                                   Guess Who’s Cumming to Dinner

                                                 by  Straight_8

For me, last Friday started out like any other Friday.  It was an extra early morning getting ready for work in anticipation of the usual jam-packed day.  Fridays always suck at my job. As there are a million last-minute things to before leaving the office for the weekend.  Carol, however, had decided to take the day off--bit unusual, but not unheard of.  She always has a lot of accumulated flex-time hours because of all the time she spends on call on weekends.  It had been a busy and stressful couple of weeks and I was pleased when she mentioned that she was going to be cooking dinner.  Actually, she offered to make the rest of the meal if I would grill some steaks.  She had mentioned very much in passing that she might invite a couple of friends to join us for dinner and a few drinks.  When she said friends, it normally meant our neighbors Bill and Janet who were frequent guests.  

At the time, in my haste to beat the early Friday rush hour traffic, I guess I didn’t even catch the little hints she was sending me as I gulped down a quick cup of coffee before heading out the door.  I could tell that she had been masturbating while I was in the shower.  The open bottle of lube was on her nightstand as I exited the bathroom and the smell of her fresh juices was in the air as I rushed to get dressed.  By the time I returned to the bathroom to put my watch on and straighten my tie, she was already showering herself.  I could see in the mirror the gauzy image of Carol, one leg up on the tub edge, shaving her pussy behind the mottled glass shower door.  The outline of her pendulous breasts caused me pause to and watch for a few seconds, but I was already running late.

It wasn’t until a noon phone call that I started to suspect that it would be anything other than an evening of listening to Bill talk about his latest piece of lawn care equipment.  In fact, it was only at the very end of Carol’s call when she asked where I had put the digital video camera.  We hadn’t used it since our vacation in February and I had to stop and think where I had put it.  When I asked her why, Carol became suddenly vague and mysterious.  It was then that I began to suspect she was up to something.  As soon as she was able to find the camera, she quickly brushed me off and hung up the phone.  In any event, it made the rest of my workday interesting—speculating about what she had up her sleeve.  It also motivated me to finish up on time and I filed my last report almost half an hour ahead of schedule.  Surprisingly, traffic was a breeze and I pulled up our driveway almost 45 minutes earlier than a typical Friday.  

My early arrival must have caught Carol by surprise.  When I walked into the house, she wasn’t in any of her usual daytime places.  Normally she’d be in the kitchen or on the deck in back reading.  I noticed the video camera charging on the corner desk and the dining room table set for four.  A small wave of disappointment washed over me as my afternoon daydreams had deleted Bill and Janet from the picture.  I had been imagining a night of sexy fun with my wife.  The video camera was going to work into the scenario somewhere, but Bill and Janet were definitely not going to be involved.  When Carol walked out into the living room wearing her sexiest little dress, full make-up and a pair of new red pumps (they had to be new…I would definitely have remembered seeing these!), I was really confused.  

Carol scolded me for not calling ahead to let her know I was going to be so early.  I apologized in a mocking sort of way as I wrapped my arms around her and began squeezing her nice round ass.  The dress was one of my favorites and I loved the way it showed off her sexy curves.  She was wearing a bra that pushed her big tits up into a very impressive cleavage, but when I made a move to nuzzle my face down into it she rebuffed my advances.  “We are going to have guests soon,” was all she said, “no time for that.”  “You got all dressed up like that for Bill and Janet,” I asked incredulously.  To which she replied with a chuckle, “definitely not Bill and Janet!”  For a few minutes Carol continued teasing and playing coy, not willing to spill the beans…but she made it clear that it was definitely not Bill and Janet coming to dinner.

Now, it had been over two months since we last played with any of our new swing friends.  Carol’s sister Ann had moved back to their hometown about 4 hours away, and get-togethers were ordinarily planned to coincide with her visits.  The last little party was actually held in the now nearly empty house that Ann’s ex-husband had put on the market.  Ann had been neatly cut out of deal in the divorce.  She didn’t even have a key that worked, as Ron had all the locks changed.  He forgot about the garage door opener in Ann’s car, however.  There was no furniture left except for about 5 or 6 mattresses that were all pushed together in the living room to make a large, impromptu orgy pit.  Ron, Ann’s ex, had the happy experience of coming upon the seen the day afterward to find the evidence—lots of evidence.  According to Ann, she had personally instructed all the men to leave their used condoms all over the place so Ron would find them the next day with the realtor.  Empty beer cans, dozens of filthy rubbers and 5 seriously stained mattresses greeted them on their arrival.  Carol and I had been there earlier in the evening when it was still a small, low-key affair (about 5 men and 3 women).  Later on, however, word had spread (the guys were already on their cell phones to all their friends while we were still there) and there ended up being over 20 men and a few more women before all was said and done.  Anyway, Carol was able to get her fix of big black cocks in the couple hours we stayed as I enjoyed some fun with my little sister-in-law and her friend Susan (Ann has decided that she is now bi-sexual and Susan is latest new fuck buddy).

