1 month left on my last job contract, I had a chance to cash in on one last perk on the company’s dime.  There was a trade show in Tampa that I decided to attend.  Actually, I had no intention of attending, but it would be a long weekend in a warm climate that I could claim on my expense account.  By the time the paperwork reached the accounting office, I figured, I’d be gone.  I considered it the least the company owed me after all these years.  It was short notice, but Carol was able to rearrange her schedule and free up.  
Whenever we are out town, of course, the thought of arranging some kind of sexual escapade is never far from our minds.  The need for discretion always makes Carol nervous, sometimes to the point of paranoia, whenever we meet with new men close to home.  Much to my surprise, however, Carol never broached the topic in the week or so before we prepared for the trip.  It had been ages since she had been with anyone other than me.  Her recovery from the surgery was complete; she had not mentioned any pain for months, and I certainly thought that she’d be more than ready to test out her new and improved body on some young, black stud.  Finally, on the ride to the airport, I couldn’t stand the tension and I asked her if she had something planned.  She just smiled, and said rather cryptically, “maybe.”

We arrived in Florida on a Thursday evening.  The balmy air felt wonderful after leaving the cold behind us.  We checked into the Marriott just a block or so from the convention center.  For appearance sake, I had to check in at the convention center, while Carol stayed back at the hotel to unpack.  When I got back to the hotel, Carol was sitting in front of her laptop browsing wearing just her bra and panties.  As she scrolled through the Tampa Craig’s list personals, her left hand was already between her thighs working around her damp crotch.  “Hmmmmm…where to start?” she murmured, “so many to choose from!”  Looking over her shoulder, I saw the nearly hundred or so ads that she was busily perusing.  “Aint technology grand?!” She said with a giggle, as she sorted through the long list.
Carol only bothered with those that posted pictures and she had saved about a dozen “possibles” that had listed their phone numbers before logging off to get ready for dinner.  Before we left down the River Walk to find a restaurant, I decided that I’d like to have a quick appetizer first.  Carol’s pussy was quite gooey from her little computer search, and I hated to let that opportunity go to waste.  She laid back on the edge of the bed as I crawled between her thighs and buried my face into her musky slit.  Using just my tongue, I brought her to the edge of orgasm a couple of times before she begged for me to bring her off.  To make her point, she grabbed my head and forcefully ground it up into her sopping wet crotch.  A minute or so of some steady clitoral stimulation was all it took to deliver what she needed.  Although my cock was rigid in my pants and I would have loved to bury it in her at that moment, I knew that Carol always liked to abstain from intercourse for at least a day or two before being with a new man for the first time.  She politely offered to give me a blowjob, but I was kind of enjoying the edgy feeling of horniness, and declined the offer—at least for the moment.

Over dinner, Carol discussed her plan.  We would only be in town until Sunday afternoon.   She had thought things through pretty thoroughly after all.  She hoped to arrange something for the next night, and possibly the Saturday night too—(if that was OK with me?!).  Of course I know enough to not argue too much when Carol has made up her mind, but I did appreciate the gesture.  Initially, I had always been the one to make the arrangements when Carol’s itch needed to be scratched.  But since learning how to search the internet sources herself, now she normally preferred to find the guy(s) and set things up herself.  The process was part of building her anticipation level, and it became part of her regular ritual.  Like I have said, Carol is quite picky, and at home, this process could take weeks—(which I really liked, because she was particularly horny during these periods).  Carol, of course, still primarily relied on men she already knew to fulfill her regular, if still occasional, needs.  But she sometimes still preferred the thrill of finding someone new.   In Florida we didn’t have any connections, and she obviously didn’t have weeks to look around—but, in the south, there seemed to be a much larger pool of potential men that matched her preferences (young, black and hung).  
Back at the hotel, Carol turned in early while I stayed up to watch a little TV before joining her.  When I woke up Carol was already gone.  A note informed me that she had headed down to work out in the hotel’s fitness center.  We had walked past it the night before, and it was pretty impressive.  They even had yoga and spinning classes available for guests.  I decided that I would take a quick dip after making a (phony) phone call back to the office about the tradeshow.  Walking by the fitness center, I saw Carol and a few others on their stationary bikes pedaling away—it looked like torture to me.  The instructor was a huge body-builder type, and I watched him as he was clearly checking out my wife in one of the mirrored walls of the small room.  I couldn’t really blame him, Carol’s ass looked great with the little bike seat spreading her spandex-covered thighs.  The young man had a vaguely military appearance with his close cropped hair, and his bulging arms were literally covered from wrist to shoulder with tattoos in such a way that one had to believe that his whole body might be similarly covered with the gaudy body art.  Carol saw me pausing to watch and gave me a little wink to let me know that she too had noticed the instructor’s attentions.  I chuckled to myself and headed for the pool. 
When Carol came into the pool area a bit later, she was dripping with sweat.  I joked about her young admirer, and I think she actually blushed—though it was hard to tell as her face was already flushed from her work out.  “He was pretty forward, too,” Carol shared, “the wedding ring didn’t slow him down one bit.”  ‘You mean he actually hit on you?” I asked.  “Well, if asking if I wanted some ‘personal training’ back in the hotel room counts as hitting on someone; I’d say yes, he hit on me,” Carol said with a rather self-pleased smile.  I felt an erection growing rapidly in my swim trunks, and I casually covered my crotch with a towel to hide my increasingly obvious state of arousal.  “Well,” I asked, “are you going to take him up on his offer?”  I was serious, but she just laughed and replied, “No, I promised to spend the day with you.”  Then she leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Why don’t you give me about a 20 minute head start to go shower, and then I’ll help you out with that boner.”  With that, she turned with a wink and headed upstairs.

The wait did nothing to quell my erection.  Even after a swim in the pool, I was pretty much at full staff.  I wrapped a towel tightly around my waist to pin my dick down as much as possible and hurried to the room after the allotted amount of time had passed.  When I got up to the room, I found Carol already out of the shower and gently pleasuring herself on the bed.  I wasted zero time stripping off my wet shorts and diving between her thighs.  Her pussy was creamy wet, and I licked and sucked her with wild abandon.  “I wondered when you’d finally get here,” she purred, as she pressed my face into her dripping crotch.  She was pre-primed from her masturbation, and quickly rose toward orgasm.  When I slowed down, she bucked her hips up to my mouth with disapproval—a sign that she was in no mood to be teased.  Within a minute she was cumming as my tongue drove deep to lap up her flowing juices.  As I rose from between her legs, Carol grabbed my shoulders and lifted me toward her with her muscular arms.  In one smooth motion she slid under me and deftly captured my cock, pulling it down to her awaiting lips.  Almost before she had slid her mouth over its swollen head, I felt that zing deep in my groin that signaled impending orgasm.  I tried to pull back, but it was too late.  Her mouth had me in its incredible grip, and she wasn’t letting go.  By the time she had buried my cock in her throat, the spurting cum was already shooting down her warm gullet.  Her eyes shot upward in surprise, then a twinkling smile appeared as she watched me helplessly spill over into my orgasm.  Carol’s throat worked over my defeated bone until she had drained every last drop of cum from my shriveling balls.

As my erection shrunk in her mouth, Carol continued to suck it with rhythmical pulses of her throat and tongue.  When she finally disgorged my flaccid dick, letting it flop down on her chin, she gave me a self-satisfied grin.  “Well, someone was a little excited, eh?” she said with a sense of obvious understatement.  “I think we both needed a quick release,” she continued, sensing, I think, my sensitivity over having shot my load so quickly, and trying hard to assuage my shame.  She pulled me down next to her and we kissed.  Then, as we lazed together in a state of utter post-orgasmic relaxation, she asked, “So what would you like to do today?”  What I really wanted was to just lay there until I regained my strength, and then try to redeem my honor a bit with a nice long fuck.  But I knew what her eventual evening plans were, and I also knew better than to press the issue of fucking her.  “A drive down the coast, maybe?” I replied.

After a phone call back to the office, my day was pretty much free and clear.  We drove down through St. Petersburg across the Sunshine Causeway and ended up in Bradenton, where we had a late lunch.  Carol’s plan was to set up a “date” with one of the Craig’s list guys, and meet him back at our hotel that evening.  She had used Craig’s list before with pretty fair success.  There were always a few fakes and lurkers mixed in with the real men, but she had gotten pretty good at spotting them and weeding them out.  She had 11 “keepers” on her list, and as we drove back to Orlando into the setting sun, she started making her phone calls.  Much to her dismay, 8 of the first 9 numbers were fakes—they were actually forwarded to some sort of commercial escort service in the Orlando area.  By the time we were getting close to Tampa she was pretty nervous, as she hadn’t made any contact yet.  She left messages at the two other numbers and she was nervously checking her cell phone waiting to hear back.  
Finally, the phone rang just as I made the turn off 275 at our exit.  Carol put her cell on speaker, so I could hear the conversation.  As it turned out, the guy was the youngest on her list—just 22 according to the Craig’s list ad—and he seemed very nervous.  Carol was very concrete, direct and patient with him, “You are clear about what this is, right?”  “You need to wear condoms--you are OK with that, right?”   She gave him the hotel name and address and asked him to call her when he got to the lobby, “I’ll give you the room number when you get there.”  They set the time for 10pm, and Carol went over the information one more time, as he stilled sounded pretty shaky.  “Now, you have my number if you get lost, or have any questions,” Carol said in an almost motherly tone that made me have to stifle a laugh.  When she hung up I had to tease her about it.  “Well, you have to be very concrete with some of these young guys,” she said in amused agreement.  “They aren’t always the brightest lights on the string,” she went on and then paused with a huge smile, “but it’s not really about what’s between their ears, is it?...Just between their legs!”
We were back to the room by 8:30 or so, and Carol began her primping immediately.  A long hot shower followed by a head to toe lotion application—her kindly hubby helping to get all the hard to reach spots!  As a reward, Carol gave me a half-hour-long teasing blow job.  She brought me to the edge and back what seemed like a dozen times, before she looked at the bedside alarm clock and realizing it was getting near 10 o’clock.  After having cum prematurely before, I was taking some pride in my ability to stave off orgasm this time.  But it was now clear that teasing time was over.  Setting her jaw, she buried my aching cock in her throat.  With a rapid series of small, firm upward neck thrusts, she had me spurting in less than a minute.  I watched the muscles of her throat pulse in perfect synchrony with the waves of my ejaculation—my cum making its way straight down her esophagus and into her stomach.  A perfunctory kiss on my still pulsing knob signaled that my ‘reward’ was paid in full, and she hurried to the bathroom to fix her hair and put on some make up.  As she put on her lipstick she went over the plan.  I would head down to the lobby when he called.  As to not complicate matters, he didn’t know I was involved at all--I would just “check him out” from a distance.  If all seemed OK, Carol would call him back with the room number and I would head to the hotel bar to hang out and wait.  “I saw that he bar is open until 2,” Carol commented, giving me a wink, “I’ll try and wear him out before last call.”

To make a long story short, Carol’s young date either got cold feet, or received another offer to occupy his time that evening.  She received a call around 10:15, and things still seemed to be on track.  He said he was delayed, but would be there soon.  By the time 11o’clock rolled around, however, he was still a no-show.  A couple of calls to his number went unanswered, and it was clear to me that he wasn’t going to show.  Carol still held out hope, however, and she stayed up late—long after I decided to head off to bed.  Sometime in the middle of the night, my disappointed wife quietly climbed under the covers beside me.  It wasn’t the first time she had been stood up, the world of alternative lifestyles is full of unreliable people.  I felt bad for her though, it had been a long while--and with the surgery and her long recovery, she was very much looking forward to this with a special sense of anticipation.

Despite having stayed up late, Carol beat me out of bed by almost an hour.  She had headed down to the fitness center for her workout.  That’s where I found her when I wandered down, coffee in hand, to meet her for breakfast.  Her muscle-bound admirer from the day before was again on duty in the hotel gym, and was openly hitting on her as Carol was stretching on a floor mat after her workout.  He was persistent; I had to give him that.  Carol spotted me watching and had a bit of fun--doing some yoga stretch positions in front of the tattoo-covered young man that were clearly intended to arouse him even further.  Over breakfast afterward she admitted that she was very much enjoying the teasing and the effect it had on the young man.  I had stopped at the desk and picked up an area travel guide.  We had made plans to go to the zoo that morning, and I was looking for coupons in the brochures tucked inside.  The weather was sunny and warm, a perfect day for the zoo.  On our way back through the pool area after breakfast, however, I peeked in the fitness center window.  I made Carol come take a look too.  Her testosterone-saturated admirer seemed to be working off some of his sexual frustrations--by bench pressing an impressive amount of weight.  “Well?” I asked.  “Well what,” Carol shot back as she kept walking toward the elevator.  “Well, why don’t you take him up on his offer?” I whispered to her as we rode up on the crowded elevator.

I goaded her a bit more as she stripped off her little lycra leotard and hopped into the shower, “I mean c’mon, free personal training services—that sounds like too good an offer to just turn down.”  Carol refused to play along though, seemingly just ignoring my comments.  Emerging from the bathroom drying her hair a few minutes later, however, she seemed to have reconsidered her disinterest in her muscle-bound admirer.  “He’s not off work until noon,” she commented nonchalantly.  “And if we do this,” she went on, “I’ll have to concoct a story.”  She had apparently already told him that she was going to the zoo with her HUSBAND, actually trying to shake him off her tail a bit.  I told her that I doubted he was going to care at all what her story was.  From his obvious interest in her, it wasn’t going to matter what she made up—as long as it got him invited to share her bed.  Carol still wasn’t sure though.  She hadn’t really felt any spark of chemistry with him—finding him arrogant and a bit overbearing, though she did admit that his muscular physique did intrigue her.  As she finished drying off, I sidled up behind her.  Reaching around her, I slipped my hand up into the cleft between her thighs—she was wet, and I told her so.  “Of course I’m wet silly,” she said playfully, “I just got out of the shower.”  The slippery cream that was coating my fingers wasn’t from the shower though—she knew it and I knew it.  The decision was made.
She wasn’t sure how to proceed though, not wanting to be too forward.  “Besides,” she argued, “maybe he was just being flirtatious; maybe he’s like that to all the women in the gym.”  But I saw how he looked at her, and I knew what pure lust looked like.  We decided on a low risk strategy.  She’d just drop off an envelope at the front desk, asking the clerk to pass it along to him.  In the envelope were a card key and a note with our room number and a short message:  “I’ll be ready for my personal training session at noon!”  
About 11:45 I left Carol in the room and went down to the lobby.  Carol still wasn’t sure he’d even show up, but I knew better.  If fact, I made a point of finding a place in the lobby where I could see the fitness center, and I watched as Carol’s young body builder left heading to the pool room just moments after I sat down.  Keeping my distance, I strolled through the hotel’s large atrium and could see he was showering in one of the pool-side stalls.  It was a good sign, I thought, that he was taking the time to clean himself up before heading upstairs to fuck my wife.  It was then that I realized just how aroused I was.  I was disappointed that I wouldn’t be able to watch them, of course, but that would have been too risky to try and pull off.  Many guys are a bit freaked out by the prospect, or they can’t handle the pressure of being watched.  It’s much easier to lure a guy who just thinks that he’s fucking another man’s wife behind his back.  Over the years I guess my arousal system has become conditioned to these rather out of the mainstream situations.  For most men, I suppose, the thought of another man—let alone groups of men—preparing to violate their wives would be horrifying.  For me now, however, it had become both routine, but more than that—it also has become incredibly stimulating.  As I sat down in the atrium, I had to maneuver my erection down the leg of my pants to avoid having passersby notice my obvious state of arousal.  He was very punctual—another good sign.   He crossed the lobby and entered the elevator right at noon.  I gave Carol a quick heads up call.  A nervous “OK, love you,” was all she said as she hung up the phone, and readied to meet her young ‘personal trainer.’ 
I hadn’t really thought about what I was going to do in the interim.  I figured that I’d have a couple hours to kill until Carol called me with the all clear.  I went down to the parking ramp to get the car, thinking I’d take a drive, but before I’d even pulled the car out, the phone rang.  Less than 20 minutes had passed since I’d left the lobby, something wasn’t right.  Carol was silent when I asked her what happened.  I asked her if she was alright, she simply replied in a distraught voice, “I’m fine, can you get up here now.”  I re-parked the car, and headed back into the hotel.

