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The following story deals with explicit sex acts
between consenting adults who may not be legally attached to each
other and who have questionable moral values. The story contains
scenes involving explicit sexual situations between consenting
legal adults and is not intended to be viewed by persons under the
legal age or those who find such material offensive. All characters
in this story are 18 years of age or older, sorry. This story is a
work of fiction and any similarity to places or persons, living or
dead, is unintended. But if you find yourself saying, "I think I
remember doing exactly that?" then I hope that I portrayed you
correctly. And don't worry, all of the names have been changed to
protect the guilty.

If you find this type of
material objectionable, then please stop reading now! This story
should not be taken as an endorsement of the activities described
herein, and
readers are encouraged not to "try this at home"
unlike those Jack Ass TV shows. Please note that no cute
little doe-eyed
animals were harmed during the creation of this
story, unlike many household-cleaning products. Also, this story
is completely gluten-free so indulge yourself without
feeling guilty.

This eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this story with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

Please Leave a Review

As a personal favor to the author, please leave
a review on the site where you purchased this story. I love to get
your comments to understand, which parts you enjoyed and hopefully
the few parts that you didn't.
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 Chapter 1 The
Backstory

This perverted saga began in Wife Swap, where we
learned how Carol and Alice met at the gym after Alice tried to
emulate the tall, good-looking
woman, on the treadmill next to her. Alice's husband had hinted
that he liked tall, slender women
and Alice decided to see if she could become that woman.

However, nature was against her, and there was no way Alice, a woman with a
voluptuous body and big jugs was ever going to grow six inches and
become the slender hottie of her husband's dreams.

But what she did find was her first girlfriend
since college, who reignited her bisexual feelings, that she
thought was buried along with her mortarboard.

As Alice and Carol talked, they realized that
their husbands were attracted to the body type of the other
husband's wife. To hopefully avoid their spouse's cheating on them,
they made a pact to share husbands on a weekend date, with second
base being the absolute limit.

This way the girls felt that they could retain
some control over their husband's desires and still satisfy their
fantasies. But as fantasies go, things naturally went wrong or
right as the case may be. Both husbands were thrilled at the girl
they were paired up with, and the
attraction seemed to also be
shared by the wives.

Carol, who had been
raised in a puritanical household, had issues with
everything sexually related. After meeting Alice, Carol tried to
deal with the emotions and desires, which were ignited by the thoughts of going out on her first
date since marriage.

To partially satisfy her urges and still keep
her conscience from harassing her, Carol created an alternate
personality, who could take over and control Carol. This way Carol
was not responsible for anything she did because it was all Sybil's
fault and not hers.

During their date, Carol ended up in the sack
with Alice's husband Ted, who proceeded to butt fuck her and make
her suck him off. Luckily Sybil was on hand to take care of
Ted, and while Carol could see and
feel everything Sybil did, her conscience was clear.

Their illicit
weekend ignited a long-smoldering desire in Carol and coincidently her
husband also and their love life went from zero to one hundred
miles per hour overnight. Our story continues as Carol is trying to
find a shortcut to the freeway but gets stopped by a train.

Remember that you can catch up on the first part
of the story by grabbing a copy of the first book, Wife
Swap.


Chapter 2

Turning the corner of the street off Industrial,
Carol realized that she had been
caught at one of the few train tracks left in Las Vegas.
There was no way out as cars pulled up behind her and completely
blocked her in. "Some shortcut," she muttered to herself as she had
hoped to find a back way to the freeway.

Putting the car into park, as it didn't look
like she was going anywhere for a few minutes, Carol closed her
eyes and replayed the last couple
of weeks in her mind.

The last week had been a whirlwind of emotions
for Carol; she was ecstatic about some things and deeply troubled
by others. For the first time, she had discovered she had a
multiple personality disorder, which at first troubled her but
after thinking about it realized that it wasn't necessarily a bad
thing as it kept her conscience from tormenting her.

Her next realization was that she liked being
with a girl and had serious repressed sexual urges, which were only
now starting to come out. Her alternate personality Sybil had
helped her out originally when she
tasted the forbidden fruit. As she tried to come to grips with her
suppressed urges, Carol found herself switching back and forth
between herself and her alternate Sybil.

At first, it was a relief to let Sybil take over
her mind and body, as Sybil was up for anything and the dirtier,
the nastier, the better. But the part that was starting to scare
her was that Carol was taking control back from Sybil, more and
more. The fact that she had let her girlfriend's husband fuck her
in the ass was completely unbelievable and still hard for her to
accept.