My mind leapt to the next conclusion—Ann and Susan were coming—and I was going to have the pleasure of being surrounded by 3 women.  My cock was stiff in my pants as I guessed out loud about our mystery guests.  “Sorry stud muffin, no such luck,” Carol chuckled, “but you’re getting warmer.”  Finally, after a bit of begging, Carol relented and told me her little plan.  She had invited Tariq and Shayla to dinner…”you remember Shayla don’t you?”  How could I forget!  It had been nearly a year since the last time she had attended one of the parties, but I could still conjure up the exotic taste of her pussy in my mind.  And next to Carol, Shayla was about the most amazing oral artist I had ever met.  About 90 pounds soaking wet, she was an amazing fuck too—able to bend her little pretzel body into all sorts of novel positions.  “And the camera?” I asked, “what’s that all about?”  “I think I want to try filming each other fucking,” she replied.  This was definitely a new thing.  I must have tried to get Carol to try filming our sex a hundred time—she had always refused.  A stern “I’d be too embarrassed,” was her stock answer--end of conversation.

I got more of the story as I helped Carol peel potatoes, slice vegetables and straighten up the house.  Initially, Ann had planned coming into town, but had change of plans.  Ann had already talked to Tariq about it, and he had freed up to have a little fun.  When Ann’s plans fell through, Carol stepped in to “salvage” what she could of the situation.  As she put it, “guys with foot-long cocks have busy social calendars, you know.  Who knows when you are going to get him ‘booked’ again for another get together.”  I laughed at the way she put it…like he was a rock star.  “More like a cock star,” she quipped, and we both had a good laugh.  Since Ann’s divorce, she had kind of taken over the event planning aspect of our swinging.  So Carol was more or less out of the loop in terms of having all the contact information and so forth.  She had thought of trying to go ahead with a larger party, but the way the last one got out of hand, she didn’t really want to open up our house to that.  She did still have Tariq’s cell number though, and was quick to call and make sure he kept himself available for the evening.  It was really Ann more than Carol who had gotten into the whole group party scene anyway.  Carol seemed to enjoy the smaller, more intimate gatherings.  “I’m a one-man kinda gal,” she said in a fake southern drawl…”maybe one-and-a half,” continued as she blew me a kiss across the kitchen.  I felt a little slap in the face at that comment, but let it go by.  Anyway, I was gonna have my little Shayla ragdoll to suck and fuck.

Carol said she was looking forward to watching me—and filming me—with Shayla.  Carol had mentioned many times how sexy it was to watch me fucking her.  It was the first time that Shayla and I had fucked, at our very first gang-bang, that stuck out in Carol’s mind.  She was busily getting plowed herself, of course, when she looked up and saw me fucking Shayla.  Carol told me later that just the sight had made her explode into instant orgasm—it was the first time she understood the thrill I got watching her fuck another man.  So Shayla had a special place in our sex life.  Her name came up from time to time in our lovemaking…just like Tariq’s did.  Shayla was something akin to Tariq’s girlfriend, and she was coming along tonight to join our little party.  This WAS going to be fun.

Tariq and Shayla were expected around 7:00 pm.  Carol started dinner so that we could eat right away—so we could get to the evening’s festivities, no doubt.  The steaks were ready to hit the grill too.  Seven-o-clock came and went, so did 7:30 and 8:00.  Carol made about a hundred trips to the window looking for a car that wasn’t arriving.  Calls to Tariq’s cell went unanswered too.  Finally around 8:30, convinced they weren’t coming, we sat down to eat alone.  We were both a little bummed.  And the conversation gradually turned towards the nature of our relationship toward our swing “friends.”  We both agreed that, other than sex, we really had very little in common with any of them.  Even the oldest of them were more than 10 years younger than us.  We listened to different music, enjoyed different interests, we lived very different lives. Carol was downright angry at the rudeness of Tariq not even calling to let us know he and Shayla weren’t coming.   Perhaps this attempt at broadening the social aspects of the “friendship” was a mistake.  Just then, a car turned into the driveway.

It was a van actually, the very same work van that had been parked in our driveway 2 years ago when Tariq first entered our lives.  Carol almost knocked over the dining room table as she leapt up to run to the door.  I was excited too, I must admit…and was about two steps behind her.  From the foyer we could both see Tariq sauntering up the walk—he was decidedly alone.  I looked immediately at Tariq’s work van.  There was no sign of Shayla, or anybody else for that matter, in the front passenger seat.  Carol looked at me and, I’m sure, saw the look of disappointment written all over my face.  Any remnant of her earlier anger at Tariq’s rudeness disappeared as she opened the door to greet her black lover with a huge smile.  I was standing off to the side behind the open door as she asked him where Shayla was.  “I never got around to looking her up,” Tariq replied rather matter of factly.  Carol looked at me with a shrug, and an ‘I’m sorry about that’ kind of look on her face.  We were dressed in nice clothes—Carol especially in her sexy little dress.  Tariq, however, hadn’t seen the need to change into anything special for the occasion.  He wore the same work clothes we had always seen him in while he working at our home—baggy jeans and a t-shirt.  Carol always quips that black men wear those baggy pants to give their meaty cocks plenty of room to stretch out.  Now more open about discussing her work place encounters with male genitalia—an every day occurrence in her line of work—she says that her black male patients almost invariably get an erection during an exam.  My theory is that the taboo of a white woman handling a black man’s cock is naturally a source of subconscious stimulation.  Carol just attributes it to a higher state of arousability—“I dunno,” she says, “they just always have these big boners.”  