I paused at the hotel room door, and momentarily considered knocking first before entering.   I swiped my card key and went inside.  I found Carol on the bed, legs spread, frantically rubbing her clit.  Instinctively, I looked around the room to see if her young admirer was still around.  Carol, suddenly aware of my presence and seeing me looking around reacted almost angrily.  “He gone, damn it!” she growled, “if he was still here to do think I’d be lying here masturbating?!”  As I a walked over to the bedside, Carol grabbed me and began clawing at my shorts.  The smell of sex hanging in the air coupled with her aggressive tone made my dick immediately leap back up to full erection.  As I pulled my pants down revealing my stiff cock, Carol rolled back and lifted her legs into full spread eagle position and commanded me to fuck her.  “Fuck me hard,” she ordered, “and don’t stop!”  I climbed between her outstretched thighs and sunk my cock deep into her.  She was in no mood for any sexual artistry on my part, and she grunted and pulled me down hard any time I tried to vary my technique from anything other than a steady hammering pace.  Our bodies slammed together with that slapping sound created by wet flesh making contact again and again.  In stiff push-up position, I gritted my teeth and dutifully pounded her dripping pussy into a frothy lather.  Her fingers strummed violently over her engorged clit, and her head was thrown back in near orgasm for what seemed like several minutes.  Finally, her body erupted in orgasm.  I made a dozen or so final violent penetrations before my cum splattered deep inside her still-spasming pussy.  As I began to collapse, however, Carol screamed, “don’t stop, don’t stop!”  I tried to comply with her request as best I could—pumping my half-hard cock into her slippery chasm for several minutes more until it was clear that I was losing the battle.  The frictionless state of her now gushing pussy made gaining the requisite physical stimulation nearly impossible.  Her hand was still digging rhythmically at her clit as my flagging erection finally slipped from her gaping slit.  Her eyes met mine in a longing stare that signaled her need for more.  I instantly slid down her torso, displacing her frantic fingers with my mouth.  She bucked her hips hard against my face and begged me to put my fingers inside her.  Three fingers slid so effortlessly inside her that the fourth was added almost immediately.  Nearly my whole hand was buried in her slippery hole now, and Carol began moaning as she entered into a long, body-wracking orgasm.  For over a minute her body bucked and quivered from head to toe as my fingers rippled up and down the frontal wall of her vagina.   My fingers fell out of her sopping slit and streams of her fresh cream ran down her thighs.   As she recovered from this full-body spasm, her hands began to play over my hair and forehead.  Then she pushed my face back down into her soaking crotch and continued to slowly grind her hips back up against my lips.
I was still sweating and gasping for breath from the sheer intensity of her demanding need for stimulation.  Carol, however, made it clear that she wasn’t through yet.  She was in such great shape now that her breathing had dropped back down nearly to normal.  Suddenly she rolled over and demanded that I turn with her to keep my mouth clamped onto her throbbing pussy.   For several minutes she rocked back and forth on my face, her juices coating me from forehead to chin.  Slowly she lifted herself and began sliding her body down my torso.  When she had slipped all the way down, she pinned me to the bed--her thighs wrapped tightly around my waist--as she ground her sopping pussy back down into my pubic bone and over my softened penis.  “You don’t think you’re done yet, do you?” she said playfully, as she pressed her fleshy breasts into my face.  The slippery flesh now sliding up and down my crotch coupled with her amazing tits half smothering me began to reanimate my spongy cock.  As it began to stiffen against her engorged pussy, she growled in approval.  Soon my cock had enough starch in it to begin offering her a surface to grind against in earnest.  Her fleshy clit strummed up and down over the corona of my swelling knob.  Finally, she gave me enough room to maneuver my hips beneath her that I was able to arch my half-hard cock up and enter her steamy pussy.  For a long time we stayed in that position, rhythmically grinding our bodies together in a slow, slippery dance.

As she rode me, Carol’s face was a study in concentration.  Every time I tried to speak, Carol ‘shushed’ me by leaning down, forcing her breasts hard against my face.  My second erection never grew to be completely solid, but it happily sloshed up and down in Carol’s soggy vagina.  She kept a steady pace, but soon seemed to be reaching a point of frustration.  The frictionless, groping dance of our genitals felt wonderful, but it clearly wasn’t going to be enough to bring her off—and another orgasm was definitely her goal at that moment.   Climbing off me, Carol rotated herself around into a semi-69 position.  “Use your fingers again; that felt amazing,” she purred.  She wriggled her ass down toward where my right arm was resting on the bed.  Laying half on her side, she pulled one leg up giving me easy access to her pussy.  The smooth shaven flesh glistened a bright pink, her distended hole winking slightly open and closed as my thumb began to diddle her swollen, purplish clit.  As I began inserting my fingers Carol smiled then craned her neck to begin gently sucking the head of my cock like a lollipop.  With four fingers inside, I was able to palpate the wall of her vagina while still massaging her clit.  Carol clearly approved as she began moaning and sucking my cock with increasing vigor.  As her excitement grew, I ramped up my pace.  Within a few minutes I was pumping my fingers into her, whipping her juices into a frothy foam.  Carol wiggled her hips trying to improve the angle, pausing from her sucking just long enough to urge me on, “Go deeper, deeper!”  For the first time ever, I managed to slip my thumb under her mons and I was almost able to wriggle my whole hand inside her.  Try as I might, however, I couldn’t quite get my palm folded tight enough to clear her distended opening and into her vaginal vault.  The skin of her perineum was stretched tight, almost to the point that I thought it might tear.  Carol was clearly frustrated and finally screamed for me to stop and go to her suitcase.  She had packed one of her dildos (just in case), and she directed me to its exact location in the long zipper compartment along the top of the bag.  I hopped back into place and directed the long, black tube toward her gaping hole.  She was well-stretched by my manual manipulations, and the thick, ebony toy slid in easily with almost no resistance.  “Deep, fuck me deep!” Carol growled before locking her lips back around my penis.   I hammered the dildo into her viciously, nearly its whole length disappearing inside her with each thrust, and she soon began to quiver toward her climax.  As she ripped across the divide into orgasm, her jaw locked down so forcefully on my shaft that the cum welling up from my balls was stopped dead.  Instinctively, I reached down to pull her back off, as my cock was in excruciating pain.  As soon as she let loose her grip, my cum spouted out of my knob spraying Carol’s neck and chin with my white curd.  For several minutes, Carol continued in orgasm or near orgasm.  I slowly pumped and twisted the long toy in her distended tunnel, amazed by the amount of thick, fluid that oozed out of her each time I pulled the dildo out of her gaping pussy.  An overwhelming urge to pee finally forced Carol to end the session.  As she ran to the bathroom, I examined massive wet spot on the sheet in the spot she just vacated--pink-tinged globs of Carol’s juices covered the center, and I dipped my tongue in to taste their tart, muskiness.
When Carol returned to bed, she snuggled in next to me and gave a long satisfied sigh.  It was hard to know where to start.  I asked her what had happened to her young muscle-bound trainer.  His name, as I then found out for the first time, was Vincent.  It seems that Vincent turned out to be a huge disappointment.  “He was all talk,” Carol growled coldly, “A real steroid boy—the only underdeveloped muscle in his body turned out to be between his legs.”  Carol held up her pinky to emphasize her point.  “That small?” I asked incredulously.  “Almost,” she replied chuckling, finally finding the humor in the situation.  “He acted all amazed when I deep throated him, like it was some sort of great feat.”  “And then, “she was really laughing now, “then the only condoms I had with me were the Magnums.”  I was picturing that in my mind and I could see why she was so amused.  “He’d go about 3 strokes before he had to stop and slide it back on.”  Finally, it seems, Carol had relented and allowed him to fuck her bareback, but the situation never really improved, “After about 2 minutes, he grunted, pulled out and came.”  “And that was it?” I asked.  It was pretty clear that there had been no chemistry there, and there was no rescuing the moment after such a bad start.  “I have to admit, I did like all those muscles, though!” Carol growled.  “I was so damn horny after he left I thought I was going to go crazy.”  Then Carol reached over and pulled the thick, black dildo up to look at it.  The dried, whitish juices coated nearly its whole length making it appear as if it was wearing a condom.  She smiled as she examined the ring of crusted secretions that circled it base—almost a full foot from its tip.  “Thanks for coming to my rescue…I really needed it!” she purred before kissing me deeply. 
My last few weeks of work were winding down just before Christmas, and I was finally getting used to the idea.  It was nice not having to make a commute in the morning, and I was able to pick up some modest consulting work that I could do from home.  Filling my greatly increased amount of free time became my biggest challenge.  Carol’s obsession with fitness continued.  She had the opportunity to drop back a half day each week at work, and she jumped at the chance.  Our sex life was never better.  We had time to enjoy each other like never before.  Just before the holiday, I walked into the bathroom where Carol was standing looking at her breasts in the mirror.  Since she had been working out she had dropped nearly 20 pounds—an impressive amount on her tiny frame.  She had lost an inch or two around her bust, though her cup size hadn’t really changed.  As she lost some of her body fat, however, she felt that her breasts now seemed ‘droopy’ to her.  I really hadn’t noticed any difference.  Then she just announced that she had decided to “have some work done” on her boobs.  For years Carol has complained about the size of her breasts, bringing up from time to time the idea of having a reduction done.  I had always been opposed, as you might imagine, as I love her big tits.  This had never really progressed further than the ‘thinking about it’ stage though, and that is where it always ended.  This was something different!  “I have an appointment on Thursday,” she said in a stern tone that clearly communicated her intended effect of finality in the matter.  I stammered, and then just decided that this was a time that I should keep my mouth shut.
I met Carol for lunch after her appointment on Thursday.  I was elated to hear that her surgeon had actually talked her out of having a breast reduction!  “He said my breasts were perfect,” Carol reported with some pride.  Of course I knew that all along.  They had discussed her dissatisfaction with her breasts, and had come to the conclusion that what she really didn’t like was how the inevitable effects of age and sheer gravity had affected them over the years.  What the doctor suggested was a breast lift—a much simpler procedure in which the ligaments that hold the breasts up are shortened.  Despite the nearly $10,000 price tag, which insurance would not cover, Carol insisted that she was going to have the surgery.  “Call it a Christmas present to myself,” she said, with a reminder that she was now the primary income-earner in our marriage.  She was already on the surgeon’s schedule for the following week.  
Two small incisions in Carol’s armpits were made and in a couple hours’ time the surgeon had completed his work.  I was able to drive her home later that day.  Aside from some bruising at the incision sites and along a line tracing across her upper chest under her collar bones, the side effects were minimal.  Carol hardly complained about pain, though the doctor told her to back off of her jogging routine for at least a few weeks.  The transformation was pretty startling!  Carol’s D-cup breasts now stood proud and high on her chest.  Her large areolas and nipples pointed straight forward like two headlights. When she wore a blouse or tight sweater, even when she was bra-less, her large breasts swelled upward to form a magnificent and attention-getting natural cleavage.  Now, coupled with her lean, muscular body, Carol looked like a Playboy model!  Many mornings I would catch her admiring her ‘new’ breasts in the bathroom mirror.  She was so proud of them that she now readily agreed to let me take more pictures of her naked body.  Carol’s sleek, firm waistline flared out curvaceously at her sexy hips.  Uncounted miles on the stair machine and elliptical trainer had firmed up every muscle in her perfect, round ass which stood out proudly, defying gravity like that a 20 year-old.  Now her breasts, too, had the perkiness of a young girl’s while retaining the fullness that balanced out her perfect womanly figure.  Incorporating some photography into our foreplay became a fairly regular part of our lovemaking routine.  Watching her amazing body on the tiny screen of the camera never failed to get my engines going.  She enjoyed showing off too, and I often had to toss the camera aside when she reached a fever pitch of excitement and begged for me put it down and fuck her.  One particular series of pictures I took—with Carol sandwiching one of her large black dildos between her tits while playfully licking and sucking its bulbous knob—plays a significant role in the rest of this story, as you will see.
Working from home, especially part time, presents challenges.  For the better part of 30 years my job, my career, had defined my life.  Getting up at 6:00 am, driving to the city, putting in my 8 hours and then making the drive back home—it was a routine that pretty narrowly structured my life.  Now, my time was my own.  As the saying goes, ‘idle hands are the Devil’s playthings,’ and I soon found myself spending a lot of time on-line surfing adult sites.  I joined several swing-oriented groups and spent hours each day poring over the ads and listings.  When I started posting some of Carol’s photos in some of the couples sections, my inbox began filling quickly.  Mostly the responses were from solo guys.  Many started out posing as ‘couples,’ but a bit of correspondence usually proved them to be fakes.  In February, I did make one contact with a couple who we did end up meeting for drinks.  Carol wasn’t especially interested, but went along for my benefit.  One new complication was timing the get together to avoid Carol’s period.  For many years, Carol’s cycle was so predictably consistent that you could literally mark it on the calendar each month.  Since she had gotten into her serious work-out routine, however, her periods had become erratic and less predictable.  Often, she would now skip a month all together.  At first, she thought it might be the signs of peri-menopause, but her gynecologist felt it had more to do with her stringent exercise routine and recent weight loss.
Doreen and Gary lived a few hours away, and we met about half way at a popular resort area.  Only in their early 30’s; they were fairly new to swinging.  As is usually the case I’ve found, it was husband who had initially become interested in the scene—having only recently gotten Doreen to go along with the idea.  Gary was a bit overbearing, but Doreen at least seemed pleasant, even if wasn’t the brightest light on the string.   She was pretty nervous and it took a few cocktails until she seemed to relax.  Around midnight, several rounds of drinks had finally led to an agreement to room swap, which Carol somewhat reluctantly went along with.  I found Doreen to be attractive enough and actually, in the end, quite a lot of fun.  She was very petite, if a bit overweight.  She had dark hair and eyes, and medium-sized breasts that were topped by large, dark nipples reminiscent of two Hershey kisses.  Her ass was round and curvaceous, and looked very inviting perched over somewhat thick, but very shapely legs.  Parting her thighs revealed perfectly symmetrical, darkly-pigmented labia fringing a tiny little pussy.   Her little slit was a delight to pleasure with my tongue!  She was very submissive—especially at first—preferring to just sit back and let me pretty much take the lead.  

After some kissing and gentle foreplay, I went down on her.  She acted as though she never had her pussy licked properly, and she came within minutes.  She also thought my 8 inch cock was “enormous” as I fucked her quite easily to several orgasms.  I almost felt like a porn star as I drove my cock hard against her cervix with deep thrusts that made her gasp.  Doreen was one of the most orgasmic women I’d ever been with in my life, and almost everything I tried brought her to another groaning climax. Gary had listed himself in the bio section as being “well-hung” and an “experienced lover,” but by Doreen’s reaction to me (and by the still exquisite tightness of her slit), I feared that Gary might have exaggerated his endowment and his skill levels by more than just a bit.  My suspicions later proved to be pretty accurate on that count.  As I licked her little twat between fuckings, Doreen told me that Gary never took the time to give her much oral attention.  Which was a shame, as her neatly trimmed pussy was certainly a tasty little treat!

 We had agreed that the men were to go back to their own rooms at 3 am.  But before 2:30, while I was still busily giving Doreen the wood for about the fourth time, Gary entered the room unannounced.  As he stood and watched, I made a special effort to really pound her good.  I had her doggy-style on the bed and I slammed my cock into her hard as she erupted in another loud, panting orgasm that sent the obviously angry Gary straight into the bathroom—slamming the door as he went in.  “He gets so jealous,” Doreen said rather matter-of-factly between sucks as she worshipped the object that had provided her with so much pleasure.  It was an awkward situation, but I still took my time before finally letting go and shooting my final load into Doreen’s hungry little mouth as Gary continued to sulk in the bathroom.  As I gathered up my things, Doreen wrote out her email address and, with a finger to her lips to shush me, whispered…”use this email if you want to meet again.”  I left the room with a rather prideful swagger! 
When I returned to our room, Carol cut me short by blurting out, “I don’t want to talk about it.”  The only other thing she said about the entire evening was that it was “the longest two hours” of her life.  I thanked her for her indulgence and kissed her on the cheek.  As I washed up in the bathroom, I noticed that one of Carol’s dildos was sitting next to the sink on a clean hand towel.  I guess that Ol’ Gary’s endowment hadn’t been able to do the trick.  I was kind of in the mood to brag about my conquest of Doreen, but when I crawled into bed, Carol had already turned off the light and rolled over to go to sleep.  The only thing she said to me afterward was that she “was through with worthless white guys.” She hardly said a word on the ride home, and we didn’t speak about that night again for many months.
Anyway, back to the internet.  As I have said, I had begun posting a few of Carol’s pictures around some of the swingers’ sites.  Mostly I was looking for couples situations.  One day, just to see the reaction, I posted 2 pictures of Carol with her largest black toy.  The images were carefully edited to hide her identity.  One showed Carol gripping the thick black shaft tightly in the generous cleavage of her new and improved tits.  The second, a close-up from the same series, shows Carol with her lips wide ready to accept the toy’s massive head between them.  I posted the pictures on a “hot wives” bulletin board on a Monday morning; by the next afternoon, I had to remove them—my mail box had over 140 responses!  In the photo caption I had written something to the effect of:  “Hot wife likes a challenge, do you measure up?”  More than 100 of the responses included pictures of dicks…some real, some fake, some white, most black.  Very few bothered to include much text.  Most responses were along the lines of, “Hey Baby, I got a big cock for you.”  One of the responses, however, stood out from all the others.

Although the response didn’t include a picture, it was detailed and well-written.  It was more of a proposal than anything else.  The respondent, Adrian, claimed that he was a 32 year-old professional from the Chicago area who travelled extensively for his work.  He included a basic outline of his travel calendar and an offer to meet in a variety of locations, under any conditions we were comfortable with.   His email was polite, respectful, and very complimentary toward Carol.  Of course, Carol had absolutely no idea I was even doing this, so I had a decision to make about how I was going to even inform her.  I was pretty certain that she wasn’t going to be happy I had posted her picture.  Carol’s birthday (the big 5-0) was just over a month away.  I guess I had, somewhere in the back of my mind, setting up something for her as a surprise present.  I wasn’t clear on any of the details at that point, but I began to focus on Adrian as “the guy” to consider for the job!
Over the next week or so, I exchanged several emails with Adrian.  I told a few white lies in the exchange—foremost that Carol was already in on this, and that I was acting as sort of a broker in the conversation.  I requested more information about him including a picture or two.  He answered with very open answers to all my questions and sent an entire album of pictures.  He told me that he was an ex-college athlete and now a lawyer at a prominent (but unnamed) Chicago firm.  He was divorced, but had no children.  When I opened the photo files, I knew I had picked a winner.  He was right up Carol’s alley.  He was tall, with a lean muscular body that certainly agreed with his assertion of being an athlete.   Although none of his pictures were full-on nude (a good thing actually, I thought—showed a bit of class), there was plenty to go on.  The album included one shot in semi-profile.  In the back-lit photo, he was wearing tight boxer briefs that highlighted both his muscular ass and a very well developed package.  The long arc of shadow created by his bulge was evidence enough that the equipment he was packing was substantial.  Later, when Carol finally did see the pictures, she told me that this was “the single sexiest picture she had ever seen”—and she showed me her creaming pussy to prove her point! 