Carol had made Sybil give control of her body
back, and the feeling of Ted's
hard cock sliding deep into her
dirtiest of holes ignited feelings
that she never knew existed before. She had rapidly lost count of
the number of climaxes she experienced, with each one more violent
and stronger than the last. Finally, she started to realize that she would come so
hard, she would lose consciousness for a minute. Those were the
best of all because as she slowly came out of the fog, she would
become aware of Ted's hard rod pounding deep in her backdoor. Then
about the time she was fully aware of the fact she was being butt-fucked, her next climax would
slam into her and restart the cycle.

Accepting the fact that she enjoyed her
newfound sexuality was hard at
first but when she realized that she was no different afterward made her doubt the teachings of her
parents. How could anything that felt this good, be bad for
you?

Carol had grown up in a home of almost
puritanical beliefs and as a
result, had a lot of problems dealing with anything sexually
related. Her husband Bob was kind and gentle, which helped her work
out some of her hang-ups, but most
of them remained in one fashion or
another.

Her transformation started almost two weeks ago
when she met Alice at the gym. Alice was as opposite as possible,
but they had quickly become best friends and lovers. Alice was
shorter with a voluptuous body and large boobs, while Carol was
tall and slender with smaller jugs and long legs.

She still had trouble admitting to herself that
she and another girl were sexually involved. This was one of the biggest hills she had to
climb, but girl-on-girl sex was so
awesome that it was becoming easier to accept it, and it wasn't
cheating, so she wasn't doing anything to hurt her marriage.

Thinking of Alice automatically made her wet and
at the same time troubled her as everything about their
relationship went against all she had
been taught by her parents. Her parents would die if they
knew that she had kissed another girl and tasted her most secret
spot.

She had quickly become infatuated with Alice and
her boobs. She could picture everything about Alice's ginormous tits and what they felt like in her
mouth. Carol had never been with a woman before, and if the truth were known, she had done a lot
of things that she had never done before over the last few
days.

"This is when my troubles or transformation
began," Carol thought as she traveled to the dark side as Alice
called it. Carol was conflicted, as she tried to come to grips with
her relationship with Alice and Alice's husband Ted.

Trying to juggle her girlfriend, her
girlfriend's husband, and her husband Bob was almost too much to
handle. Everything she had been
taught about sex being dirty and nasty was still true except
now dirty and nasty took on a completely different meaning.

After playing around
with Alice at the gym, Carol went home and for the first time in
her life was so horny she couldn't stand it. Normally, she
would let Bob have his way with her, just to keep him happy but
that day was completely different. Driving home, Carol couldn't
keep her hand from between her legs and was dripping wet during the
entire drive.

Poor Bob never knew what hit him as Carol was
waiting with a short nighty on and nothing else. She pulled him on
top of her and made him fuck her. They didn't make love; they
fucked pure and simple. The feeling of Bob's hard cock as it slid
inside her was what she needed,
and if the truth were known, she didn't need Bob's cock; she would
have welcomed anybody's cock.

Normally she was lucky if she ever had a climax,
but that day, she was coming over and over. Bob couldn't believe it
and probably figured that aliens had swapped his wife out for a
nymphomaniac when he wasn't
looking. Not that he was complaining, she said to herself
with a laugh.

Feeling Bob getting close, Carol told him that
she wanted to suck his dick. Normally she seldom sucked his cock
and especially if it was dirty from fucking her. As she scooted
down and looked at his dick, her upbringing came back at her in a
flash. She wanted to taste his dick but knew it was wrong.

Suddenly an idea hit her; she could use Alice's mouth to suck her husband's
pussy coated dick. She smiled to herself as she lowered Alice's
mouth on her husband's throbbing cock, her conscience was clear as
it was her best friend sucking his dirty dick and not her.

While Bob fucking her was unreal, it was his
dick in her mouth that put her over the edge. At first, she just
rubbed the head across Alice's soft lips and breathed in the aroma
from all the juice covering the head and shaft.

Carol was so thankful that Alice was sucking her
husband's dick as she would never allow his pussy coated cock
anywhere near her innocent mouth. Licking her lips, Alice could
taste Carol's love juice, and the
sensation was causing her pussy to throb and the lightning to start
behind her closed eyelids.

It was funny how letting Alice take care of her
husband, allowed Carol to enjoy everything except the guilt of what
Alice was doing. Why is this so wrong, when it tastes so
good? Carol asked herself as she tried to resist letting Alice
fuck her husband using her mouth.