Tariq excused himself to use the restroom right away, and that gave Carol and I a chance to quickly chat.  She was truly pissed off at Tariq’s dismissive attitude about getting a hold of Shayla.  She even offered to call the whole evening off.  There was an obvious look of relief in her eyes, though, when I said that she didn’t have to do that.  By the time Tariq returned from the bathroom, Carol was all smiles again and she gave Tariq a big hug as he walked out into the living room.  Shayla’s name never came up again.

“I’m starved,” Tariq said as he sat down at the dining room table.  Carol quickly started serving him some of the side dishes, apologizing about them being a bit cold.  Not a word was said about his being over an hour-and-a-half late.  I went out to put another steak on the grill and when I returned Carol had taken the seat right across from him.  As I walked by on my way to the kitchen to drop off the platter, I could see that Carol had kicked off her right shoe.  Her panty-hose-clad foot was rooting around in Tariq’s crotch as he ate his food.  By the time I returned to sit down, I could all ready see the outline of his enormous cock tenting out his baggy pants as Carol’s foot worked up and down its length.  They made no attempt to hide any of this from me.  Tariq, in fact, even commented that Carol seemed ready for dessert as he ground his crotch back against the sole of her foot.  We both watched Tariq engulf his steak in about half-a-dozen bites, before he stood up and asked almost nonchalantly, “so where we gonna do this all at?”

Carol had planned to create a kind of orgy pit in our sunken family room.  Two comforters were neatly folded to one side and candles were arranged around the room’s perimeter.  A chair and ottoman were pushed over to make a large area of clear floor space.  The candles never got lit and I had barely enough time to spread out one of the comforters before Carol was “de-pantsing” Tariq in the middle of the room.  I turned just in time to see his thick black dong spring out of the waistband of his boxers.  The first glimpse of his naked cock never failed to amaze me.  The thickness was greater than Carol’s forearm and it was nearly as long—elbow to wrist—though he was barely half erect.  The purple-black head was beginning to swell and was already almost fully protruding from his foreskin.  The bulging veins that supplied blood to his massive organ were throbbing as his cock swayed momentarily in front of Carol’s belly.  As her dainty hand reached out to capture the arching black monolith, Carol turned to me and said suddenly, “ooooh Honey, go get the video camera—I promised Tariq we were going to make a movie.”  As I went to the corner desk to grab the camera, I looked back still mesmerized by the motion of her hands as they gently stroked him.  Together, both hands barely covered half of his prodigious length.

As I fumbled with the impossibly tiny buttons on the camera, Carol shot an impatient look at me.  Ever the perfectionist, she didn’t want an imperfect start to her video debut.  When she was finally sure the tape was rolling, she gave a big smile to the camera and made a little nodding gesture toward the enormous dick now held firmly mid-shaft in her right hand—as if the viewer might not otherwise notice it.  The look on her face was like that of a fisherman holding up a trophy catch.  I zoomed in as she opened her mouth to a somewhat exaggerated degree and lowered her jaw to accept the fat knob inside.  Tariq, a bit impatient with the cinematic delay, lowered his hand to the back of her head and gently pushed it forward onto his thick cock.  Carol’s hand fell away as she positioned her upper body to get in precise cock-sucking posture.  Giving head to a man of such enormity was no simple task, as the sheer girth required just the right angle of approach.  Carol was now something of a pro, however, and with a little twist of her neck she easily swallowed the first nine or ten inches of his black prick.  She paused there, holding him in her throat—eyes looking upward at his face.  With a determined look, she then worked her head down with little bounces getting nearly down to the base before slowly disgorging the massive tool.  Watching all that thick cock reappearing from her throat was an awesome sight as I looked at the little video screen on the camera.  She giggled as she looked toward the camera, “did you get a good close-up of that?”  I most certainly had!

For the next 15 minutes or so, Carol repositioned both Tariq and I so we could digitally capture her amazing oral talents from a variety of angles.  She even had me briefly get a shot of her holding both Tariq and I by the cock as she alternately stroked and sucked us.  Between mouthfuls she talked to the camera about how sexy she found the contrast between black and white.  Unspoken was the further comparison of size…but with our cocks side by side there was really no need for words.  Carol’s hand wraps neatly around my shaft.  At just under 8 inches, I am no slouch in the size department.  Tariq, however, is not to be believed—‘one-in-a-million’—as Carol puts it.   Over a foot long, at mid-shaft he is easily more than twice my girth.  “Not a classic shape,” as Carol has describes it in her clinical tone, “but so thick that your whole pussy feels stretched from the inside.” I can attest to the stretching effect his cock has.  Carol pussy feels foreign to me for weeks afterward—like it did the first weeks after childbirth.  Anyway, after Carol did her little cock comparison, she put me to work undressing her.  I handed the camera off to Tariq to get some footage of the strip tease.  The camera looked like a toy in his massive hands as I removed Carol’s dress, bra and her already soaking panties in front of him.  She had a big smile on her face as she knelt down between his legs and ground her tits against his upright dick—it must have made for an awesome camera angle.