I fretted for several days about how I was going to approach Carol.  I was pretty sure that she was going to be angry about my posting her pictures on the internet.  Although I was very careful to edit them to assure her anonymity, she was very concerned with all aspects of being discrete, and as I’ve mentioned, predisposed to camera shyness by nature.  I finally decided that complete honesty was going to be the approach least likely to--in the end—to make her angry.   But just in case, I broke the news to her by email. To my surprise, however, she hardly seemed upset at all about me posting the pictures.  She did remind me that from now on she was going to “pick my own lovers.”  The last two disappointing encounters, I’m sure, had a great deal to do with that sentiment.  The main thrust of her reply, however, was still a curiosity about this mystery man I had found for her.  When I forwarded Adrian’s emails (including the pictures) she was downright pleased by my choice—as I knew she would be!  She called me from her cell an hour or so later on her drive home telling me to expect “a horny wife” home soon.  We went through the emails again when she got home.  Carol paused and stared at the picture of Adrian in the tight underwear.  As she lifted her skirt to reveal her excitement, I wasted no time in crawling under the desk to provide oral ministration to her oozing snatch.  “You have excellent taste,” she cooed still staring at Adrian’s image on the screen while I lapped up her juices, “maybe I’ll have to let you keep finding me lovers after all.”

After that, things moved very quickly.  Carol began exchanging emails and then phone calls with Adrian.  By the end of the week, Carol had already made arrangements to meet him—in Chicago!  I wasn’t privy to all of their conversations, but Carol did let me know a few things.  I would, of course accompany her.  But she also informed me that, because of Adrian’s position in his law firm, I would have to sign an agreement in order to protect him from some moral turpitude clauses in employment contract.  The next day, a thick envelope arrived by express mail.  There were three densely written legal documents inside that all required both of our signatures.  I am no lawyer, and I have always been a bit nervous about signing forms.  The basic jist of the papers seemed to be to release Adrian and something called CMC from liability in all future actions.  Carol assured me that Adrian had explained the documents to her and that it really was rather pro-forma.  I assumed that CMC was his firm, but it wasn’t until later that learned the full truth.  “It’s the least we can do,” Carol convinced me, as CMC was paying for our stay in Chicago the following weekend.    
About mid-week, however, Carol was surprised by her period.  She was extremely dismayed, as she was already well into the anticipation stage.  Her bags were packed and I had already made the fight arrangements.  Carol had spent a whole day in the city at her favorite salon getting her hair cut and a full body wax.  The girls at the salon asked if she was going on some exotic trip.  Carol answered somewhat tongue in cheek, “something like that.”  Her new short hair cut faintly reminded me of Katie Couric’s new style.  “It’s cooler and the hair doesn’t get in my mouth when I’m sucking cock,” Carol announced to me with almost shocking nonchalance.  She is, at heart, very pragmatic about such things.  Now, her period had put everything on hold.  Adrian, to his credit, was very understanding.  They were using Skype now most evenings, and he calmly rescheduled the hotel accommodations for the following weekend.  Carol had to jump through some pretty serious hoops to make it work with her call schedule as she’d have to find coverage, but she was clearly motivated to make the meeting happen as soon as possible.  It cost us about $150 in change fees, but I made the adjustments in the flight schedule as Carol instructed.  We’d also have to return on the Saturday night, so it would be a very short stay—something that Adrian was disappointed by but understanding of.  In the end, Carol’s sheer desire to ‘strike while the iron was hot’ was the deciding factor.  “I’m about ready to come out of my skin,” was the way she put it when I asked her if she’d rather not put off the visit for a couple more weeks.    

Carol’s period was pretty much gone by Monday, her 50th birthday, and we had energetic sex that evening.  I alternated eating and fucking her pussy, proudly delivering her to two orgasms.  She lovingly cuddled and kissed me afterward for a long time for patiently helping her to ‘take the edge off’ of her horniness.  And before we said goodnight, she let me fuck her ass with a second erection that had grown to nearly full staff while we’d snuggled.  I took my time before blowing my second load deep in her bowel.  “Now, that is going to have to hold you for awhile,” Carol said with a smile before rolling away to turn out the lights, “I want to rest up for Adrian and his friends.”  As she rolled over, my half limp dick slipped out, the head making a gooey pop as cleared the tight ring of her sphincter.  “Friends?” I asked.  “Oh, didn’t I tell you?” Carol replied casually as the room went dark, “Adrian has invited a few of his friends to join us Friday night.”  No, she hadn’t told me.  But it wouldn’t be the first time, and I certainly had no reason to fret at this point.

 On Friday afternoon, I picked Carol up from work and we headed to the airport.  She was displaying the same nervous anticipation that normally precedes a meeting with a new lover—or in this case, lovers.  By the time we got on the plane, she was extremely anxious.  Though the flight was less than an hour, she had downed three glasses of wine before we touched down in Chicago.  The wine seemed to do the trick, and as we rolled our bags toward the ground transportation area her jitters seemed to be almost completely under control.  Adrian had already secured (and paid for) accommodations at the Four Seasons, a driver was waiting for us when we walked out to the queuing area.    
I must say that I was incredibly impressed at our treatment—a limo ride and excellent, first-class accommodations—a two bedroom suite with a lake view.   The room opened into a large living area with two couches a mini-bar and sink.  A massive king sized bed dominated the spacious master bedroom—with a single rose on the nightstand along with a note from Adrian:  “At last we will meet.”  Please help yourself to anything from the bar and, if you haven’t eaten, please charge anything you’d like from room service to the room.  See you at nine.”  I put our bags in the back bedroom as Carol enjoyed the vista of downtown Chicago outside the window.  It was truly a first class room, and it was all paid for!
It was after 7:30 already.  Carol is almost never able to eat before meet-up, but I was hungry and ordered some food from room service.  In what seemed like just minutes, it arrived at our door.  The waitress was a petite brunette with a strong European accent.  As she set the food down on the table in the living area, she gave an unusual knowing smile to Carol who was having one last glass of wine from the mini-bar trying to steel her nerves.  “My name is Monica,” she said shaking my hand as I gave her a larger than usual twenty-dollar tip, “please let me know if there is anything else you need.”  She said rather cryptically as she smiled toward Carol and left the room, “I’m sure you will enjoy it.”The way she smiled, I was pretty certain that she was talking about more than the food.

As I ate, Carol took a bath in the large whirlpool tub.  Bath oils and powders lined a shelf behind the whirlpool and made piles of lather that nearly overflowed the tub when she turned on the jets.  I snapped a couple of pictures of Carol luxuriating in the bath before she shooed me out of the bathroom so she could get ready.  At exactly 9:00 there was a knock at the door.  Carol was still holed up in the master bedroom, so I answered the door.  Adrian was even more impressive in the flesh than he was in his pictures.  Tall, toned, and dressed smartly in an oxford shirt, slacks and dress shoes.  His grip was firm as his large hand shook mine with a polite and sincere greeting.  He told me how much he had enjoyed conversing with Carol the past several weeks.  “She seems to be a very special lady,” he continued.  As I was agreeing with him on that point, Carol emerged from the bedroom.  Her hair was pulled up in my favorite style.  She was wearing a pair of red heels and a thigh-length silk robe that barely concealed the curves that were just below the sheer fabric.  Instantly, Adrian’s focus shifted away from me as his eyes began to devour Carol from head to toe.  Sensing that he was being impolite, he looked at me again.  As someone who has been through this a few times and can appreciate the awkwardness, I put my hand on his shoulder and gently delivered him toward Carol.  I walked over to the bar to pour myself a drink as they moved together.  Carol’s gaze was every bit as penetrating as Adrian’s as she admired his well-proportioned physique.

By the time I had managed to get some ice and scotch into the glass, their bodies were already enmeshed in embrace.  Adrian’s hands worked furtively up and down Carol’s back as over her tight, round ass cheeks.  His head dropped down as Carol’s arms pulled his lips toward hers.  I could already see her hips pressing up and into his mid-section—the introduction was going to be a very short one indeed.

A few brief whispers later Carol had removed her robe and was busily unbuttoning Adrian’s shirt.  With an approving growl she ran her hands across his muscular chest and around his back, pressing her pale flesh against his hard, ebony torso.  Adrian’s hands were now eagerly palpating Carol’s ass cheeks, his fingers working steadily down between her thighs.  He kissed his way down her neck and shoulders before forcing her back to bury his face in her milky white cleavage.  Now it was Carol’s turn to grope his ass, which lasted just long enough for her to work her hands forward toward his belt buckle.  Sensing her impatience, Adrian smiled and stepped back to give her hands room to work.  Adrian shot me a quick look, and I returned it with a nod of approval as she undid his belt and unbuttoned his pants with perfect efficiency.  Their bodies were in perfect profile as I watched Carol lower the band of his underwear and tenderly removed his large, black member.  The smile that spread across Carol’s face lit up the entire room as she wrapped her hand around his meaty penis and hefted it up to admire its growing length.   “I’ve been looking forward to this for such a long time,” Carol cooed as she looked up into his eyes while directing his knob toward her waiting lips.

For several minutes Carol artfully administered gentle stimulation to his slowly stiffening dick--lolling the steadily swelling head around in her mouth between long forays up and down the underside of his shaft with her tongue.  Adrian stood frozen, obviously loving the treatment his dick was getting.  When Carol was certain that he was fully erect, she stopped to admire the large glistening organ now swaying in front of her face.  Adrian’s cock was long and fairly thick, it steadily increased in circumference from its base until, just below the head, it attained a width larger than Carol’s wrapped hand could span. The creamy-brown head tapered to a sharp point at it tip.  The knob was large, but seemed less so due to the incredible girth of the last several inches of his shaft.  The break in the action was just long enough to let Adrian take off his shoes and socks and kick off his slacks from around his ankles.  Now, she abruptly changed her attitude as she resumed her oral attentions—it was time to show off a little!  Gripping his rod at its base, where she could still get her hand around it, she captured his head with her lips and gave him a long burst of suction that made him groan.  His reaction prompted a wicked smile from Carol.  Now much more swollen and almost purple, the head throbbed in front of her parted lips and she teased its underside with the tip of her tongue.  Then, taking her measure and wiping her lips she proceeded to bury his thick bone in her throat several times in a row without taking a breath.  Though it had been months since she’d anything approaching Adrian’s size in her mouth, Carol certainly didn’t show any signs of being rusty in her oral skills.  Adrian just looked down at her with amazement.  Then he smiled, looking like a man who just hit the lottery.  Seeing he had a worthy adversary on his hands, Adrian soon went on the offense a little himself.  Holding her head in his large hands, he began rapidly pumping his long tool hard down her gullet.  Carol took everything he gave her with the sheer determination of a pro!  When he finally ended the onslaught after a minute or more of vicious pounding, Carol disgorged his meaty dong with a rather triumphal smile and gave it a series of hard, milking strokes with both hands.  Her thumbs converged on the underside of his swaying dick a pressed hard in an effort to coax out his pre-cum.   His clear, slippery juices oozed out of his pointy knob with each up-stroke and Carol greedily sucked them up between her lips with an intentional slurping sound.  “Like I said,” Adrian turned and said in my direction, “obviously a very special lady!”

Carol wasted little time in getting to the bedroom.  She had her bra and panties off before Adrian could grab a beer and follow her in.  She laid spread eagle before him, but as he kneeled down to sample her already-dripping pussy, Carol stopped him short after just a few licks.  “I need that big cock now,” she growled, “it’s been so long since I’ve been properly fucked.”  To his credit, Adrian remembered our condom policy and retreated to the living room to retrieve a condom from his bag.  Even before he could roll the sock-sized rubber all the way down his thick, veiny shaft, however, Carol was pulling him between her thighs.  I had moved to my ring-side seat to watch the action, and Carol stared straight into my eyes as Adrian parted her labia with his fat, latex-encased missile.  He made some shallow, swirling pokes in and out of her slippery pussy, obviously approving of her warm, well-lubricated vagina.  Soon he was probing deeper with his stiff bone as Carol urged him on with a continuous throaty chant, “fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”  Finally, Adrian leaned into her burying his massive organ deep inside her womb.   As he bottomed out inside her pussy, her eyes tightened into the familiar wince of pain/pleasure I’ve seen so many times over the years.  Carol made a long, approving moan that signaled her readiness for a more energetic pace.   Adrian’s athleticism was on full display over the next half an hour.  He pumped his thick tool into Carol from every angle imaginable as he rolled her petite frame around the large bed.  Carol had two good orgasms as he kept up his steady, piston-like pace of deep penetrations.  Her labia were now red and fully engorged, and they swaddled his wide shaft as he thrust in and out of her frothy slit.  With her legs slung up around his neck, Adrian began pumping her ferociously toward her third orgasm.  Carol’s red nails clawed at the bedspread as he fucked her, machine-like, straight through her body’s wracking spasms.  With sweat now pouring off his forehead and rigid jaw line, Adrian was clearly at the end of his endurance.  Carol also sensed his need for release and welcomed him to let himself go over the edge with a growling, “give me your cum!”  Adrian backed out from between her thighs, his long cock sliding out of her.  His timing was perfect, as he slipped off the greasy condom, moved around her and lowered his flaring knob to her waiting lips just as the first jet shot from its tip.  Carol curled her tongue to catch his thick seed as it erupted in waves into her mouth.  He used his fist to pump the cum up his urethra and out onto her waiting mouth below.  The thick sperm piled onto her tongue in large globs and began rolling down into her throat.  When she was certain that the last jet had fired, her hand replaced his and she milked out the last sweet drops of his dick juice.  She made a few showy swirls of her tongue to display the huge wad of spunk now filling her mouth before closing her lips and swallowing it effortlessly.  With Adrian’s shiny dong still hanging temptingly above her lips, she craned her neck up to suck out any remaining droplets before efficiently licking his slowly flagging horse cock clean.

“Whew,” was all Adrian could muster as he laid down on the bed and rolled over alongside Carol.  I handed him his beer from the night stand as he propped a pillow behind him.  Carol nestled her body against Adrian’s still heaving chest.  She began kissing his sweaty neck, licking the salty black skin until he turned his head to meet her lips with his.  Carol’s painted nails swirled over his huge scrotum while she rolled his large balls around in her palm.  Steadily, as they kissed, Carol’s hand moved upward to again begin playing with his meaty organ which, though flaccid, still hung down most of the way across his muscular thigh.  Adrian dropped his head down to suckle Carol’s milky white tits.  With her free hand she lifted a breast toward his face and fed the swollen nipple between his lips.  Within a few minutes, Adrian’s soft cock began to writhe and swell as the blood began flowing back into his rapidly reviving organ.  Carol shot me a glance.  I immediately understood the look’s silent meaning and I dutifully went to grab another condom from the living room.  By the time I got back, Carol’s head had slid down his torso to begin the completion of Adrian’s penile resuscitation with her mouth.  Her head bobbed slowly up and down in his lap as she patiently prodded his thick tube back into a state of solid erection. 

Now, almost fully engorged, Adrian’s cock swayed luridly in Carol’s grip like a cobra in a trance.  As she continued to nibble on his pulsing purple knob, I opened the foil wrapper and handed the condom to Carol.  Tenderly, she rolled the sheath over his bulbous head and down his long shaft before climbing over to straddle him.  Reaching back, Carol deftly corralled his long cock and directed it up toward her waiting snatch.  She skillfully worked his knob up and down her slippery gash, coating it with her juices while softly moaning at the sensation.  I watched as, in one slow, graceful motion, her swollen pussy lips stretched to accommodate his considerable girth then slowly engulfed his full length.  As wriggled her ass downward, her delicate folds slowly sunk all the way down to his balls.   Now, with a slow steady rhythm, Carol began riding Adrian’s cock as his hands reached around under her ass to steady her little body on top of his.  As Carol gently bounced up and down to complete the process of tempering the steely hardness of his bone, I heard a knock at the door.  Carol paused briefly, before Adrian assured her that the visitors were probably the friends he had told her about.  “You mind getting the door, Man?”  Adrian asked me with a wink and smile, “I kinda got my hands full here.”  He emphasized the point by lifting Carol’s boobs and giving them a playful squeeze.  I got up to answer the door as Carol calmly went back to her business at hand, her face frozen in concentration as she made perfect, measured transits up and down his long cock. 
Opening the door, I was greeted with polite handshakes from two well-dressed black men probably in their late 20’s.  Like Adrian, they were tall and well-proportioned, and I couldn’t help but think that Carol had discovered her fantasy source of black lovers there in Chicago.  They seemed familiar with the room’s lay-out, as they opened the small closet to hang up their jackets and tucked their bags neatly under the mini-bar.  By this point, Carol and Adrian were engaged in some pretty vigorous fucking in the master bedroom, and the two newcomers seemed anxious to join in the fun.  I mixed myself another drink while they began stripping down to their underwear in the living room.  From the bulges in their briefs, Carol was in for a couple of sizable additions to her evening’s activities.  By the time I got back to my chair, one of the new guys had already taken up a position beside Carol and was getting some head from my lovely bride as she continued to ride Adrian.  The other was slowly stroking his still-growing manhood toward erection while he bided his time watching the action from the bedside.  Though the newcomers’ weapons were not as impressive as Adrian’s missile-shaped whopper, they were both a strong 9 inches-plus, and their lean athletic bodies looked capable of sustaining the action for a long time.  With the new arrivals, there was plenty to keep Carol occupied.  Over the next half hour, they joined the action and the 3 men rotated around the bedroom filling all of her orifices with plenty of hard, black meat.  Adrian got first dibs on Carol’s tight asshole, an opportunity he didn’t squander as he delivered a punishing 10-minute barrage before pulling out to serve up his second load of cum straight into my wife’s greedy mouth.  She took the cum directly down her gullet without flinching.  In familiar fashion, she continued to suck his knob until he pleaded for mercy before releasing his softening dick from the vise-like grip of her lips.    