The smell and the taste of Carol on Alice's lips
were impossible to ignore and even
though Carol said, "Please don't suck his dirty dick, Alice!" She
heard Alice say, "Fuck you, Bitch!" as Alice forced her head down
on Bob's rock-hard erection. She kept her lips tightly compressed
around the shaft and scraped off the pussy juice as the head of his
fat cock invaded her throat.

Carol could feel the now familiar waves of
passion crashing over her body, as
her legs started to tremble and jerk. How can this feel so good,
when Alice is the one sucking my husband's cock? Carol could
taste Bob's cock as Alice cleaned it off and ran her tongue up and
down the shaft.

Why can't I do this? Carol asked
herself while enjoying the feel of
Alice's tongue along the side of Bob's shaft. She could feel the
thick veins on the side of his shaft and every beat of his heart,
which made his dick throb.

Carol's pussy was so wet, and the lips were engorged and spread apart as Carol
relived the first time she and
Alice had sucked her husband off. From the background, she heard
Sybil tell her to spread her legs. Then the next thing she knew,
Sybil had two fingers deep in Carol's snatch and was pounding them
in her lady hole.

The climax struck her and slammed her head back
against the headrest as she climaxed and lost consciousness for a
few seconds. Between Alice sucking her husband's pussy coated dick
and Sybil finger fucking her without mercy, Carol's climax raged on
and on as her nice girl side got kicked to the corner of her mind.
Carol could see her rolled up in a fetal position, sucking her
thumb, as she watched Carol, Alice, and Sybil attack Bob's erupting
cock.

Out of nowhere, Carol felt the first gush of her
husband's load as the blast of cum
hit the back of Alice's mouth. Every squirt would cause Carol to
jerk, as she tasted the spunk in Alice's mouth. She could feel
every rope of cum as it shot down the middle of Alice's tongue and
into her stomach. This is not my fault, Carol told herself
as she felt Alice's lips clamp just behind the head of Bob's cock
and drain his essence.

Her final climax caused her to thrash about in
the car, while the train rumbled by, click-clack, click-clack. It
felt so good, the sunroof was open, and the sun was warm and toasty as it bathed her
body.

Slowly Carol opened her eyes and asked herself,
What am I doing? Looking down she
realized that her skirt was pulled up to her waist and she had four
fingers buried in her pussy. Her panties were hanging on the
gearshift lever; she must have pulled them off sometime while
waiting for the train.

Carol could feel her pussy muscles rhythmically squeezing her fingers as her climax
died off. Easing her fingers out, Carol couldn't resist sticking
them in her mouth to taste herself. Alice had told her never to waste it and always clean her fingers.

The taste of her pussy almost put her over the
edge again, when she happened to look up through the sunroof and
see the truck driver sitting alongside her car, watching her. She
started to yank her fingers out but it was too late now, he already
knew she was a slut, and nothing
she could do would change his opinion of the woman sitting in the
car next to him, with her dress up to her waist and her fingers
buried in her cunt.

Sybil told her, "Don't you dare waste a single
drop of that sweet girl cum." Carol was ashamed but still fully
charged, and on automatic, so it
was easy to ignore her conscience and continue sucking her fingers
clean.

Sybil looked up at the truck driver and gave him
a big smile. Carol could imagine how it would look if she had cum
running out of the corners of her mouth as she smiled. The picture
of Alice from last weekend, with a mouthful of her husband's
load, suddenly flashed in her
mind. Then she remembered the pictures on her phone. She had let
Alice's husband Ted fuck her in the ass, while her husband Bob took
pictures.

Now every time she went to the bathroom, Carol
would look at the pictures and play with herself. She knew that her
husband had shown the guys at work
pictures of Ted butt-fucking her. They had gone through the
pictures together and carefully picked out those you couldn't
identify, for him to show his buddies.

She could feel the throbbing start in her cunt
once more as she visualized the guys looking at that slut in the
pictures, never knowing it was Bob's slut wife getting ass fucked.
She was even thinking about sharing some of the pictures with her
close girlfriends. She thought that she could just say she
downloaded them from the Internet
and no one would know that it was sweet Carol's tight ass being
reamed out.

The pictures of Carol lying on Alice in a 69
position were the best of all. Alice was licking her pussy, while
cum ran out of Carol's ass and down into Alice's open mouth.
God, I'm a slut, Carol told herself as she let the truck
driver watch her clean off her dirty fingers as she relived that
night last weekend when she let
Alice's husband pump cum into every
one of her holes.

There's no way I can say this didn't happen,
as my husband has the pictures.

At first, she
had worried that Bob would be upset, but he had turned into a satyr and had fucked her
nonstop all week. He made Carol relive everything and tell him what
it felt like to be ass fucked for the first time. Bob was even
taking her in the ass most of the time now.