For my part, I slid neatly underneath Carol to inspect her pussy.  Meticulously shaved, it was already puffy and oozing clear juices.  My mouth clamped instinctively over her wet pussy.  It was met with a big shudder as a large plop of thick, sweet musk slid out into my mouth.  She was creamy with anticipation and I hardly got in a few tongue strokes before she was ordering me out from under her.  Tariq handed me the camera as he reached down with his big paws to maneuver Carol’s pendulous tits around his shaft.  She worked her breasts up and down his length, the whole time keeping the head of his cock in her mouth.  This would be a physical impossibility with anyone having less than 12 inches of cock, but Tariq’s shiny purple knob stood so high that Carol hardly had to crane her neck to suck it.  She got into a nice smooth rhythm and Tariq laid back on the couch with his hands behind his head admiring his lover’s work.  Carol’s eyes smiled as she looked into the camera, she looked so amazingly comfortable performing in front of me and the camera.  At one point she paused holding the huge knob against her lower lip as she worked her thumbs up the underside of Tariq’s  towering dong.  This stripping action milked out a flood of clear pre-cum from his urethra.  It flowed from his tip, over his bulbous head and right into her waiting mouth.  This ooze elicited a low moan from Tariq who now seemed ready to get down to business.  “That gets ‘em every time,” Carol giggled to the camera as Tariq began standing up.

Tariq leaned forward and gently, but forcefully pressed Carol’s shoulders backward until she was leaning back fully on her elbows.  In one smooth motion he slipped his hands under her round ass and hiked her hips up revealing her gooey pussy.  Her legs were splayed wide and I got a great shot of her puffy labia framing her drooling vaginal opening.  “Always wet,” Tariq grumbled in a satisfied sort of way as he winked at me.  My mouth watered at the sight of Carol’s distended pussy.  Tariq, however, declined to give it any oral ministrations whatsoever.  Instead, he moved backward to free his trapped organ that was now pinned beneath her ass.  Having such a huge penis means having to make room to maneuver.  He hoisted his meaty dick up and let it drop on Carol’s belly.  It made a loud slap as it fell and I was struck by the amazing weight of it.  Carol visibly shuddered as it fell against her tingling flesh.  Her hands went down to greet it as he began moving its prodigious length up and down over her soaking crotch.  Leaning back, Tariq positioned the mammoth head against her dripping snatch.  Through the camera viewfinder, it looked too impossibly large to ever fit inside my little wife’s hole.  I knew otherwise, however, and I watched with udder fascination as her lips slowly parted to surround the tennis ball-sized knob.  Tariq was a patient lover.  He slowly applied pressure as he wrangled his club forward against her pussy hole.  It was Carol who proved to be less patient.  Tormented by this teasing grind, she finally bucked her hips forward forcing the knob to enter her.  Carol froze when the head finally popped in and as Tariq steadily pressed his enormous cock slowly inside her.

When Carol’s muscles finally unlocked, she let out a low, unearthly wail.  Tariq was hardly into his second full down stroke when the signs of Carol’s first orgasm became unmistakable.  Her fists clenched handfuls of the comforter as her breathing became deep and erratic. By the time she was able to form the words, “I’m coming…,” it was long past the point where anyone watching would have already known.  Tariq gave her some playfully rapid stabs each of which brought a scream and fresh wave of orgasm to Carol’s trembling body.  As the climax(es) subsided and Tariq had settled into a regular pace, Carol laughed and admitted she had been overdue for her orgasm.  “I’ve been daydreaming about it all day,” she went on, now talking in a calm and regular voice.  “I almost came when you were sucking me,” she said turning her head towards me.  “I thought I should save the first one for our guest,” she said with a big grin.  Noticing my upturned cock, Carol motioned me forward to where she could hang on to it.  She stroked me in rhythm to Tariq’s fucking for a minute before pulling me closer so she could reach it with her mouth.  This was an awkward position for us both and I finally had to reposition into a semi-squatting posture in order to keep the camera focused.  Once we got the angle figured out it was awesome.  She couldn’t get very deep, but she began applying a pulsing vacuum grip with lips that had my balls close to boiling.  I panned back and forth between her crotch and her mouth.  Tariq had lifted her legs high and I had a great view of her hole being repeatedly ripped wide by his thick shaft.  Her lips were stretched to their max as he bore down into her.  With each up stroke, they clung to his black staff almost turning her vagina inside-out.  Periodically I panned down to get a shot of her mouth wrapped tightly around the head of my cock.  The suction caused her cheeks and neck muscles to move in and out, and it was an incredibly sexy vision in the camera viewfinder.  My balls were perched on her forehead and she gave her head an occasional little shake causing a shiver to shoot up my spine.  