As the two remaining men kept going, Adrian asked me to step out into the living room.  Another new arrival was just removing the last of his clothing.  He had slipped in unannounced, obviously having his own card key.  He politely introduced himself as Damon, and try as I might, I couldn’t help but let my eyes drop downward to the large, swaying penis that bobbled between the young man’s lean thighs as he approach to politely shake hands.   He shook hands and thanked me for bringing such “a beautiful lady for us,” then nonchalantly excused himself to join the fun in the bedroom.   After the interruption, Adrian continued our conversation.  He was very complimentary of Carol, of course, but he also showed a great deal of diplomacy in dealing with me.  He was aware of the fact that I wasn’t well informed about the plan that other men would be joining in that evening, something that he and Carol had only discussed in their private conversations.  “I wasn’t kidding when I said that your wife is a very special lady,” he calmly explained.  He went on to tell me more about their private conversations, how Carol had described in great detail and with great passion her wishes to be “treated like the center of attention” by a group of men.  This was, of course, not any great revelation to me.  I have witnessed Carol with multiple men many times and she has expressed how thrilling she finds it to me on several occasions.  “You don’t know what a rare quality this is,” Adrian continued, “to find a woman with both the desire and capacity that she possesses is a one-in-a-million shot.”  Just then, another knock came at the door.  Adrian, who had slipped on a pair of gym shorts opened the door.  Several more men entered the living room, accompanying one of them was Monica—the girl from room service.  As pleasantries were exchanged, Adrian kissed Monica in a way that made it instantly clear that they were more than just passingly acquainted.  “Remember, you are just a fluffer tonight, sweetheart” he instructed her, something that made her frown a bit.  Most of the latest arrivals were in their late twenties or early thirties, but the last one—the one with his arm around Monica—was closer to my age.  They called him Q, and when one of Carol’s two young lovers emerged from the bedroom, his long, limp cock still dripping from its recent draining, he immediately exclaimed, “Q!,” and came across the room to high-five the older man.  Q was different in more than age, as well.  The others were all rather uniformly tall and lean, where Q was much shorter, thicker and barrel-chested.  He had a shaved head and his neck was thick and muscular like a Brahma bull.  As Adrian pulled Monica off to the side to talk, the others put away their things and began filing toward the bedroom to watch Carol finish off Damon, her fourth man of the evening.

It was quite a spectacular finish, too!  Carol was up on her feet riding him.  Her shapely ass faced the on-lookers as she forcefully slammed her pussy down onto his long, black bone.  Again and again, she hoisted herself high on his impressive cock, its head nearly popping free each time, before dropping back down its full length with amazing force.  Every few strokes, Carol punctuated her downward plunge with an exquisite corkscrewing motion that had her young partner growling in admiration of her talents.  Carol’s perfect tits swayed over Damon’s face as she continued the onslaught for several minutes.  When at last, he announced his impending orgasm, Carol slid up and over him, turned to grab his cock, ripped the condom free and began jacking his thick organ with both hands.  Damon was very large, and Carol had to work hard to keep control over the powerfully muscular organ. As the cum finally erupted from his enormous, spasming cock, Carol—knowing she now had an audience—gobbled up each thick salvo as it gurgled out of his dusky, flared knob.  Eventually, she guided the head between her lips and sucked out the remaining drops of his seed as the room broke out in general applause.  I could hear from behind me the hushed whispers as Adrian spoke to Q, “I know, man…she’s incredible…I think she’s gonna be perfect.”  The last part of his statement, now, in retrospect, sounded rather ominous, but at the moment, I didn’t give it much thought.  Carol was really in the moment and she gave one last smile back toward Damon’s huge, jet-black pecker.  As she climbed off the bed to greet the small crowd that had gathered, she playfully paid homage to her last lover and blew Damon a kiss, “Whew, that one almost killed me.”  She had already been fucking pretty much continuously for the better part of an hour already, but I knew she was just getting warmed up.   She downed a glass a wine as the men introduced themselves while taking every opportunity to grope and fondle her.  Carol was clearly enjoying the attention, but soon excused herself and went into the bathroom.  I followed her, just to check in.  She was almost giddy with excitement after seeing the small crowd that had arrived.  I made sure she was comfortable with way things were developing.  Her ‘raised eyebrow’ look and the permanent smile on her face told me that she had the situation very much in hand. 
After a quick shower, she emerged from the bathroom wearing a little turquoise teddy (a new outfit that even I’d never seen before).  With a round of hoots and whistles, she escorted two of the latest arrivals into the bedroom along with Adrian.  “Ding-ding,” Adrian announced, “time for round two.”  Meanwhile, Monica had started to attract a crowd out in the living room.  She was perched on an ottoman in the center of the room where a couple of the guys had removed her blouse and bra.  Within minutes she was surrounded by four guys each shaking their sizeable dicks toward her youthful face.  It was hard to see much through the crowd of bodies, but she seemed to be comfortably handling the task, as the men casually chatted around her.  In the corner, Q sat—almost Budda-like—quietly drinking a beer and watching the action.  I went back to the bedroom to watch ‘round two.’  
Adrian finally got that taste of pussy he had wanted earlier.  His jaw was busily working as he pressed his face between Carol’s wide-spread thighs.  The other men took up kneeling positions on either side of her on the bed, hanging their black tubes in her face while taking turns kneading her large breasts.  Both men, though not as well-endowed as Adrian or Damon, were healthy specimens of black manhood and soon their cocks raised and thickened into impressive weapons that seemed to be fencing over Carol’s face.  The duel didn’t last long however, as they soon had her positioned on all fours as they took turns--rotating around her—filling her pussy and mouth.  Eventually, Adrian climbed under her and pressed his long, thick tool up into Carol’s creamy pussy, and her ass and mouth became the two orifices in the rotation.  Some of the other men began filing into the room now too.  Monica had done her job well, as they all came in sporting fully erect tools ready for action. Dicks of all size, shape and hue of brown bobbed in front of them while they jockeyed for position.   As the new comers started jumping into the rotation, the condom rule was quickly starting to be ignored.  The crowd around Carol had grown so large that it was now difficult to keep up with the action.  Carol was on her back and there was a swarming knot of muscular black men surrounding her.  The group writhed around the king-sized bed--different men each taking turns burying their cocks into Carol for short, intense bursts before jumping out to let the next guy in.  

It was like a well-orchestrated tag-team match that served to keep up a pounding pace for what seemed like an hour.  Carol’s besieged body rolled through a number of orgasms, but her moans were constantly muffled by the constant push of another cock into her open mouth.  The only breaks in the frenetic pace came when one of the men would succumb, and make a bee line up to Carol’s face with his throbbing bone.   The crowd parted like the Red Sea each time as, one-by-one, they took their turn unloading a wad of hot jism into Carol’s mouth.  Each time, load after load, as the admiring group cheered, Carol swallowed the thick spunk then retreated back into position for the next man in the rotation to climb between her thighs.  7 men in all eventually became cogs in this mechanical fucking machine, and each shot at least one load down her gullet.  By the time it started to break up, Carol was a mess.  Her hair was matted with sweat and numerous errant shots of coagulating cum.  Her skin, especially on her breasts and thighs was red and blotchy.  When it was down to the last two men, I made the decision to intervene.  I felt that Carol needed a break and I stood up and gave them the signal to stop.  Much to my shock (not to mention embarrassment), Carol sat up and snapped at me, “What the hell are you doing?”  I told her that I thought she needed a break, to which she replied, “I’ll decide when I need a break, damn it.”  As it happened Damon was the closest man to her, and she pulled him down between her thighs, his thick, black cock easily finding and impaling the gaping target of her swollen pussy, I could hear the snickers of a few of the men still within earshot of my chastisement.   As if to punctuate her point, Carol wrapped her legs around the young man and with a smile gamely returned his slamming strokes with some athletic ones of her own.  I could see the smiles on both their faces now as Carol pulled their mouths together to lock him in a deep kiss.  Damon quickly adjusted his angle and resumed his hammering pace, his taught ass driving his enormous cock into her like a piston.    

Feeling rather red-face, but having no real place to retreat to, I ducked inside the bathroom.  Within a minute, even through the closed door, I could hear Carol loudly announcing--certainly for my benefit-- another orgasm, compliments of Damon’s amazing black dick.  When I came out of the bathroom, Adrian approached me.  To his credit, he seemed to be very adept at sensing what people are feeling and knowing just what to say at any given moment.  He gave me a bit of a pep talk.  He seemed to really appreciate the difficulty of being the one in my particular position in this kind of circumstance.  “It can’t be easy,” he sympathized, “but you must really love her to let her follow her passion.”  And it was true.  I do love Carol, I always have and I always will.  Then, Adrian did something else, that at the time, seemed very kind—he put Monica in charge of babysitting me!  
By this time, Monica had moved to one of the stools in the kitchenette/bar area where she was giving her throat a well deserved rest.  She seemed perfectly comfortable sitting topless in the room full of men.  As things continued to simmer in the bedroom, and more of the guys began filing in to check out the action, we had a nice chat.  I jokingly asked her if sex was a regular feature of the hotel’s room service offerings.  She laughed, and then went on to explain how her involvement in this whole situation had come about.  Monica was a Romanian immigrant who had come to Chicago almost 10 years earlier at age 22 looking for a better life.  She started working in both the hotel’s housekeeping and dining room, often working double shifts while trying to fit in English lessons in the evenings.   It was as a housekeeper that she first became acquainted with CMC.  I still thought CMC was Adrian’s law firm at this point, so I really didn’t follow some of what she was telling me at first.  “I was cleaning a room after a party much like this,” she laughed, “and I began counting the condoms in the wastebaskets.”  Curiosity got the better of her, it seems, and she did some checking.  Eventually, she ran across Adrian who usually handles booking the rooms at the hotel.  “Now I’m just addicted,” she gushed, adding, “what women wouldn’t be!”  Although not a classic beauty, her face had a pleasant shape and fine features.  She also had a very natural ease about her that was punctuated by a crooked smile that was instantly endearing.  As it turned out, her relationship with Adrian had come to be mutually beneficial.  Adrian and some of the other members of his firm helped get her immigration status bumped up to resident alien, and she was soon applying to become a citizen.  “I am also in school now,” she said with pride, “I’m going to be a paralegal.”  Adrian got her some work at his office as well, but she continues to work a few shifts a week at the hotel.  “It’s pretty convenient,” she said and then nodded toward the bedroom where Carol’s moans continued to ring out, “and the fringe benefits are pretty good too!”  
After several minutes of polite conversation, but having run out things to say, we shared an awkward silence.  Finally, Monica broke the ice, “So…did you just want to talk…or?” She nodded toward the back bedroom with a smile.  When I eagerly returned the smile, she took my hand and led me to door.  In the little second bedroom she continued with phase two of her “hubby-sitting” duties.  Within minutes, we were having our own little party as Monica dutifully helped me disrobe.  Her skin was absolutely alabaster white and smooth to the touch.  Her breasts were small, but tipped with large, pink areolas and thick nipples that just begged to be twisted and pulled.  I had watched in admiration earlier as she skillfully handled the circle of men who had crowded around her to get their cocks primed.  Now I had her all to myself, and she showed off her skills at entertaining just one man—me.  Her well-practiced oral technique was flawless.  She licked my cock and balls with great patience before taking me into her mouth.  Her lithe little body and long black hair pulled back into a long ponytail really got my juices flowing and I could have easily spilled my load into her mouth in a minute as her face bobbed artfully up and down my erection, taking me progressively deeper with each transit.   A mixture of pride and not wanting the pleasure to end, however, steeled my will and I closed my eyes and concentrated on holding off.  Eventually, I had to pull back away from her skillful lips to keep from erupting.  Smiling, she crawled up the bed next to me and gave me a playful kiss.  “You have a really nice cock,” she said in a very flattering tone that made me instantly fall in love with her just a bit, “it’s kind of fun to suck a white one again…it’s been awhile.”  My mouth was now literally watering, and I was anxious to return her oral favors.  
I motioned for her to lay back and I stacked a couple pillows against the headboard to make a comfortable place for her to settle in.  She unzipped her hotel-issue skirt and wriggled out of it.  Beneath she wore a pair of tiny black panties that were quickly stripped off and discarded by the bedside.  As I crawled down the bed she relaxed into comfortable bent-knee position and spread her legs revealing one of the most delectable looking pussies I’d ever laid my eyes on.  Her long, flowing labia started right below her large, meaty clitoral hood.  Like petals of an exotic flower, her large, purple lips splayed open in neat, symmetrical double folds that ran down to the pink gap of her vaginal opening.  I could easily see the wet pink interior of her open pussy, permanently distended, no doubt, by the many black cocks that had entered her over the years.  She had just the smallest tuft of hair left above her otherwise smoothly shaved pussy, and a small tattoo right above her prominent pubic bone that I just glimpsed as her hand dropped down to strum her clit. As she settled back, she spread herself open and her middle finger wedged down into the folds until most of the digit disappeared into her vagina.  I watched transfixed as she worked her finger deeper, swirling it around the wide opening before pulling it back out again and again.  Her finger was completely coated with her creamy nectar and it made a shiny wet trail as it traced its way back up to her clit.  Unable to resist any longer, I eagerly buried my face into her delicious folds.  Eating Monica was a treat to all of my senses!  Her syrupy juices were tart and fresh and the large, smooth folds felt like wet velvet on my tongue.  Much to my delight, Monica was very verbal--telling me exactly how every movement of my lips and tongue felt.  She used her surprisingly strong hands to guide my head into her preferred position and enthusiastically praised my every effort in her beguiling eastern European accent.   I started intentionally at an achingly slow pace designed to build upon for maximum effect.  And by the time I had worked my way up to her clit now peeking out from its fleshy abode, it was swollen and beating in time to her rapidly increasing heart beat.  Pulling her meaty clitoral hood up with both thumbs, I sucked the bulbous little organ in and out of my mouth.  Monica’s constant talking all but stopped when I began swirling my tongue firmly around and around her incredible clit.  Now, an almost inaudible chirping replaced the dialogue and her hands began pressing my face harder against her pussy.  When she came, her legs snapped shut pinning my head between her thighs.  My tongue, still glued to her clit was mashed down even harder as she bucked her hips up into my face which seemed to make her cum even more intensely.   
The orgasm brought forth a wave of fragrant secretions that ran out of her open slit, coating my chin with slippery cream.  I heartily rolled my face in her wet folds, pressing my tongue deep into the cavernous recess of her gaping pussy to scoop out her syrupy secretions.  Monica played with my hair as I lapped up the juicy remains of her orgasm.  As I worked my tongue up and down her slit, her body gradually relaxed and her breathing slowed back to normal.  From this vantage point, I now had a clear view of Monica’s tattoo.  It was a small black spade with the letters CMC beneath in script.  “Adrian’s law firm?!” I puzzled, as I finished tenderly cleaning her silky folds.  I didn’t have long to think about it though, as soon Monica was urging me up on top of her.  I suddenly remembered that I didn’t have any condoms in the back bedroom, but when I told her, Monica just shrugged it off with a little laugh and continued to welcome me up and between her wide-spread thighs.  My cock was rigid, and as I slid into position over her, our bodies merged as if magnetically attracted.  My dick entered her wet, open slit without even a hint of resistance.  Her vagina, though roomy, was so hot and wet that I savored my first deep penetration for a long time before I began to fuck her in earnest.  I rolled my hips, swirling my rock-hard prick inside the open vault of her vagina as Monica leaned up to suck off her own juices still covering my neck and chin.  I hammered my cock deep into Monica with as much force as I could muster, but with less effect than I had hoped.  Like Carol, she had reached a point where her pussy was fairly immune to the straight ahead thrusts of an eight-inch cock of average girth.  Luckily, as I was reaching a point of near frustration, Monica canted her hips upward and verbally guided me toward an angle and pace that she found pleasurable.  

We settled into a moderate pace that, with the aid of her strumming fingers, seemed to be proceeding toward her second climax.  For several minutes I guided my cock up against the frontal wall of her slippery vagina, gradually generating the friction she required to make progress toward orgasm.  When she suddenly started to slip over the edge, I think we were both caught a bit off guard.  As her hips bucked, I lost ‘the spot’ and it appeared that she was going lose the momentum needed to have a satisfying climax.  I quickly pulled out and slipped down to finish the job with my mouth and fingers.  Her orgasm was long and somewhat halting, coming in slow waves before becoming as intense as her first.  I was surprised how quickly this all happened, as it can require great patience for me to bring Carol off these days.  As her spasms began to subside, Monica ordered me to finish fucking her.  “Cum in my pussy,” she sputtered as she hooked her hands under my arm pits and helped hoist me up between her legs.  Only about 5 hard thrusts into her sopping depths were needed to comply with her request, as I quickly fired off my load into her cavernous vagina.

Afterward, I lay on top of her savoring the afterglow of orgasm as my cock slowly softened in her gooey snatch.  Wiping the sweat off my forehead she said, “two orgasms, I’m impressed!”  Her fingers traced a line down my face and caressed my lips, “you are very talented with your mouth.”  As we kissed and tenderly explored each other’s bodies with our hands, I finally got around to asking about her tattoo.  “So what’s CMC,” I asked.  Rather perplexed, she answered, “it’s the club.”  “The club?” I pressed her.  “Yes silly, you know, the Chicago Mandingos Club,” she said the words with the practiced precision of a non-native English speaker.   It all started falling into place now.  Here I had thought that CMC was a law firm.  Monica went on to tell me that Adrian and a few of the others did, in fact, belong to the same law firm in the city, but CMC was the name of their gangbang group.  She also provided some other details about the group.  Adrian, it seems, was 2-sport athlete at Northwestern, and something of an infamous stud on campus.  The group had started while he and some of the others were in college as a way for them to exercise their outsized libidos.  “They started with cheerleaders,” Monica added with obvious amusement, “but worked their way up to hotel housekeepers!”  Apparently the group has grown considerably, and now includes several former Big-Ten athletes living in the Chicago area and beyond.  Adrian still acts as the club’s primary recruiter, but other members will often find girls and bring them to parties.   “They’ve set up kind of a network of girls all over the place,” Monica added, “sometimes they will even bring some of the girls along when they travel.”  From the sound of things, there is a pretty good turnover rate amongst the women.  “Not every girl can handle it, some of the guys are pretty large,” she said with a sense of purposeful understatement.  “Like Adrian,” I commented.  “And others,” she shot back quickly, trying to move the conversation along.  Her hand dropped to her tiny muff and she turned to show off her tattoo with pride.  “So it’s like the seal of approval, eh?” I said.  “Yep, I’m certified,” she laughed.  It was about that time we heard a growing chant starting to build outside the door, “Q, Q, Q, Q…”   “I guess it’s Q-time,” Monica stated almost blandly.  I had no idea what that meant, but it seemed obvious that it was some kind of event that need to be observed, as she got out of bed and signaled that I should join her.

While Monica and I had been occupied, the party had thinned out somewhat.  There were about 5 or 6 men left, including Adrian, Damon and Q all who were now gathered in the living room.  Carol was in the center, apparently just out of the shower once again and wearing her sheer pink robe tied at the waist.  She was sitting on the same ottoman where Monica had been perched earlier in the evening.  The Mysterious Mr. Q was standing in front of her, now shirtless.  His thickly muscled arms and huge hands caressed Carol’s shoulders as she worked to unbuckle his belt.  He looked like a NFL nose guard, not overly tall, but wide and thick across his muscular back with shoulder caps that made him look like he was still wearing football gear.  Although he carried a few extra pounds around his middle, Q was in impressive shape for a man in is 40’s and his sheer mass made him look quite imposing as he stood in front of my little bride.  Monica took me by the hand and led me to one of the sofas just across from where the large man was planted in front of Carol.  One of the men said to her as we sat down, “ya girl, he’s not gonna want to miss this.”  He was right!  I didn’t want to miss it.  As Carol worked his pants down over his thick ass, Q lowered his boxers revealing the thickest piece of meat I have ever seen swinging between the legs of a human being.   I almost didn’t believe my eyes as he hoisted the heavy organ up to shake it in Carol’s face.  Although still completely flaccid, it was easily twice the girth of any penis in the room—and that is saying something.  The thick, gnarled tube had a slight twist to it and looked like a mottled brown fire hydrant slowly bobbing in front of Carol’s transfixed stare.  “Oh my God, “she muttered in a mixture of amazement, lust and pure fear.  “Welcome to Chicago,” Q announced in a gravelly voice to a round of hoots and laughs from the remaining observers.  He handed off the massive member into Carol’s trembling hands and for the next several minutes Carol rolled and squeezed the amazing organ, slowly getting a feel for its enormous dimensions as it steadily swelled in response to her manipulations.  He was uncircumcised, and Carol seemed fascinated as she slowly stripped back the loose rolls of skin that covered its massive purple head.  Monica whispered in my ear, asking if I was OK watching.  I was certain that memories of her own first encounter with Q’s monster were still vivid in her mind.  I assured her that Carol was a big girl, and able to gauge her own limits.  I also couldn’t hide the fact that my own penis was steadily rising in my lap as I watched Carol slowly stroke Q’s incredible organ.  

By the time Carol took her first tentative licks around its swollen, mushroom head, Q’s cock had roughly doubled in length as the blood began filling its amazing mass.  As it stiffened, the twist in his thick shaft became more pronounced making it bend to one side like a thick vein-covered banana.  Nearly as long as Adrian’s handsome, foot-long missile, but more than twice as wide, Q’s cock looked impossibly large for any woman to handle.  Carol lifted Q’s enormous balls out of his boxers and hefted them, one at a time, in her little hand as she continued to nibble her way up and down his huge cock.  In seven plus years, I’ve watched my wife suck perhaps 100 dicks or more—many of which would be considered monsters by anyone’s standards.  But as Carol began straining to twist his incredible, fist-sized knob between her stretched lips, I knew that Q was in a category all his own.  “I can’t fit him in my mouth at all,” Monica whispered in my ear, as her hand suddenly discovered my bobbing erection, “I have to just lick it like an ice cream cone,” she added with a slight giggle, her hand now slowly stroking my penis.  With great difficulty, Carol finally had finally managed to wedge the enormous head inside her mouth, but she seemed powerless to do much with it once it was there.  She twisted her jaw and rotated her head slowly, but there was just no way anymore was going to fit inside.  She struggled a bit more until Q winced and warned her, “watch those teeth, Baby.”  After a minute, it was clear that she had done all she could do with it in her mouth.  Just disgorging the huge knob took a bit of thought, as she had to work her jaw around to slip it around her incisors.  The shiny peach-sized head emerged covered with slimy trails of saliva.  Carol took his amazing curved weapon in both hands and used the slippery juices to lube his full length.  Now fully erect, the loose skin that had covered his head had been taken up by his prodigious expansion in length.  The skin on his massive bone was tight, and large pulsing veins were visible running up his arching length.  The shaft of his incredible dong had vaguely the same profile as a double-barreled shotgun—extremely wide almost as if it were two dicks welded together beneath its thick, pulsing head.  As she stroked it between both palms, her thumbs converging on the underside, her stare was almost reverential—as if she had the holy grail of all black cocks in her hands.  Perhaps, indeed she did!  
Then, suddenly, Q backed away.  He bent down and picked Carol up--fireman style—and carried her off to the bedroom over his shoulder.  “Q’s not much for foreplay,” Adrian announced as he walked past me on his way to watch the action.  Monica’s skillful hand had felt wonderful on my rapidly reviving cock.  I was actually feeling a bit annoyed that I had to move, as the entertainment—both visual and manual—had been so stimulating.  This was clearly going to be the main event, however, and everybody now moved into the bedroom to witness the spectacle.  
I found out later that this was something of a CMC ritual or more accurately, a rite of passage, for all first time women invited to the group’s parties.  Monica called it “Q-testing.”  Q himself was something of an enigma.  A good deal older and far less gregarious than the other men, he clearly was an odd fit with the other members of the group.  He was, in fact, from a very different background.  He was actually a doorman at Adrian’s condo building, and his membership in the club, it seems, came about quite by accident.  As a doorman, he had struck up something of a passing friendship with Adrian.  He couldn’t help but notice the steady string of white women Adrian was marshalling around, often including up to his apartment.  Q had supposedly mentioned to Adrian at some point that he was envious of Adrian’s success with “all those beautiful ladies.”  This led to a further admission on Q’s part that it had been years since he’d hardly had sex at all.  An occasional visit to a prostitute was what had comprised his sex life.  When Adrian, his curiosity now piqued, asked why, Q told him—supposedly not in a boastful way--that, “I can’t find a woman that can fit my dick inside her.”  Even the prostitutes, he claimed, usually just ended up jacking him off—“and why pay for something I could do myself if I wanted to,” he reasoned.   A combination of pity and curiosity about his claims led Adrian to invite him to a party.   It apparently took several months to get the somewhat reclusive doorman to actually attend a CMC party.  But once he did—and everyone saw for themselves that he wasn’t exaggerating in the least about his endowment—he became something of a mascot for the group.  Q always waited till all the others had “primed the pump” before he took his turn.  A good strategy, too--as it is doubtful that any woman just walking in the door would have a prayer of handling him until she was first loosened up considerably.  Monica shared that she really didn’t like having sex with Q.  “He’s just too damn big,” she said her facial expression clearly indicating pain, “and he is just like a bulldozer too.”  Patience and gentleness were not his strong suits, I guess.  She also shared that some of other members didn’t care for Q’s approach either—feeing it drove more women away than anything.  But Adrian felt a very strong loyalty toward Q, and he was always invited to a new lady’s “christening” to add his own stamp of approval.  And now it was Q’s turn to add his stamp to my little wife.

It was clear from the start that Q was a solo-act.  None of the other men made any attempt to join in as he laid Carol down on the bed, spread her knees and began roughly kneading her pussy, stretching open her hole with his large thumbs.  Everyone stood around the bed as spectators.  Adrian whispered something to Monica, who then guided me to a chair at the bedside, and then, to my delight, she knelt down in front of me and took my half-hard member into her warm mouth and began gently working her oral magic.  Adrian shot me a wink and a thumbs up, that I returned with a smile as Monica’s head bobbed slowly in my lap.  Carol’s eyes were wide with a sense of understandable anxiety as Q crawled up between her legs and dropped his enormous, gnarled organ onto her belly with a hard thud.  Fully erect, his wide, bloated tube looked too impossibly large to ever fit inside any vagina, and as he began sliding its incredible twisted mass up and down between her thighs, Carol shot me a look that contained more than a little fear.

After Q had succeeded in working enough of Carol’s juices along the underside of his shaft to lubricate it to his satisfaction, he lifted his ass to drop his enormous head into position against her gaping slit.  All eyes now focused on the point of impending insertion—even Monica turned her head, skillfully keeping my knob between her lips, to watch.  As Q leaned into her, Carol’s hands dropped between her legs--almost in an act of self-defense-- to help manually spread herself open as his huge, flaring head slowly drove into her like an enormous wedge.  Bigger than my fist by a third, Q’s knob was the largest object to ever penetrate Carol’s experienced pussy, and she howled continuously as it cleared her opening and continued pressing deep inside her.  Her labia were stretched tightly around his wide, twisted shaft and thick fluid oozed out from around the margins as his massive tool displaced every bit of open space in her vagina.  She was already launching into first orgasm before he had even made it to the bottom of his first slow penetration.  His unbelievable girth had activated every stretch receptor in her pussy and she was literally writhing on his enormous bone before he had begun to even fuck her.  She didn’t have to wait long for that, though, as her obvious state of pleasure seemed to ignite the big man’s jets.  There was nothing fancy about Q’s style.  He just got into basic push-up posture over Carol’s crotch and began to hammer his incredible bent club down into Carol’s pussy over and over.  I suppose, with his size, there really isn’t much else one can do except to vary the pace now and then, but even this he kept the same—hard and fast.  Carol’s little body looked like a rag doll’s as she thrashed around under him in a continuous state of orgasm or near orgasm.  “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh Fuck…OH FUCK!” and then a moaning shriek.  Over and over, Carol ripped into orgasm as the grunting Q—almost detached from everything around him—mercilessly kept up the assault, the sweat running off him at first in drips then in streams.    In the 10 minutes or so he lasted, Carol, I believe, was almost in a state of shock, perhaps nearing black out.  Her eyes were open wide, but her eyeballs were completely rolled back in her head.  Her hands were mostly locked in a spastic grip of the bed sheets, but would occasionally lift and grope around Q’s muscular ass as it drove his massive piston down into her.  
Q lasted longer than I did, however, as I released my load into Monica’s throat somewhere in the midst of the spectacle.  Monica swallowed my load and then dutifully continued to lick and suck my spent pecker, as I watched the muscular black man finish giving my wife what may have been—up until that point—the most intense fucking of her life.  By the time Q was nearing his climax, Carol was beyond the point of exhaustion and her body had gone nearly limp.  When he finally lifted himself up, hoisting his enormous, arching dong up and out of her pussy, Carol groaned at the sudden extraction.  A stream of fluid flooded the sheets beneath her as Q pulled the massive cork out of her hole.  As he crawled up over her torso, I got a clear look at her fairly destroyed pussy.  Beet red and gaping, I could see deep into its battered recesses as her large puffy labia hung down in long folds along her wet, sticky inner thighs.  The juices continued to slowly run out of her loose slit and down the crack of her ass.  But the action was now heading in the other direction, as Q dragged his massive bone up her body, dropping it in her cleavage and roughly squeezing her large tits together to sandwich them around his enormous, greasy shaft.  Almost immediately, however, he sat up and swung his huge cock out over Carol’s face--his orgasm was closer at hand than he thought.  “You ready for the Q-shot, Baby?” he growled at Carol who—still in a near catatonic state—mumbled something incoherent, but instinctively opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.  As Q’s massive head dropped toward her lips, Carol suddenly seemed to perk up, her hands flailing up to cradle the wide shaft and directing the huge head into place over her chin.  Her tongue curled under the flaring knob and she began to forcefully milk his shaft between her palms, just below the pulsing head.  Without any warning, Q’s seed started to pour out in a steady, bubbling stream.  Completely stoic, he made not a sound as the spunk gurgled from his huge flaring knob directly into Carol’s waiting mouth below.  He came not in jets or spurts, but more like spasmic waves of jism that ran out in long, viscous bursts.  His massive balls lifted over and over as the muscular contractions pumped his thick spunk up and out of his long, trembling bone.  About mid-climax, Q finally broke his silence, “Ya Baby, that’s right…take all of Q’s cum.” What Q’s eruptions may have lacked in intensity, they surely made up for in duration, as the rhythmic, pumping flow continued for what seemed like nearly a minute.  As his long, slow ejaculations began filling Carol’s mouth to overflowing, the big man’s thick cream started to trickle out of the corners of her lips and down her cheeks in viscous, white globs.  “The single largest quantity of cum I’ve ever seen from one man,” would later be Carol’s no-nonsense description of Q’s load massive.  Of course, Q would be a record holder in many categories after that night.  Q gave his cock a few last shakes, coaxing the last drops out.  When he had finally expressed the last of his seed between her outstretched lips, Carol gingerly closed her mouth, tipped her head and swallowed his entire prodigious load to the cheers of everyone in the room—including Monica who had taken up a spot beside me on the arm of my bedside chair.  Q gave an approving nod to Carol, who returned the gesture with a triumphant smile.  