After several minutes of this well-orchestrated trio, I sensed Carol’s next orgasm building.  Her perfectly paced suction on my cock became less perfect.  She stopped every few pulses to grab a breath and peek up at Tariq’s face.  A big smile began to build on his face as he could feel her beginning to dissemble beneath him.  His pace not only increase, but his strokes now became downright vicious.  He pulled almost out before dropping his sledgehammer cock back down into her.  Carol’s hands again began clutching at the blankets as her control slipped away.  I began to stand up and move away when Carol ordered me to stop.  “No, no…,” she pleaded, “I want your cock in my mouth.”  She motioned for me to turn over on all fours and straddle her face.  I had to put the camera down first, but I complied with her request.  In this position, I couldn’t see Tariq’s final assault on Carol’s quivering cunt.  But with my cock now buried deep in her warm mouth, I could have cared less.  I could feel the wrenching thrusts as they traveled through her body and I could also feel the nearness of her climax.  When she came, her throat clenched hard on my cock.  I couldn’t have extracted it if I had wanted to.  Her shrieks vibrated directly from her vocal chords and shook my now spasming cock as my cum spurted directly down her gullet.  She hardly flinched as my balls completely  and utterly emptied in six or seven jets.  Long after my cum had run out, she continued the death grip on my spent cock.  She was still in the throes and it would be a full minute of agony before I could finally manage to slide my slimy cock out of her mouth.   Tariq was in the zone now.  I picked up the camera and began filming again as he rose up in full push-up position.  He was savagely fucking Carol now as she whined in complete submission.  The look on his face was almost angry as he made a few last merciless strokes before pulling his rock-hard monster out and pointing downward at Carol’s dripping hole.  The first thick jet shot directly into the abyss of Carol’s gaping vagina.  With out touching it, Tariq redirected his hose upward and the second spurt shot thickly across her belly.  A third and fourth followed in rapid succession spraying up Carol’s torso and piling up against the underside of her tits.  He reached down to milk out two or three more gooey spurts that lacked the power of the first ones, but were still massive in volume.  Even in pornos, I had rarely seen a woman covered with so much cum—and all from one cock!  He pressed his cock back into her pussy for a few more slow strokes before pulling out the cum-covered dong and slopping it around in the puddle of jizz-batter covering her belly.      

Looking down at the pooled cum covering her torso, even Carol looked shocked by the quantity of goo that Tariq had lobbed all over her belly and chest.  She giggled as she dabbled her fingers in the cum-filled hollow of her belly button.  “Mind getting us a towel, Hon,” she said in her fake polite voice so saccharine sweet.  I paused the camera just as her slimy hand had found its way to Tariq’s still swollen cock.  I literally jogged down the hallway to the bathroom to grab a towel.  By the time I got back, Carol had sat up slightly to attain a two-handed grip on Tariq’s massive penis.  She was busily stroking his slippery monster, her hands gliding slowly up and down his veiny shaft.  Though only partially erect, his cock was still monstrously large.  It’s top-heavy mass swayed back and forth as her hands massaged its length.  I reached in and mopped up the cum from Carol’s tits and belly as best I could.  Much of the thick curd had run down her body and coated her crotch, now out of reach.  Within minutes, Tariq’s flagging erection was revived.  Carol carefully pulled down his foreskin revealing the purple head that was again swelling rapidly to full rigidity.  Carol asked me to get some footage of her languid hand work and I dutifully picked up the camera.  Scooping some of the pooled cum from her soaking crotch Carol lathered up Tariq’s huge tool.  He just laid back to enjoy the attention as my wife’s little hands worked him back to full, rock-hard erection.  “God, I love this big, black cock,” Carol purred with honest sincerity to the camera.

Carol wasted little time taking advantage of Tariq’s rapid recovery.  She slid her cum-caked torso up over his long, lean frame until his massive bone sprung out from between her thighs.  Tariq chewed on her swollen nipples as she wriggled around on top of him.  His rigid cock poking up between her legs provided a perfect platform for her to grind her swollen clit against as she pressed her hips down into him.  Of all the positions possible with a man of such length, it was female superior that Carol always retuned to in our pillow talk.  She loved ‘riding the beast’ as she called it more than anything.  She was now poised to do just that as she rose up in a semi-squat over Tariq’s midsection.  Getting the angle just right was the challenge with a dick this size.  There was little margin for error and she made little adjustments to accommodate the exact upward curve of his enormous cock.  I took up a position right behind her to capture it all in close-up. I zoomed in on her already gaping vaginal opening.  The stretched hole revealed the pink rugated flesh of her inner walls still smeared white with the remnants of Tariq’s first load.  I had a perfect view as the huge knob fell into perfect alignment and was instantly swallowed by her swollen pussy.  I held the camera steady as she took the impossibly large cock deep inside her in one steady downward plunge.  She bottomed out a couple inches above his huge dangling balls and she stopped to savor the feeling of complete fullness.  She looked back at the camera and I raised the lens to capture the incredible look on her face.  Her eyes rolled back as she wriggled her ass forcing another inch inside her.  A long steady moan escaped from her throat and continued as she began riding him up and down.  Its hard to describe the feeling of watching one’s wife of 20 years—most of them spent in almost puritanical prudishness—descend into the depths of sexual abandon.  She started awkwardly.  Her first bounces were jagged and unsure as she adjusted to the size and shape of his horse cock.  When she had gained a bit of confidence, she began to increase the length and speed of her movements.  Within minutes, she had both feet under her and was making long rapid traverses nearly all the way up and down his length.  She even joked about how all the squats and thrusts she had been doing in the gym were now paying off.  She tossed her hair back playfully and delighted in the control she now felt riding him.  As for Tariq, I got the feeling he was just holding on for dear life.  His cockiness, so much a part of his personality, seemed to disappear as he just bit his lip and endured the fucking by my little wife.  There was no doubt about the power of his huge penis—the way her pussy was stretched to the max left little doubt about that—but she was definitely in control now.   Even as she began to cum, she never flinched or missed a beat.  It was as if she was simply scratching an itch as she used his big cock to pleasure herself.  She would occasionally slow the pace to get her legs back into position, but it was all purposeful.  Tariq’s shaft was now covered with a white lather.  The cum still leaking out of Carol’s pussy was quickly whipped into a frothy cream by her steady, masterful fucking.   As Carol’s second climax approached she began a running dialog with Tariq.  She told him how she was in charge, how she was calling the shots.  He was defiant for a minute or two.  But her steady pounding wore down his resistance and he too knew she was going to win this battle.  “Your gonna cum with me,” she ordered.  Her demand was met with silence.  “Cum for me!” she repeated more forcefully this time.  Still he said nothing.  But as the shudders began to wrack her body, I watched as his balls began to rise and the muscles at the base of his penis began to spasm.  His low groan signaled Carol’s triumph and I saw the thick ooze begin to leak out from the tight seal her lips made around his massive girth.  In one last upward movement, Carol lifted off his huge, black missile as about a half-pint of their combined cum—the color and consistency of strawberry-vanilla swirl yogurt—flooded out of her vacuous hole and covered his big, spent balls. Carol grunted and squeezed out a second large pink-tinged dollop that oozed out onto his already cream-coated cock.  Just as Taqiq had delighted in smearing his cum all over Carol’s belly earlier, now she enjoyed grinding her dripping snatch all over his thighs as the last drops of juice leaked out of her distended pussy. 