As Q rolled off the bed, he swung his thick member—still covered with the curdled remains of drying fuck juices—right into Monica’s face.  Right on cue, she swaddled his steadily softening monster with her tongue, lapping up the stringy gore like it was the finest of delicacies.  He lifted the meaty mass so she could work her way underneath to clean the frothy crust from its base and from around his heavy balls.  He glanced back over his shoulder at Carol’s tiny, crumpled body, his eyes lingering on the distended, dripping gash between her legs.  Then his eyes turned to meet mine and he rested a huge hand on my shoulder, “you got one hell of a little lady there,” he said with a broad, gap-toothed smile.  Even before Q had finished availing himself of Monica’s cleaning services, two of the remaining men—the ever-ready Damon was one of them-- had hopped onto the bed with Carol, both sporting solid erections.  Though she was thoroughly soaked with sweat and cum, the men seemed completely unfazed.  They stroked their reviving cocks, and they were intent on putting them to use again as soon as possible.  Damon rolled Carol over on her side and began taking up a position behind her while the other man directed his cock down toward her face.  Carol moaned as Damon’s huge cock entered her battered, swollen pussy from the rear, but the sound was soon muffled as the other man’s cock filled her mouth.  Every fiber of my being told me to intervene, but remembering my earlier chastening by Carol, I held my tongue.  As Q stepped out of the room to dress and say his goodbyes, I watched a bit longer while the two men continued to satisfy themselves with what was left of Carol’s spent body.  After quickly abandoning her massively stretched pussy, Damon was busily impaling Carol’s ass with long, smooth strokes.  I stared, almost with the dazed look of someone in a trance, as her gaping sphincter swallowed his massive bone again and again.  As some of the others began exiting the hotel room, the two men continued taking turns fucking Carol’s ass.  On all fours, with her ass thrust in the air, she welcomed them to savage her back door as she lay groaning beneath them in total submission.  Carol was well beyond the point of being an active participant.  She just grunted incoherently as the men used her like a piece of meat.  I couldn’t bear to watch any longer. 
I soon retreated to the back bedroom.  Monica came in after a while to retrieve her skirt and panties.  She said her goodbyes, and kissed me on the forehead before leaving.  She could see the pain on my face, I’m certain.  “They are really giving her the full work out tonight,” she said, with a note of sympathy in her voice.  “But I’m sure it’ll be done soon.”  The sounds of continued fucking, however, went on for a surprisingly long time.  I was amazed that Carol could continue on for as long as she did, but I resigned myself to just sit and wait until everyone had left.  It was after 3:00am before I heard the door close for the last time, and silence filled the room.
When I finally went to check on Carol, she was already fast asleep.  She lay on her side in a semi-fetal position amidst the spoiled sheets covered with wet, slimy puddles of ooze now caked and drying all around her.  The smell of sweat and sex hung heavily in the moist air as I surveyed the destroyed bed and Carol’s tiny frame curled up in its spunk-soaked center.  Much to my amazement, my cock sprung into an immediate, rock-hard erection.  The sight of my dear wife’s ravaged body, something that might have inspired pity or jealousy in most men, instead filled me with overwhelming desire.  I crawled up on the bed and slid into a spooning position behind her.  The sheets were cold and wet--an unavoidable minefield of damp splotches and sticky puddles.  As I spooned against her, I kissed her neck and shoulder, trying to avoid the white, crusted remains of dried cum hanging in her hair and covering the soft, pink skin around her delicate earlobes.  Below, my cock felt like a red-hot, iron spike as it pressed hard against the mottled red flesh of Carol’s ass.  Her skin was tacky with half dried secretions, as I rolled my stiff erection around her bottom.  After several minutes, Carol’s body still hadn’t stirred at all except for the steady rise and fall of her breathing—she was in that complete, coma-like slumber that comes from utter exhaustion.  Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore, such was the burning need I felt welling up inside me.  I wriggled lower down behind Carol, and maneuvered my throbbing dick toward her puffy, red slit.  My cock was leaking profusely and the clear fluids were plenty to easily grease my knob’s way past her swollen labia.  A pang of terrible guilt shot through me as I penetrated her comatose body.  Once inside, she was incredibly loose and slippery with coagulating secretions.  The heat from her friction-worn interior felt like a furnace on the tight skin covering my throbbing bone and before I could even manage a few full thrusts in and out, I felt the uncontrollable spasms begin.  My orgasm was quick and pathetic.  I could feel a few weak dribbles start to leak out of my convulsing head.  I tried in vain to fight for control before finally giving in to my guilty semi-climax.  Soon, my shrunken penis dropped out of her gaping vaginal opening, trailed by a wet glob of anonymous spunk--deposited earlier, but freed now by my probing.  Through it all, Carol had slept peacefully; unaware I had even entered her.  The mixture of guilt at what practically constituted raping my unconscious wife and the sheer sense of my own inadequacy swept over me as I looked down in shame at my pathetic, withered organ—now covered in a thick mass of the gelatinous remains from her other lovers.  I wept as I rolled over, finally falling asleep after a fitful hour of remorseful tossing and turning.
Sometime before morning, Carol got out of bed and entered the bathroom.  I awoke to the sounds of her coughs and wretching.  I got up to investigate.  Carol looked awful.  She was bent over the toilet and was obviously feeling quite ill.  As I have said, Carol is normally a very light drinker and she had consumed far more wine that evening than I had witnessed in a long while.  She also hadn’t eaten anything since we arrived in Chicago—a common occurrence when she’s nervous—but I’m sure it magnified the alcohol’s effect.  Within a minute or so of my arrival on the scene, she became violently ill.  I rubbed her back as she hovered over the toilet in misery.  When she finally vomited, the entire contents of her stomach emptied into the toilet in three or four lurching spasms.  Cum, curdled and rancid--a quart or more of it-- filled the bowl.  Without a word, or any attempt to even clean herself up, Carol staggered straight back to bed.  The first bolus had somewhat missed its mark.  It ran down the side of the toilet, and formed a puddle at the foot of the stool.  The sight of the thick, spoiled semen almost made me ill as well, and I quickly covered it with a towel and cleaned up the rim and seat before turning off the lights and crawling back in bed beside her.  When I asked her if she was all right, she just shushed me and rolled over—still exhausted by her ordeal.
As Carol slept in, I went around the suite and tidied up as best I could.  In order to spare some selfish embarrassment, I picked up a handful of condoms littering the floor.  Though at some point in the evening the condom rule was casuallytossed aside, there still were a number of them laying on carpet surrounding the bed.  I also finished cleaning up the gooey mess on the bathroom floor, the pungent smells of cum and stomach acid making my gut do flip-flops.  The maid knocked around 11:00, but with a strangely knowing smile moved on when I told her we weren’t ready for housekeeping services yet.  Sometime about noon Carol finally awoke and quietly got into the shower without a word.  As she showered, I went down the hall and got a bucket of ice, knowing that she’d probably want a cold compress for her battered bottom.  I also heated some water for tea, and made her a cup while she finished up in the bathroom.  “You look a lot better than you did the last time I saw you,” I said trying to be both upbeat and amusing in reference to her middle-of-the-night illness.  After covering the sheets with the bedspread, she propped up some pillows and reclined as I brought her the tea and prepared an ice pack.  She unwrapped the towel from around her waist and gently inspected the puffy folds of her swollen, red bottom.  She politely accepted the cold pack and pressed it against the searing flesh of her crotch with a look of relief.  She was very quiet, seemingly lost in her own thoughts.  After several minutes she finally offered in a low voice, “I see you picked the place up,” then thanked me for doing it before returning to her pensive silence.  I was extremely curious about what she was thinking.  Though never effusive in these ‘morning after’ conversations, she was unusually quiet this morning—as if something was particularly weighing on her mind.  It occurred to me that it had been nearly 24 hours since Carol had eaten anything.  I was hungry too.  I suggested calling room service, but Carol said that she didn’t really want anything too filling.  I surmised that her stomach was still not back to normal.  Since she seemed to be lost in her thoughts anyway, I decided that I’d go downstairs and grab a bite without her, and offered to bring her back something light.  I leaned over to kiss her before I left--she turned to offer her cheek.

I was gone for less than an hour.  As instructed, I charged my meal to the room and got some fruit and a bagel to go to bring back to the room.  When I got there, Carol was gone.  A vague and hastily scrawled note, “Be back later,” was waiting for me on the bar.  For nearly 3 hours, I sat in the room and waited.  There I sat, alone—except for the half an hour or so the maid spent cleaning.  She was a middle aged, Hispanic woman—and I couldn’t help notice her nervous glances toward me when she finally got around to stripping the sheets in the master bedroom.  I could feel my face redden, knowing that this was probably not the first time she had cleaned this suite after a CMC party.  I eventually had to leave the room until she was finished—something I should have done earlier.  As 4:00 pm approached, still having heard nothing from Carol, I began to worry.  Several calls to her cell phone went unanswered—going right to voicemail.  We would have to be to the airport by 7:30 or so to catch our flight, and I began to gather our things to make packing easier.
Carol finally arrived about 4:30; she walked in with Adrian, linked arm and arm.  I couldn’t exactly put my finger on it at the time, but something seemed different about her.  The conversation started rather matter-of-factly, with the normal exchange of pleasantries, but soon changed in tenor.  Up until this point, Adrian had been extremely polite and almost deferential toward me, but now he began to markedly change before my eyes—within a few minutes he was almost like a completely different person.  At first, cold and business-like, and then self-assured to the point of cockiness, and finally rudely aggressive.  “A deal had been struck,” he informed me, and he was there to tell me, “how things were going to work from now on.”  At first I reacted with confusion more than anything else.  But as he began describing ‘the deal,’ my confusion turned to disbelief.  As he put it, “she is ours now,” he said as he lewdly groped Carol’s breasts right in front of me.  “These tits,” he roughly squeezed them, “are my tits.”  Then reaching down, he spun Carol around, hiked up her skirt and rudely spread her pantiless ass cheeks, “This ass…this is my ass.”  Now, with Carol bent over his lap, he emphasized his point by jamming his fingers into her pussy.  “This PUSSY…this belongs to me now, UNDERSTAND!?”  The whole thing was so sudden and so incredulous; I thought that the whole thing had to be a joke.  I looked at Carol, waiting for some small signal that this must be some kind of put on.  But her eyes remained locked onto Adrian’s stern face with a look of utter devotion.  Adrian pulled out his fingers, causing Carol to shriek at the sudden emptiness.  A thick wad of fresh cum covered his hand, and even more ran down Carol’s thigh.  As he finished explaining that my wife was now “CMC property” and, as such, no longer bound to the contract of her marriage to me, Carol pulled Adrian’s hand to her face and licked the curdled semen off his fingers.  My next thought was that somehow he had drugged Carol.  Was she hearing all of this??!!  Why wasn’t she running to my side??!  When I tried to pull her away from him she pushed me away.  “Admit it, Honey,” she said dismissively, “this is what you always wanted anyway, isn’t it?”  She leaned in against Adrian’s muscular body, pressing her breasts hard into his chest.  “It’s all in the contract,” Adrian said coldly to me, then smiled at Carol.  She smiled back and they both shared a knowing little laugh.  Adrian kissed Carol lewdly in front of me, intentionally jamming his tongue into her mouth before turning and heading toward the door.  “I gotta go make some calls,” he said, “I’ll leave you two alone…you have a lot to talk over.”  Carol assured Adrian that she would explain everything to me, as I sat on the ottoman in a state of shock.  “What time do you need to be at the airport?” he asked Carol.  Carol replied and the two whispered a bit more, exchanging one last kiss before he finally exited.
The shock of what had just happened made what followed seem like something of a blur—I listened, not sure whether what I was hearing was part of some strange, bad dream.  First Carol started by softening some of the harsh rhetoric Adrian had just hammered me with.  “He was just trying to shake you up,” she assured me.  Well, he had a done a pretty good job!  “And all that stuff about ‘his property’…what the hell was all that?” I stammered.  She claimed that it was all part of what she called the “game”; just part of a role play she assured me.  “It’s nothing you have to worry about,” she continued, “as long as you follow the rules.”  But, I was worried, very worried.  The contract that Adrian referred to, I was to soon learn, the packet of papers I had signed and returned a few weeks before.  I hadn’t thought to keep any copies, but a quick read had led me to believe that it was pretty much just a confidentiality agreement, and a liability waiver.  “Well, it’s a bit more complicated than that,” Carol said, a look of worry beginning to cross her face now too.  She pulled a manila envelope out of her purse and opened it.  She spread out about a dozen photos on the coffee table.  It didn’t take long for me to recognize that they were a fair sampling of images from the previous evening’s goings on.  The room, I then found out, was completely wired with cameras and sound!  As I went into the bedroom looking for the hidden camera (there were actually 3 in each bedroom), I was now in an absolute rage.  Carol, however, seemed unbelievably calm as she sat thumbing through the photos.  When I was done stomping around, I dropped down next to her on the sofa.  “What are we going to do?” I asked her.  Then she pulled out a photo of me eating Monica’s pussy.  “Oooo, this is nice shot!” she said with a chuckle, “Did she enjoy the golden tongue?”  Her tone was again dismissive, almost bordering on patronizing.  I firmly repeated my question.  Then she turned to me with a look of pure anger in her eyes.  “We are going to play by the damn rules!” she growled at me.  
I was upset, scared and angry about the situation.  I had assumed, up until that point, that Carol was equally so.  But then I saw the way she was looking at the pictures.  There was no anger or fear there in her eyes—just pure lust!  In the next half hour’s discussion, it became clear to me that Carol not only accepted the situation—she welcomed it.  The conversation began with the reminder that none of this would have happened if, as she put it, I hadn’t sub-consciously wanted it to happen.  She went all the way back to the beginning—how I had pushed her to explore her horizons, how I had encouraged her to swing, how I had set up everything to make this not just a possibility, but as she put it—an absolute certainty.  Hadn’t I brought home those interracial movies, hadn’t I encouraged her to talk about, think about, fantasize about her young black patients.  Hadn’t I even participated in going out to find black lovers for her?!  “Well, damn it!” she snarled, pulling out a picture of Q poised over her with his enormous black cock, hovering just over her pussy, ready to impale her, “I guess that you reap what you sow, huh?”   Then she added just to twist the knife a bit more, “There’s a video too, by the way—I got to see a little bit of it this afternoon.”  “The part with you at the end was especially entertaining,” she continued, her tone turning icy cold.  I knew instantly what she meant.  She’d obviously seen the pathetic rape of her comatose pussy.   Suddenly my face felt hot with embarrassment and guilt, and I got up and started out of the room.  I pretended not to get her meaning, but she wouldn’t let it pass so easily.  “So, just how often do rape unconscious women anyway?” she asked derisively.    “Well, I guess I’m glad that I at least got to see it,” she added sarcastically, raising her voice making sure I would hear every word, “since I slept through it the first time!”      
Slumped on the couch with my head in my hands, I was at the point of tears now.   Carol, however, quickly switched gears and sat down next to me.  Rubbing my back, she assured me that everything was going to be OK, “Nothing much is going to change, really.  Adrian says that I will come to Chicago once in awhile, and it won’t even cost us anything.”  “And you want me to be happy, don’t you?” she said, turning on her considerable charm.  It was all too much to take in, and my head was spinning.  “Well, you just think about it,” she said as she stood up and began undressing, “I need to grab a quick shower.”  Then, very intentionally, she stood up right in front of me while she removed her skirt and panties.  I immediately saw the gauze bandage just above her pubic bone.  I knew immediately what that bandage was covering.  She looked down at me with a perfectly evil little smile—a smile that told me that she knew that I knew as well.  It was at that moment that I also knew that the tables had turned completely in our relationship.  Even as she related the story of getting the tattoo and having it christened by the tattoo artist and his partner, each of them taking turns blowing their load one after another deep inside her pussy, I couldn’t help myself.  Carol knew as well.  She stepped even closer and grasped my head gently in her hands and firmly pressed my face into her crotch.  As she stroked my hair, I sucked her tender folds in and out of my lips tasting the bitter, salty remnants of semen still working their way out of her.  “There now, you see?” she said in the most tender, motherly whisper, “everything is going to be just fine.”
When Adrian called, he told us the limo would be out front of the hotel at 6:00pm.  As the driver put our bags in the front passenger seat, Carol and I hopped in back.  Adrian was already seated in the back seat; he was accompanied by Damon.  Carol settled into the spot between them and I took a seat across from them, with my back to the driver.  Adrian’s demeanor hadn’t changed much from earlier, and he treated me coldly.  “So, now you know what our agreement is, right?” he said calmly as the car pulled away from the curb.  I nodded.  “And you know what happens if you think about changing your mind?”  Carol interceded on my behalf explaining to Adrian that “we have talked it all through, and everything is going to be just fine.”  Almost instantly, Adrian was all smiles again, the tough-guy persona fell away once again and he happily exclaimed, “Good, good…I’m glad he knows how things are going to work from here on out.”  “Does he know about Damon?” he continued.  “Actually no, we didn’t really get that far,” Carol replied.  As we drove through the city Adrian explained that each CMC girl gets to pick “her special Daddy.”  The term actually amused me, as Damon—Carol’s choice-- was easily young enough to be her own son.  With that, Carol slid over and began making out with her young, black paramour.  The two of them groped each other while Adrian went over the arrangement.  Carol would make herself available for occasional CMC parties in Chicago.  He made sure to add that CMC would generously cover all travel expenses, but that Carol would—in the future—be travelling alone.  He added with a bit of a chuckle that, “he couldn’t afford to tie up one of his girls babysitting another woman’s husband.”  Turning to Carol he asked mockingly, “That would be a terrible waste of a perfectly good black-cock whore, now wouldn’t it.”  Carol laughed and nodded in agreement, making me squirm in my seat in discomfort.  Just about then, Carol began slipping down to unzip Damon’s bulging pants.  Adrian  grabbed Carol’s wrist and stopped her.  “I think we ought to let your husband seal the deal.”  I could feel my eyes grow wide as he motioned me to kneel down in front of Damon.  “You do it!” he ordered.  When I hesitated, he repeated the command.  I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes as I leaned forward and slipped down in front of Damon.  I could feel the driver’s eyes upon me in the rear view mirror as Carol caressed my hair and requested that I do as Adrian said. 
I unzipped Damon’s pants and shrugged them down around his knees.  I could clearly see the outline of his thick bulge straining against the fabric of his underwear.  A wet spot was already soaking through the thin material where his arching shaft met the pulsing head of his growing erection.  I turned to Carol and then to Adrian—they both motioned for me to continue.  I lowered his tight shorts until his full length was free of the waistband.  “Now, feed your wife a real, man-sized cock,” Adrian commanded.  Hesitantly, I grasped the swaying, black organ in my hand.  It felt hot and alive as it throbbed in my grip.  The musty odor exuding from his jet-black manhood filled my nostrils as it continued swelling visibly before me.  As I grasped his shaft firmly, a large droplet of clear fluid emerged from the tip of his pulsing knob and began flowing over its wide, flaring contour.   As Carol lay down across Damon’s muscular thigh, she kissed me on the cheek before moving her head over to lap up the little stream of sticky sap before engulfing the whole head between her lips.  I held on to his ebony shaft until my wife’s hand slid down to replace mine.  I returned to me seat to watch while for the next several miles she lovingly licked and sucked his thick, vein-covered cock.   The young man gently caressed her ears and ran his long fingers through her hair as Carol’s head began rhythmically bouncing up and down his long bone.   Adrian’s hand was up Carol’s skirt the whole time, and I recognized the familiar smell of her pussy that soon filled the air. It was obviously responding to his enthusiastic fingering and she wriggled her ass back against his hand.  As we entered the O’Hare gates, the driver—who had been keeping half an eye on the road and the other half in his mirror watching the back seat action--announced our impending arrival.  Almost on cue, Damon rudely grabbed Carol’s head in his large hands and began pumping his hips up against her face.  Carol took the punishing thrusts without a sound as Damon’s full length disappeared down her throat with every upward thrust of his hips.  Finally, with a series of long, low grunts, his body froze and he emptied himself into her gullet.  Carol’s mouth gripped the base of his cock through it all until he groaned and begged to be let loose from her oral stranglehold.  Gradually, she loosened her lip lock and with a long, slow head-shaking maneuver, disgorged the shiny black tool from her throat.  Carol lovingly lapped up the few last globs of semen that adhered to his thick, black shaft.  With artful, swirling licks she polished off the slippery trails of saliva that coated Damon’s dick until it was clean and dry.  As his erection slowly subsided, Carol continued to gently nurse on his fat knob.  With her head reclined on Damon’s muscular stomach, she continued to loll the softening organ around in her mouth until the driver had pulled into the lot and put the limo into park.  As travelers hurried by the tinted windows of the limo, Carol finally released his soft, meaty dong and tenderly helped Damon tuck it back down his thigh so he could pull up his boxer briefs.  Then, with a huge smile, she came across the back seat and kissed me full on the mouth.  “I mean it…everything is going to work out just fine,” she whispered to me in a hopeful, assuring tone.  All that I was aware of at that moment, however, was the taste Damon’s salty seed on my wife’s lips. 
As the driver unloaded our suitcases onto the curb, Adrian and Damon playfully sandwiched Carol between them and gave her a last groping goodbye.  They roughly squeezed her breasts through her sweater, intentionally making a show of it in front of me.  Adrian gave me a final, hard look and told me to ‘remember my place.’  As Carol and I exited the limo, her face was quite flushed, and her clothes still disheveled from the eventful ride to the airport.  As she hurriedly put herself together using the reflection of the mirrored window of the limo, it lowered a crack and Adrian reminded her, “We’ll see you on the 17th.”  Over hearing, my mind rapidly did the silent calculation…the 17th was just under two weeks away (and, by coincidence, the date of our wedding anniversary).  As the limo pulled away, I gently confronted her about it, but she sternly deflected me with a dismissive, “we’ll have to talk about this later.”        
We didn’t talk though, not on the ride home, and hardly at all for several days afterward.  I was sullen and brooding about what had happened in Chicago.  Carol was intent on simply sweeping it all under the rug.  To her, this was seemingly just a continuation of our longstanding agreement to give each other the ‘space’ to explore.  But I knew that this was something very different.  When the whole thing finally came to a head, it turned into a real knock-down drag-out fight that strung out over many days.  I told her how humiliating it had been for me to be treated that way I was—in the hotel room and especially in the limo--but she just shook her head.  To her, all of Adrian’s threats and bluster were just part of some harmless game—just part of a role play.  “And getting your pussy permanently branded?” I shouted, in reference to her tattoo, “Is that just part of a game?”  Carol, who has always been fairly anti-tattoo (she had argued endlessly with our daughter on the subject), had a harder time arguing this point.  She claimed, rather unconvincingly, that she had just gotten swept up in the spirit of the whole thing.  “I actually kind of like it,” she said, rubbing the still-tender patch of skin on her lower abdomen through her nightgown, but smiling in an attempt to defuse my anger.  “And property?  Really, now you are property?” I asked her incredulously.  She again completely dismissed me, maintaining that I was simply taking all of this way too seriously.  As the 17th approached, however, I had decided that I must stand my ground.  A few days before that date, I told her that I was putting my foot down.  She was, under no circumstances, going to Chicago!  My show of anger just made her laugh, “I have a car; I know how to get to the airport…how are you going to stop me?”  She had called my bluff, and I immediately knew that I may have made a mistake.  I had forced the whole issue to an ultimatum—and pushed Carol’s back up against a wall.  
For the next few days, Carol left the house for the gym early each morning and came home from work late each night with hardly a word for me.  She slept in the guest room, the first time we had slept apart in our home out of anger in many, many years.  On Friday morning before she left, she placed a note on the kitchen counter.  It was short and to the point:  ‘She was not going to be told what to do, she was going to Chicago, and she would be back on Monday’...and if any of this was something that I felt I couldn’t live with?  Well, that was my decision.  I remember reading the note with my jaw hanging open.  Just before midnight that evening the phone rang.  The caller ID said it was the 312 area code—Chicago.  I picked it up, thinking it must be Carol.  Instead, it was Adrian.  His message for me was also brief.  “I heard you gave Carol an ultimatum?” he asked.  Then with a little laugh he held up the phone so that I could clearly hear the sounds coming from the background.  Carol’s shrieks and moans were unmistakable.  After a minute or so, Adrian’s voice returned to the receiver, “Well, I guess she made up her mind, huh?”  Then he hung up.  
This was the first time that I ever actually contemplated the possibility that I might lose Carol.  I wasn’t sure if she had been ‘in on it’ when Adrian called that night (she would later claim no), but it made me realize that this situation carried the potential to end our marriage.  After sitting around feeling helpless for a day or so, I decided that I needed a plan.  I wasn’t going to give up without a fight.  The first thing I needed, I decided, was more information about Adrian and the CMC.  Monica had told me a few things, but I needed to know more.  That is when I made the decision to hire a private investigator.  I had a former co-worker who handled security at our company.  I knew that he had connections, so I called him.  What I really wanted was the name of a reliable P.I. in the Chicago area.  I was surprised how quickly things proceeded and I had a name and number by 9:00 a.m. on Monday morning.
Just making the call took some courage.  I knew that it would entail having to tell the investigator all the humiliating details of my story.  To his credit, he was very professional.  He assured me that he’d ‘seen and heard it all’ over the years.  I told him all I that knew, and I recounted every detail as best as I could remember.  He asked if I had a copy of the documents I had signed.  Like a fool, I hadn’t bothered to hardly read them, let alone make any copies.  At that point, Adrian was just a friendly guy who convinced me of his need to protect his need for discretion—something that I understood and believed because Carol and I had always been careful in that regard ourselves.  Carol seemed so comfortable with him and so anxious to make the connection that I just signed unthinkingly.  The P.I. assured me that he had plenty of information to start working with.  He told me that he’d start doing some research and that I could plan to hear back from him in a week or so.  Meanwhile, I started doing a little research of my own.
Carol and Adrian had mostly been conversing using Skype, so there wasn’t much of a record of their correspondence.  I was able to recover a few deleted emails from the past week (earlier ones were automatically cleared from the ‘deleted’ folder).  From these, at least I found out her flight information.  She’d wouldn’t be arriving back home until early that evening.  The last email I found and opened, however, felt like a dagger in my chest.  It wasn’t long, or didn’t go into much detail, but it contained one sentence that I must have read over and over a hundred times:  “I swear I may never have sex with any small-dicked white guys again…why bother?  LOL!”  Then I remembered back to when she had said something similar months earlier after our meet-up with Gary and Doreen and the disappointing encounter with her muscle-bound steroid boy in Florida.  She had said that she was ‘through with worthless white men.’  I was left to wonder whether that now included her own husband.
Carol came home, and without a word, began unpacking.  At least she seemed to be moving back into our bedroom.  I must admit that curiosity was almost killing me.  I had become so conditioned over the years to hearing the details (when I wasn’t actually there to watch) of her encounters with other men.  But I carefully refrained from asking any questions about her weekend, and she wasn’t offering any information.  We entered into a period of what can only be described as a ‘cold peace’ in our interactions.  Gradually, over the ensuing weeks, the civility did begin returning to our relationship, and I could almost believe that things were getting back to normal.  The huge exception, of course, was our sex life.  We went nearly two weeks without as much as sharing a kiss.  The absence of physical contact was, for me, painful.  Sex had, over the past several years, become so central a part our relationship that without it, no matter how civil we remained, it seemed completely hollow and almost devoid of any true sense of love.  Soon, with my long stretches of free time during the day due to my unemployment, I found myself back on-line looking for ways to fill that void.  I finally got around to emailing Doreen, who was more than eager to set up a meeting—without Gary’s knowledge of course.  Although my present personal situation made me more keenly aware than ever of the hurtful side of infidelity, I was easily able to rationalize it by defining Gary as a worthless asshole in my own mind, and I met with Doreen for a much-needed ego boost.  Fucking her took the edge off my own psychic pain, and had the beneficial side effect of relieving some of the chronic horniness I felt due to Carol’s complete neglect of my physical needs.  Meanwhile, my P.I. was coming up with some interesting information on Adrian and the CMC.    
Adrian, I was informed, was a full partner at one of the most prestigious law firms in Illinois.  With offices in Chicago, Rockford and Evanston, the firm boasted a clientele that included many of the state’s most prominent companies and individuals.  His rise at the firm, as he described it, was “meteoric.”  He confirmed that Adrian was a former star athlete at Northwestern, before entering law school.  That was all in the official bio.  On the more personal side, Adrian was known to be a notorious womanizer since his days in college, he had only average grades there and in law school, and his rapid rise to partner in the firm was reputedly due to some questionable ethical behavior.  “He was fucking the hell out of two of the senior partners’ wives,” the P.I. reported.  When he got caught, however, he wasn’t fired.  In fact, he had somehow parlayed that fact to his own advantage by blackmailing the partners into promoting him.  I guess making Adrian a partner was preferable to the information getting out that their wives were addicted to the attentions of a handsome, young black man.  Later, according to court records, one of the partners actually had briefly named Adrian as a party in the couple’s divorce proceedings.  The matter was mysteriously dropped, however, and Adrian never had to appear in court.  The divorce was quietly settled, with the wife surprisingly, according to unofficial reports, ‘taking the lawyer for everything he was worth.’
It took the P.I. a bit more work, and an additional payment of $2,000 to uncover some of the facts surrounding the CMC.  The group was actually incorporated under articles of Illinois statute as a “For-Profit Social Club.”  According to records received from the state department of revenue, CMC had assets of nearly three-quarters of a million dollars.  From what he could find out, the membership is somewhere near 225, and members pay monthly dues of between $500 and $1,000.  The Illinois Secretary of State’s office revealed that Adrian was listed as CMC’s president, and the organization had a board of directors with 5 members.  “These guys are smart, and well-organized,” the P.I. said, with almost a hint of admiration in his voice.  CMC too had appeared in court records.  They had been sued 3 times.  In each instance, however, the charges had eventually been dropped.  This meant, as he explained, that either a settlement between the parties had been reached, or the complainant had chosen to drop the proceedings.  The way the records are kept, it was not possible to know what had really happened in these cases.  The P.I. did get names and contact information for both the parties in all 3 of the CMC suits and for the lawyer in the divorce case.  He then gave me the option of following up these leads, or just giving me the information to pursue on my own.  To save money, and maybe to keep from having to reveal any more about my own personally embarrassing situation than I had already, I chose the latter.
After more than two weeks of the cold shoulder treatment, I swallowed my pride and told Carol how desperate I was to make love to her again.  It had been agony to watch her undress at night or to see her stepping out of the shower and being constantly deprived of all physical contact.  The night that I finally broke down and told her, she was reading a book in bed alongside me.  I could feel the tears welling in my eyes as I spoke, and Carol set down her reading and welcomed me on top of her.  We kissed gently for a long time, and slowly we could feel the passion growing back, filling the cold void that had existed for so long between us.  Something else was growing too.  My cock was throbbing as it pressed hard into her thigh.  Finally, Carol relented.  She sat up and pulled off her night gown, and instantly my face fell into her cleavage kissing and sucking my way up and around her beautiful breasts.  Carol stroked my hair tenderly while I paused to tell her again how much I had missed her affections.  I worked my way down her firm belly and set up between her parted thighs.  Her clit was already swelling out from its fleshy lair and the smell her fresh juices beginning to flow made my mouth water.  As I began slowly flicking my tongue over her throbbing button, Carol playfully cooed that one thing that she had certainly missed was my “golden tongue.”  Her pussy seemed to be telling me the same thing as it pretty instantly was creamy-wet.   I made slow lapping strokes up and down her long slit, pausing to suckle her hot, fleshy labia between my lips.  Carol held my head in her hands and slowly tilted her pelvis up and down-- grinding her pussy over my eager tongue.  She was gentle at first, but gradually began applying more pressure as her passion grew more intense.  I‘ve always loved it when her aggressive side showed itself, it was always a sign that she was really horny and that she was getting into it.  And she was definitely getting into it at that moment.  My lips and tongue were churning in constant motion as Carol literally ground my face up into her wet, slippery gash.  Then Carol motioned me up from between her thighs and growled, “fuck me, fuck me hard.”   
I quickly climbed up and buried my rock-hard pecker into her.  Her pussy was so wet that my cock felt almost submerged in her roomy vault.  I fucked her with all my might, concentrating all my efforts on trying to deliver a barrage of long, hard strokes for as long as I could—without letting myself cum.  Each time I felt the tingle of my rising climax, I would have to slow down a bit—just long enough to fend off the feeling.  Then I’d go at it hard again.  With a chipper, upbeat tone Carol tried to cheer me on.  Her hopeful eyes locked on mine as I fucked her with all the determination that I could bring to bear.  Carol’s pussy was so wet and slippery that, even with my best effort, it was hard to create much friction.  I kept trying to adjust my angle, but to no avail.  Carol’s vagina was just too loose and too wet to gain much traction.  She gamely continued to smile and urge me on, but it was like driving a car with its wheels just spinning on the ice.   After 10 or 15 minutes I was nearing the point of complete exhaustion.  Each burst of strokes was a bit diminished from the one that preceded it.  Sensing my fatigue, Carol finally told me to roll over on my back.  With amazing agility, Carol flipped over and mounted me in about 5 seconds flat.  Getting up on the balls of her feet, and using one hand to gently balance herself, Carol began to deliver a blistering ride.  Looking down, her hips were a blur as they bounced up and down over my pelvis.  The juices ran out of her open folds and I could feel them coating my balls and pubic hair.  The wet slaps of her body beating down on me kept a steady rhythm and I could feel my climax rising uncontrollably.  Carol’s face was a study in concentration.  Her eyes were closed and I could see she was trying hard to climb slowly toward orgasm.  I was biting my lip now, trying desperately to hold off, but the sensation, was just too much to fight against much longer.  With a groan, I felt my balls begin to unload.  It was, for me, one of the best orgasms that I could remember in a very long while. After two weeks of denial, and after having worked so hard to stave off my climax, when I finally did cum, it was a real toe-curler.   As I came beneath her, Carol never broke rhythm.  Her punishing strokes continued as I shot my load up into her open gash.  With the contribution from my balls, her wet pussy got even wetter and I could feel my cum oozing back out of her, running down around my shaft and over my balls as she continued to ride me.  