The whole ride had lasted exactly 18 minutes.  I know because I was carefully watching the tape counter on the video display.  I was a bit concerned that it might cut out in mid-fuck, but as it turned out, she finished him off with 6 minutes to spare.  Tariq looked exhausted.  He rested passively and silent as Carol cleaned his cock and balls with her tongue.  Even flaccid his cock  was enormous, laying dormant halfway down his thigh.  I got some amazing footage of Carol’s meticulous clean-up work as she sucked the slimy products of their lovemaking into her mouth, rolling the thick, curdy semen around on her tongue.  Having cleaned one side, she flipped his cock over as one would roll over a beached whale so she could get to the other side.  The final step was to gently roll back his foreskin and remove the crusty skin of dried cum that covered his glans.  A final squeeze and strip maneuver rewarded her with one last mouthful of sticky semen.  This time there was no sign of his erection recovering.  His dick was down for the count!  The final image I got on the tape was a close up shot of Carol’s thoroughly abused pussy.  Her labia were 5 shades darker than normal and hanging limp like dying flower petals.  Normally compact, they hung obscenely open revealing the raw redness of her interior.  The cum coating her whole crotch was drying rapidly and was caking white against the beet red skin of her inner thighs.  She looked sore, as I’m sure she was after such an incredible ordeal.  It was the perfect ending as the camera screen went blank---the aftermath.

Tariq seemed anxious to be out the door, even refusing an offer of a beer.  For my part, I wasn’t disappointed by his decision to make an early departure.  The pervert in me couldn’t wait to hook up the cables and watch our little video in High-Def on our big screen.  Carol saw him to the door, and seconds later his van was speeding down our drive.  When she returned, I was playing back a couple of choice scenes on the camera.  My cock was standing upright as she walked up behind me.  Taking my rock-hard horn in her hand she cooed, “I will definitely help you with this,” giving my cock a hard squeeze,  “but I want to take a nice hot bath first if it’s OK.”  She had definitely earned a good soak in the tub, and a thorough wash was in order as she was still covered with dried semen from mid-thigh to neck.  I got out the cables for the camera to TV hook-up…and the instruction booklet…as she headed down the hallway to the master bath.

Carol looked amazing on the big screen!  My camera work was a bit shaky at first, as the adrenaline had been really flowing as I watched her sucking that massive dick.  But my technique had improved quickly and I was reasonably satisfied with my amateur cinematography (I’ve seen a lot worse in rented porn movies).  I fast-forwarded a bit and got a sampling of some of the action—needless to say, watching the footage only increased my horniness.  I returned the video to its beginning and poured Carol a glass of wine to deliver to her in the bath.  I entered the bathroom quietly, peeking around the corner at her as she reclined in the tub.  She was completely submerged except for her wide spread knees and her large buoyant tits.  I loved secretly watching her when I found her naked around the house.  Her body was still incredible for a woman of 45, and seeing her curvaceous body never failed to get my juices flowing…even after 20+ years of marriage.  As I stood gazing at her, my eyes moved down her body pausing at her crotch, against which she was pressing a folded washcloth.  Slowly I sidled up alongside the tub and handed her the glass of wine.  She smiled looking up at the obvious evidence of arousal swaying between my thighs.  “I’m sorry Tariq was such a jerk,” she said, “he promised me that he was going to be bringing Shayla tonight.”  “It couldn’t have been much fun just watching us fuck,” she continued.  I leaned down and kissed her.  I assured her that I had thoroughly enjoyed the whole evening.  “So I see,” she said in a low growl as she motioned me to move my growing erection a bit closer to her.  I made quite clear that I also intended to enjoy the rest of the evening as I slid down the tub’s edge till I was with easy range of her grasp.  She reached out and grabbed a hold of my dick with her dripping hand.  The heat of her wet fingers felt awesome as she kneaded my half-erect cock.  “Well, you do deserve a medal for being so patient,” she said with a wink.  She removed the washcloth and lifted her hips giving me a clear view of her swollen, red pussy.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of it—it looked so raw and puffy, it was almost unrecognizable as my little wife’s pussy.  I resisted the temptation to just climb into the tub then and there and collect a quick oral reward for my forbearance and understanding.  She was already licking her lips in preparation, and I knew that is what she was expecting.  Instead, I gave her another little kiss and told her to come out and watch the video when she was done with her bath---I really did deserve a medal for my patience.   