Now, however, the frustration on Carol’s face was becoming painfully obvious as my erection began to soften, offering even less and less friction against her interior walls with each passing stroke.  “I’m so damn close,” she whimpered as she continued her futile attempt to gain purchase on my rapidly shrinking penis.  I knew, of course, that my best chance of delivering her to climax now was with my tongue.   I sat forward and began pushing her backward while helping her to lie back down at the foot of the bed.  I dove between her legs tongue first and started immediately applying CPR to her throbbing clit.  Her pussy was an oozing mess of frothy cream, but I was on a mission.  “Use your fingers!” she urged as she clawed her nails into my scalp.  I started with 3 fingers, but soon had all four churning in and out of her sopping slit as she begged for me to send her over the edge.  Her pussy was so wet and loose that soon I had also wedged my thumb up and gotten it past her elastic opening.  Her reaction was an immediate panting groan, and it urged me on as I twisted the digits in her pussy.  Then, with almost surprising ease, my whole hand slipped up into her vault.  Sensing my hand clearing the opening, Carol let out a screaming gasp and bucked her hips downward.   I felt her pussy immediately engulf my arm halfway up to my elbow.  Almost instantly she went over the cliff and I felt her body stiffen and begin to writhe in orgasm.  It all had happened so quickly that I had hardly even moved my buried appendage at all.  As I felt her contractions gripping my forearm, however, I balled up my fist inside her and began pumping it into her forcefully.  For several minutes Carol rolled in and out of climax as I twisted and pumped my arm deep up inside her sopping vagina.  I could feel the rippling muscles of her vaginal wall gripping my arm in spasm each time she fell over the edge again.  I watched her face; it was locked in a grimace of pain and pleasure.   I can’t remember if, long ago, my cock had ever been able to elicit that facial expression.  But I knew that the only time I’d seen it in years was when she was with one of her larger and thicker lovers.  

Afterward, as I pulled my cream coated arm back out of her obscenely gaping hole, I marveled at how rapidly the latest changes had happened to her pussy.  No 50 year-old woman’s pussy is going to be pristine and virgin-like.  And I had watched Carol’s vagina slowly loosen over the years in an inevitable response to the natural aging process and, of course, the periodic stretching it had received from her young, hung paramours.  But I knew that just a few months earlier there was no way I could have fit my whole hand inside her pussy—we had actually tried it several times over the past couple of years—always without success.  Now, as I playfully twisted my fist around her gaping vaginal opening, I was amazed at how easy it was to effortlessly slip my whole hand in and out of her.   Carol’s pussy had clearly entered an accelerated phase of transformation.  It had been some time since I had harbored any illusions that my 8-incher could deliver a truly satisfying experience for my wife.  But now, it was painfully clear that my cock—or any cock of less than fairly massive proportions--had become irrelevant.  Even Carol’s ass, which I eagerly fucked that night before we were done, had rapidly scaled itself up to accommodate much larger cocks than mine.  Even until recently the sublimely tight ring of her sphincter had maintained its tone, constantly threatening to milk out my load with every stroke.  Now, I found that I could hammer away with near complete abandon—and pretty much choose the moment that I wanted to eject my load into her bowel.  From that night forward it was clear that I would have to use my fist if I had any chance of satisfying Carol’s increasing need for size.   It was also the last time that Carol would bother even trying to achieve an orgasm with me through regular intercourse.  
It seemed that I had gotten my wife back, at least for the moment.  But her body, its needs and its capacities, however, was well on its way to a place I could no longer reach.  And accompanying these changes was a growing hunger for more of what I could no longer deliver.  2 of the next 4 weekends to follow were again marked by Carol’s departure for Chicago.  She was a popular commodity—the ‘new girl’ to bang, as members of the CMC circle converged on the city to fuck the shit out of my wife. 
There was soon a new development in the situation as well.  In addition to the Chicago parties, Adrian had started setting up in-town “dates” for Carol with CMC members who were travelling to our area.  This was one of the perks CMC offered to its members apparently and one of the reasons Adrian had been so anxious to find a lady from our particular city.  Sometimes these pre-arranged hook-ups included a dinner date beforehand, but all ended up the same way--with Carol accompanying the guy back to his hotel room for sex.  Adrian had craftily started Carol off slowly in this process—an occasional hook-up here and there.  Within a few months, however, the arranged meetings increased in frequency and often came on very short notice.  Carol would sometimes even call or text me from work that she was meeting someone that night, and she got into the habit of keeping an overnight bag in her car—just in case.  At first, Carol would arrive home late after her services had been rendered.  More and more often, however, Carol had begun staying the whole night with her lovers.  Our sex life during this period was, once again, becoming nearly non-existent.  Between her frequent weekends in Chicago and her steadily growing list of in-town visitors, Carol was getting plenty of what she needed while I was pushed to the margins.  
During this time, I had turned pretty much to Doreen full time in order to fulfill my needs.  She was always eager to meet me, no matter how short the notice, for a few hours of sweaty motel room sex.  Working as a hairdresser, she had a pretty flexible schedule.  Our regular meet-up place, an economy motel in a seedy strip mall, was only a few blocks away from the shop where she worked.  On more than one occasion, we had even arranged our activities around her particular day’s work schedule.  “I have a 10:30 and a 1-o’clock,” she’d say, “we could do a two-fer!”  That meant we’d meet to fuck in the morning after her a.m. appointment, then she’d run in to make her 1-o’clock and be back before 2 for another couple hours of sex.  It was actually a pretty good arrangement.  Doreen was no beauty, nor was she a sparkling conversationalist.  But she did love to fuck and suck.  Her chubby little curves provided plenty to excite me, and we always had great sex!  She was so simple and uncomplicated.  And, of course, I loved how responsive her body was, and how easy she was to please.  She still thought my cock was “enormous” and with the way it made her climax, I felt pretty enormous too!   It was all very convenient.  After all, I wasn’t seeking a soul-mate.  What I needed was a fuck-buddy, and Doreen fit the bill perfectly.      