To my surprise, Carol emerged into the living room about 20 minutes later not in her frumpy bathrobe, as I had expected, but rather in my favorite lace teddy.  She had reapplied a bit of make up too and smelled of my favorite body lotion—a sexy tropical scent that made my mouth water.  I had made a little nest on the floor with the clean comforter (the cum caked one that she and Tariq had played on was already soaking in the laundry tub).  Carol filled her wine glass and grabbed me a fresh beer from the fridge before curling up alongside me in front of the television.  My erection, which had disappeared in the interval was again rising as she kissed me and ran her hands across my bare chest.  Speaking of chests, hers looked spectacular in the teddy as it had a ‘wonder bra’-type support top that pushed her big boobs up into a sexy high cleavage.  “I’m not sure I’m ready to see myself on video,” she said with an uncomfortable little laugh.  I assured her she looked fantastic and she chided me for cheating by not waiting for her to watch it. I explained to her that it could hardly be cheating…as I had seen the whole thing through the viewfinder to begin with.  She had to admit that I had a good argument there as I started the video.  The first shot of her gushing like a schoolgirl over her lover had Carol covering her eyes with embarrassment.  As I panned in with the shot, however, and the big, black hose came into full view, her eyes widened.  “Oh my God,” she said, “he really looks huge on TV.”  As the shot tightened in on her lips stretching to get his fat knob in her mouth I reminded her, “he is huge…fucking huge.”  Carol spent much of the first scene criticizing how her body looked in one shot or another.  By the time she was achieving her first orgasm on TV, however, she had really begun getting into it.  We have watched enough porno together over the years for me to know that I enjoy it much more than she does.  This was probably true about her first video as well, but at least she wasn’t making me turn it off.  By the time that we came to the part in the video where I had paused the camera to straddle Carol’s face, she had begun stroking my cock  in earnest.  I was oozing heavily making a nice wet lather for her to slather up and down my shaft.  When the video came back abruptly from the pause, Tariq was in savage final stage.  About 8 or 10 long, hard strokes were all that preceded the pull-out and we watched in close-up as Tariq’s knob belched out his huge load in several thick, ropey jets. 

Carol’s grip on my dick became like a vise and I had to bite my lip and fight off my own orgasm.  “Oh my God…oh my God…oh my God,” was all she could say in stunned amazement after each massive spurt.  After I we watched the footage of Tariq massaging the puddled sperm into her belly with his arching wiener, Carol asked if we could watch the cum shot again.  I backed it up and we watched it again…in regular speed and slow motion.  I have seen literally thousands of cum shot in porno.  None were any more impressive than the one Tariq had fired and I had caught on video.  

Carol was now again as horny as I was.  Her hand had slipped under the lace and was gingerly touching the raw skin between her legs.  It was like an open invitation and I slipped down and unsnapped the crotch of her teddy.  As my tongue contacted her hot, red flesh, she exhaled loudly and cautioned me to be gentle.  One look at her battered pussy was enough to know that she must have been sore as hell, but despite that fact she was also clearly aroused.  Her juices were leaking out of her still-distended vagina and the hood of her clitoris was barely covering the swelling bud beneath it.  As I lapped softly at her clit, Carol started the video again.  I listened to the dialog as I started the slow, steady rhythm that always starts her on the road to orgasm.  On the screen behind me Carol was stroking Tariq and telling him how much she loved the feeling of his massive, black shaft in her hands.  I could here the raw desire in her voice and it spurred me on in my oral ministrations.  By the time she has started riding her “black beast” on the video, she was playing with my hair…a sure sign that her climax was well on its way.  I took a short break from the clit licking to lower my mouth to her vaginal opening.  Her juices filled the wide gap that Tariq had created with his huge black plowshare.  My face pushed deep into the furrow and Carol gasped a bit in pain as her tender interior was rasped by my probing tongue.  “Oooo…Oooo…gentle,” she scolded, as she wriggled her hips back away from my mouth.  I moved back up and returned to work on her clit and was rewarded with a gentle pat on my head.  “Yes…just like that,” she cooed, “your gonna make me cum.”  The way she said it, it sounded like an order more than anything.  Anyway, she was right.  I WAS going to make her cum.  I always made her cum and I always would because I loved her and I loved eating her pussy.  Long before she had finished her 18 minute ride on the video, in fact, she was writhing against my face—her body wracked in spasm by a wonderful orgasm.  By the time she had come back down from her climax and I was snuggling alongside her, we were just able to watch her moment of video triumph together--the moment she tamed her black beast.  I especially loved the footage of the trapped cum burbling out of her pussy, but Carol didn’t much care for the sight of her gaping hole.  She let me play the massy ending back several times anyway--the last couple while she bobbed her head in my lap.