Things at home certainly weren’t getting any better.  Finally, after Carol had decided to skip out on a long-planned family event to service one of her clients, I had had about enough.  I went off on her.  In my fury I said some pretty nasty things.  I told her that these “dates” were really no more than prostitution, and that her continuing involvement meant that she was really no better than a common whore.  I also hinted to her that I was keeping track of all these ‘encounters’—the dates and times.  While I didn’t come right out and say it, I certainly had implied a threat to her present situation.  Without a word, Carol gathered her things and left the house—slamming the door on her way out.  That evening, as I lay in bed, I heard Carol come in the garage door.  It was very late, maybe 3 or 4 am.  Carol came straight into the bedroom and turned on the light to confront me.  It didn’t take long for me to figure out that she was fairly inebriated.  Her face was flushed and she slurred her words.  Carol never raised her voice as she calmly stated, “I am not a whore.”  Taking a long pause she continued, “Whores have sex for money; whores have sex because they have to—just to survive financially.  I’ll remind you that I am now the primary bread-winner in this family, and have been for over a year.  I’ll have sex with whomever I choose and I’ll do it for one reason-- because I want to.”  She continued her brutally honest tirade by reminding me, once again, that it was I who had started this whole thing—first, many years ago by encouraging her to indulge her fantasies, and more recently, by soliciting Adrian on the internet.  “It’s not my fault that YOU can no longer handle it,” she paused…, “or that YOU can no longer satisfy me.” With that, she slammed the bedroom door and went back to the guest room.     

Over the next week or two I tried to plead my case with her that there were elements of deception and coercion underlying the whole arrangement with CMC.  Given the deceptively worded contract, Adrian’s threatening phone calls to me and, of course, the hidden camera photos, there certainly was ample evidence to suggest that I wasn’t simply imagining things.  I made the choice to tell her about hiring the private investigator and to share the information I had received.  I pleaded with her to look at the evidence and break off the connection with Adrian and CMC.  I begged her to at least agree to see counselor with me to try and save our marriage.  She would hear none of it.  “I am sorry that you feel that way,” was all she would say, and in the patronizing tone that made my blood nearly boil, “but I am never going back to the way things were before.”  She had seemingly found her paradise--a place where she was the center of attention, a place where she was finally free of all her inhibitions, a place where her sexual needs were completely and utterly fulfilled.  And, of course, she never failed to remind me, again and again, that I was the one responsible for starting us down this road.  
Then, about this same time, Doreen had decided to leave her husband Gary.  Gary, of course, had suspected that she had been running around behind his back, and Doreen had finally spilled the beans.  The whole thing was starting to get ugly and I was getting pulled into it.  Part of me wanted to simply cut the whole thing off with Doreen; it would certainly have made life easier.  With Carol’s steadily diminishing sexual interest in me, however, I was hesitant to discard what had become my only sexual outlet.  By that point, I had long since stopped making any attempt to hide my meetings with Doreen.  So Carol had known about the affair for months.  She no longer seemed to care about my activities, it was clear, and she paid the entire situation little mind.  For her, life had become a fairly self-centered routine of ‘her’ exercise and ‘her’ work punctuated by ‘her’ regular episodes of recreational sex with her CMC friends—either at the Chicago parties or with her ever more frequent in-town visitors. 

 Things rapidly became even more complicated when Gary eventually filed for the divorce.   I received a frantic call from Doreen; she needed to meet me right away.  She had received a package via certified mail.  In it were about a dozen photographs of she and I going in and out the motel—our usual meet-up location.  The photos chronicled months of our clandestine meet-ups.  The package contained no note or explanation of any kind.  She, of course, had assumed the pictures had come from Gary or his attorney, but the Chicago postmark made it perfectly clear to me who was really behind it all.  It was like a warning shot across my bow.  The pictures never came up during their divorce proceedings, but the message was clearly communicated to me that the CMC stood ready to really fuck with me if we ever came to blows.  
Just a few weeks later, I had another nasty confrontation with Carol.  In haste, Carol had taken several vacation days and had decided, predictably, to spend them in Chicago.  As the cab pulled into our driveway to take her to the airport, I had to wonder if our marriage was nearing its end.  The morning after she left, I had a message left in my voicemail warning me to back off:   “Remember, we have plenty of pictures of you and your girlfriend,” an unfamiliar and menacing voice threatened, “or maybe we’ll just introduce the chubby little bitch to a couple big black cocks.”  The message trailed off into a chorus of laughter from the background before the caller hung up the phone.   Less than hour later, an email from Doreen popped up in my inbox.  It was short but very clear.  She was leaving town “for personal reasons.”  It instructed me not to try to find her or attempt to contact her again.  It was all so sudden that I didn’t know how to react.  I drove to her shop the next day.  The owner informed me that Doreen had quit her job—“out of the blue, without even giving notice.”  The apartment where she had recently moved after the divorce was likewise abandoned.  Had Adrian gotten to her?  Had CMC paid her off somehow?  I barely had time to consider the situation fully before the next even more disturbing development.
The very next day I received a package of my own.  As the FedEx truck pulled out of the driveway, I had a sick feeling in my stomach as I saw the CMC return address on the envelope.  In it were a lot of documents detailing a number of changes that had been made to my individual retirement account.  The funds had been transferred to a financial holding company in Chicago “as per the instructions of your fiscal agent under the guidelines of the signed power of attorney agreement.”  My jaw literally dropped open as I read the papers.  All of my savings were now, seemingly, out of my direct control. I immediately called our financial advisor.  He reported that he had received the request, along with all the proper legal documents.  He said that although he was surprised by the request, he had been powerless to do anything other than comply.  He asked, “Why in the hell did you sign a power of attorney?”  It was a good question; it was THE question, really.  What had I gotten myself into!   Later that evening, I received a call from Carol.  Her message was terse, to say the least.  She reminded me that CMC now held all the cards.  In her mind, it was my refusal to “just play along” that had led to this latest, devastating development.  She still acted as if nothing had changed, as she matter-of-factly gave me her return flight information.  After the conversation, as I hung up the phone, I mulled over in my mind my very limited set of options.   My only recourse now was to take everything I had accumulated about Adrian and the CMC and make an appointment with an attorney.
                                                                        EPILOGUE

I see Carol coming out of large rotating doorway that leads out from the luggage carousels.  She looks exhausted, though the return flight was only a short hop from Chicago.  No doubt she has gotten little sleep the past several days.  The knowing look of recognition crosses her face as she spots my SUV and turns her rolling suitcase in my direction.  Normally, I would get out of the truck and open the back for her, but I am in no mood to do so now.  Besides, her bag is small as she had no need to pack extensively for these trips—her toiletries and an assortment of lingerie is all she ever bothers to take along.  It has been nearly two years now since that first trip to Chicago, and she has become an ‘old-pro’ at preparing for her now-regular excursions to the windy city.
We’ve been together such a long time that we can read each other very well.  She knows that I am not happy about the situation, why would I be?  As she climbs in the passenger seat, I can still smell the faint odor of sweat and semen on her.  Though I am certain that she showered before her return, it is will always a day or two before the lingering scent of her lovers fully leaves her body.

I consider jumping right in to confront her with my news, but her matter of fact demeanor convinces me to wait—at least until we have gotten through the tangle of airport exit ramps and on to the freeway.  By the time we are on the highway entry ramp, her eyes are closed and she is at least feigning sleep.  Finally, I take a deep breath and blurt out, “I’ve been to a lawyer.”  Her eyes open briefly, but my weak attempt at a confrontation has had almost no effect.  Instead, she puts her finger to her lips and shushes me like a child.  “Not now,” she says cooly, “I am exhausted and need to grab a nap.”  I repeat my statement, but get only a wry smile from Carol.  Her eyes never even open as she chastises me gently in a patronizing voice, “I know you are upset dear, but we will need to talk about this later.  I told you that I need to sleep now.”    
The rest of ride home is spent in silence.  Carol sleeps while I stew.  As we pull into the garage, she awakens and says blithely, “home already?  That was quick.”  Out of habit, I open up the hatch and dutifully carry her bag inside for her.  Before I can begin the battle, Carol fires a pre-emptive first strike and cuts me off at the knees, “so what were you saying about this lawyer nonsense?  You can’t be serious?”  I stick to my guns, “you’re damn right I’m serious, I’ve had enough of this!”  Carol laughs and I’m filled with both rage and humiliation.  “Aren’t you forgetting your agreement—all signed and legal?” Carol shoots back.  “Need I remind you again that Adrian is one of the top contract lawyers in Chicago?”  She continues with an amused laugh, “Hell, half of the club members are lawyers—you wouldn’t stand a chance in court.”  She was on a roll now, “And don’t forget about the pictures, they’d make mincemeat out of you with those.  You made a deal.  I understand that now, you don’t like that deal, but I’m afraid you’ll just have to live with it.”  And then she struck the final, devastating blow, “Besides, imagine having to get up in open court,” she went on now in a very stern tone, “and tell the world what you only brought upon yourself.”  I am stunned by her frankness, as she continues, her words like daggers, “You think you are having a hard time finding work now, imagine adding the title of ‘cuckhold’ to your resume!” 
 She has never used that term before, and I am stunned.  I stammer for a moment, unsure how I can respond to what she has just hit me with.  “Well?” Carol intones as I fight for words that don’t come, “I don’t have time for this now!  I have to be to the clinic early tomorrow and I’m going to bed.”   With a dismissive shake of her head, she brushes past me and heads down the hallway to the bedroom.  I have never been so confused in my life.  Emotions swirl in my head a million miles an hour as I collapse onto a chair feeling overwhelmed and exhausted.  I sit in the dark and ponder all that has happened between us and where we might go from here.
After a several minutes, my resolve returns and I head down the hallway determined to continue the fight.  But as I turn into the bedroom doorway I spy Carol stripping off the last of her clothes.  Pausing at the doorway, I see the mottled red skin of her magnificent breasts and lean thighs—evidence of the rough sex she has obviously engaged in the past several days.  I find myself mesmerized by the sight, as if it were the first time I’d ever seen her naked body.   As she gingerly removes her panties with achingly slow deliberateness I can almost feel her soreness.  I feel like a voyeur as her perfect ass comes into view and she slowly bends over to kick off her tiny lace panties from around her ankles.  I have to remind myself that I am angry, very angry, but almost helplessly I continue to watch her with rapt attention until she disappears around the corner into the bathroom.  
Entering the bedroom, I pace the floor back and forth, practicing my outraged words over and again in my head.  When Carol comes out of the bathroom a few minutes later, I am just about to pounce when she looks at me at smiles.  “Honey, I know that you have no intention of divorcing me,” she says patronizingly as a smile spreads across her face.  “Oh, yeah,” I stammer rather un-cleverly as she begins to chuckle, “what makes you so sure of that?”  “Well…” Carol pauses as her eyes drop down until they are staring right at my crotch, “I think your little dick might have just given you away!”   When I look down I am actually shocked to see the front of my pants tented out, my cock in full, wooden erection.  I am so damn mad, how can I still be so aroused?  Batting her eyelashes and holding a folded washcloth Carol coos, “Well, I was going to use this hot compress, but I think your tongue might actually do the job even better.”  

Now my eyes drop to her crotch.  The skin of her inner thighs looks red and raw framing the swollen purple flesh of her battered, dangling labia.  I can feel the saliva instinctively building in my mouth as I stare at the puffy folds of her abused pussy.  She gently takes my hand and leads me to the bedside.  Tenderly, she unbuckles my pants, “I think we should put all of this silly talk about lawyers aside for now, don’t you?  By the time I can answer, she has her lips wrapped tightly around my erection, and the only sound that escapes my lips is a low moan as she easily engulfs me completely in her warm throat.  The skin of my penis is stretched so taught I feel like it is going to burst.  She is sucking me so hard that I have to pull out of her mouth for fear of cumming immediately.  She laughs as I struggle to pull my cock from the grip of her powerful lips.  Carol lies back on the bed and spreads the legs lewdly to display her gaping vagina.  Silently, with just her eyes, she directs me now and I quickly comply by wriggling my face down between her thighs to minister to her aching pussy.   Even now, many hours after its last probing by the last black cock, Carol’s pussy is still stretched wide, its opening gapes obscenely in front of my face.  Sternly, she cautions me to be gentle with her bruised, tender flesh, but then adds as she softly strokes my hair, “I know you will be—you’re always so gentle when I come home with a sore pussy, aren’t you?”

Slowly, gently I lick and suck Carol’s battered pussy.  The swollen, purple-red labia feel hot between my lips as I suck them slowly in and out of my mouth.  The musky smell and taste of stale cum begins to fade as her pussy starts excreting fresh juices in response to my gentle ministrations.  Probing forays of my tongue deep inside her wide open hole begin to find little pools of these tangy secretions, and I heartily lap them up into my mouth.  Carol’s clit now protrudes from its fleshy little hood and throbs visibly, calling me up to begin its pleasuring.  I’m very gentle at first.   But with Carol’s accession and approval, I begin to lap and suck the firm little knob more and more furtively.  My eyes are now forced to directly face the tattoo.  Strangely, however, it now seems to transform in my mind…into something that stimulates me all the more.  I feel a zing run down my spine and up into my balls, and I have to pause momentarily to fight off a fleeting urge to blow my load right then and there.  I still love going down on Carol—as I always have.  But now, as I stare at the black spade that hovers over its meaty folds, her pussy has become an almost sacred organ, the forbidden fruit that I devour with even greater lust than ever before.

Carol’s grip on my head becomes tighter, and I can feel her growing passion transmitted thought her fingertips.  No more tenderness is required now.  Carol nods in approval as I slip my whole hand up into her gaping pussy and begin a vigorous upward massage of her frontal vaginal wall.  Almost instantly Carol slides over the divide into a long, slow orgasm.  Her continued grip, her nails digging into my flesh, tells me not to stop.  Carol is almost in a trance now as her hips slowly buck and grind against my buried fist.  For the next five minutes her body is wracked by wave after wave of climax, as I pump my arm into her continuously spasming hole.  Finally, she collapses back onto the bed in near exhaustion and silently signals that her pussy is too sore to take any more.  Immediately I climb onto her, stabbing my stiff cock into her canyon-like pussy.  I can feel almost no friction as I hammer my rock hard erection into her sopping, stretched vagina.  Carol, completely nonplussed, lays back and takes all I can deliver without any reaction whatsoever.   I begin playing with Carol’s ass, massaging some of her copious secretions down her ass crack with my thumb.  The loosened ring of her sphincter is puffy and red and she winces as I wriggle my thumbs inside and around its margins.  I am dying to bury my cock deep in her ass—somewhere that might promise at least some measure of resistance to my modest erection.   As I pull out and begin to aim my knob down towards her ass though, Carol shakes her head.  Almost scoldingly she orders me to stop, telling me that she is just too sore for anal.  “Q did quite a number on me down there,” she adds with a chuckle, “it’s gonna need a few days’ rest.”    Instead, she motions for me to bring my cock back up to her mouth.  “Bring it here, Baby,” she says in a patently mocking tone, “Mommy will take care of your little pee-pee.”   As I straddle her chest, Carol sucks me with an almost indifferent, machine-like efficiency.  My entire length easily rests in her throat while she applies withering, rhythmic suction around the base of my cock. In very short order, I am completely powerless to resist cumming.  Helplessly, I feel my spurts pulsing down its shaft while Carol continues to hold my trembling erection deep in the grip of her throat.  With excruciating force she extracts every last drop of my semen directly into her stomach without flinching.  As she slowly disgorges my rapidly-shrinking penis, she pauses to apply an almost painful final suck on its knob for good measure--my cock is now completely drained.  This almost perfunctory extraction takes less than a minute; then suddenly it is over.  Giving my cock one last, almost disdainful kiss on its withered head, Carol commands, “Now, I don’t want to hear any more of this lawyer nonsense, do you understand?”  

As I go into the bathroom, Carol asks me to fill the tub.  She has decided that she needs to soak her aching body in a long, hot bath.  She continues to talk, but with the water running, I can’t hear her.  “What did you say?” I ask, “Gotta speak up with the water running.”  Over the sound of the filling tub, I hear her repeated reply, “After you’re done filling the bath, be a dear and bring in my calendar from the office.  “Adrian has two more Chicago weekends planned for me next month, and at least three dates here…I want to see if I can fit them all in…”  I dutifully comply…what else can I do?