Now, I’ve written at length about my wife’s incredible oral talents.  Even as a virgin when we were back in college, she gave good head and seemed to truly enjoy doing it.  Nowadays, she can only be described as awesome!  She is, after all, a true perfectionist and with all the practice she has had the past two years with her heavily-hung playmates—she has become absolutely expert with her lips and throat.  When positioned right, Carol can swallow me at will.  Not once or twice, but over and over—fast, slow and anywhere in between.  When she wants to make me blow my load, she has a particular move that she has perfected to an art form.  After a few minutes of long, deep strokes she clamps down hard on the very base of my cock with her lips.  At the same time her throat begins a series of hard swallows during which her throat muscles literally surround my head and foreshaft in a rhythmic squeeze that is impossible to resist.  It can only be compared to what I imagine a milking machine must feel like on a cow’s teat.  The waves of esophageal peristalsis literally milk the cum out of my helpless organ.  Normally, I wouldn’t protest as the sensation is truly unbelievable and the orgasm it produces is always terrific.  When she clamped down this time, however, I resisted.  I didn’t want to cum yet—I had other plans first.  Ever since Tariq had pulled up his pants and made it clear he was leaving, I had settled on Carol’s tight sphincter as the target for my next load.  At first, Carol toyed with me.  As I pulled back she wouldn’t let loose of the throat lock she had on my rigid cock.  I had to almost beg before she finally yielded and let my saliva-covered shaft slip free of her mouth.  I have to admit, that I would have been powerless to keep from cumming if she wouldn’t have let me free.  She knew it too.  After all, I had just watched her conquer Tariq and his nuclear dong.  My little wife, after years of hiding her sexuality, was now a powerful sexual force---and she was loving it. So was I.  The moment she rolled off me I turned over and effortlessly slid my slippery cock into her pussy.  We both groaned as it fell all the way inside, our pubic bones colliding.  Loose and soaking wet, her vagina felt almost otherworldly.  Making thrusts was almost pointless as she was so stretched and swollen that my cock barely created any friction against her vaginal walls.  Instead, I just circled my hips and mashed my bone around in her goopy hole.  Carol’s rapid breathing and little gasps told me that her pussy was sore…I eased up a bit and she relaxed.  My real objective was only to lube up my rock-hard dick for its assault on her ass.   She was reading my mind, for as I withdrew my slimy cock, she put her hands under her thighs and hiked up her hips presenting the tight bud of her asshole to me.  The ooze had leaked down; already it coated her little butt hole with a nice, thick slather of her pussy juices.  My swollen knob easily parted her tight ring and entered her with a satisfying pop.  My shoulders and arms bent her legs up even higher and she released the weight of her thighs against me.  


When we had tried anal over the years, it had always been doggie style—and it had always been uncomfortable and awkward.  These days, we are more likely to do it in this position—face to face—and it is always an awesome experience.  Some times a quick doggie ass fuck can still be fun, but it is always a quicky.  For some reason, in the face to face posture, I can hold off cumming almost indefinitely and it allows Carol to  more easily use her fingers or a vibe on her clit.  I also like it because I can see her face as I penetrate her forbidden hole.  As I made a few preliminary strokes, Carol reached over and slipped a throw pillow under her ass---perfect!  We chatted as I fell into a slow rhythm, my entire cock disappearing up inside her before slowly withdrawing almost fully with each stroke.  My hands massaged the soft flesh of her ass as her fingers dipped into her pussy and massaged the wet cream around swollen clit.  The conversation was easy and mellow.  We talked about our new secret swinging lifestyle…how strange it was, but how satisfying too.  Carol talked frankly about how the physical aspects of sex with her black lovers were so addictive.  Her guttural tone when describing the feeling of being fucked by a big, black cock made the cum rise in my balls, and I had to fight off my orgasm.  We both agreed that trying to artificially create more normal, social bonds with our swing “friends” was probably a mistake.  I was surprised to hear her admit that she was just as happy as I was when the parties were over, when the last man had left, when it was just her and I alone afterward.  “I do it all for you, anyway,” she whispered.  “Sure, I have to admit that it feels incredible—getting all that stimulation from a big cock,” she winked as she continued, “but it’s knowing that you’re watching that really gets me off.”   Just as her voice trailed off, I could feel her orgasm beginning to boil through her midsection.  The sensation of being in her ass during orgasm was always sublime…and I knew just to hold on and let her take me along with her.  As she writhed beneath me, I held perfectly still and let her pulsing sphincter pull me over the edge.  The jets were so close together that they almost created the sensation of pissing my semen into her ass.  Completely spent, I collapsed on top of her in perfect bliss and satisfaction.  We spent the night together there in that wonderful embrace on the living room floor--our bodies, hearts and souls intertwined.         