In fact, it was
so bad, that she had to let Sybil suck him off at the breakfast
table this morning, while he ate. She made Sybil not spill any
because she had just picked his suit up from the cleaners.

The sensation of feeling and tasting cum in
Sybil's mouth had made Carol climax alongside Sybil. Later she had
called Alice to tell her about it and had listened as Alice
Jilled-off to the story. Alice was
such a bad influence on her and had started this whole thing. Of
course, she wasn't actually mad at
her as Alice had the sweetest tasting pussy, especially after Bob had pumped her full of
spunk.

The sun felt so good on her legs that she never
even considered pulling her skirt down, even though the cute guy in
the truck next to her was watching. I bet he's jerking off,
Carol told herself as her mind continued to wander.

Looking up, Carol noticed the guy waving a
business card at her. Without pausing to think it through, she
waved him over and watched as he hopped out of his truck. Powering
down the passenger window, the guy handed her his card and asked,
"Could we get together for a drink sometime?"

"As long as your wife joins us?"

"My wife?" the guy stuttered.

"Certainly, unless you are planning on taking
care of my husband also," Sybil told him with a giggle.

"We've talked about it but have never tried
swapping before."

"No wife, no pussy!" Sybil told him.

"Let me work on her," the truck driver promised
as he jumped back into his truck, as the barrier started to rise on
the tracks.

"We are such sluts," Carol told her alternate
identity, Sybil, as she drove
away.

I'm a slut but why can't I give in all the
way? Carol asked herself as her nice girl side bitched at her
for being a bad girl. "No, I'm a good girl. That's what Ted had
called me, while he was fucking me in the ass; 'good girl.'"

Why does 'good girl' sound so dirty, when
you've got a big cock buried in your ass? Carol asked
herself.


Chapter 3

Driving down Industrial, which ran behind the
Las Vegas Strip, Carol saw one of the many strip clubs that lined
the street. She had never paid any attention to them before as nice
girls didn't go to strip clubs and certainly didn't allow their
husbands to visit a den of iniquity like a club with naked women.

Lord only knows what goes on in there?
She said to herself as she slowed
down to get a better look at the place. It was called The Fox's
Den, and while the sign had a
picture of a young girl in a skimpy bikini with breasts that
overflowed her top, the place looked pretty nice. The building was
classy looking and the parking lot clean, and there were a lot of high-end cars in the
lot.

They even had young girls for valets, dressed in
short shorts and a short jacket. She tried to see but couldn't tell
what the girls were wearing under the jacket. On an impulse, Carol
slowed down and pulled into the parking lot.

It looked safe,
and she could see a couple of guys, obviously security, with bulky
builds and short haircuts. As she drove in, she saw a valet waiting
for her with a cute smile on her face.

The valet looked to only be about 18 or 19, with
a fabulous body and nice long blonde hair and muscular legs. Carol
stopped the car and put it into park as the girl opened the car door.

Glancing down, the valet saw that Carol still
had her dress pulled up to her waist and her panties looped over
the gearshift. Laughing, the girl quipped, "I see that you couldn't
wait!"

Suddenly embarrassed, Carol pulled her legs
together as she looked up at the girl, who was holding her hand
out. Carol took her hand, and the
valet helped her out of the car.

Looking at the valet up close, Carol realized
that the girl didn't have anything on under the vest she was
wearing. Without thinking, Carol licked her lips as she started to
fantasize about what treasures were underneath the vest.

"I love your outfit," Sybil told the valet as
Carol told her to behave.

"Thanks," the girl replied. "It's always good
for a nice tip."

Remembering that everything in Vegas runs on
grease, Carol opened her purse and gave the girl a five-dollar
bill. Then she asked, "Is it okay for a single woman to visit a
place like this?"

"Not all of them, but The Fox's Den is always a
good place for unicorns."

"Unicorns?" asked Carol.

"Sorry, I just assumed . . ." the girl replied
and then said, "A unicorn is sort
of a single girl but if you're interested I'll give you the
full definition."

"I just want to be sure that I don't have
trouble with any of the men here?"

"Absolutely
not, if anyone touches you,
they will end up in an ambulance going to UMC or if they
really screw up, a one-way trip to
the desert," the valet said with a smile. "But I can't say that
about some of the girls."

"I just wanted to look around and see if it was
a place to bring my husband and another couple," Carol told her.

"Any problems, ask for Larry, Jack, or Tiny,"
the valet told her seriously as she handed Carol a claim check for
her car.

"I assume Tiny is a nickname?"

"Yeah, if you see a guy who is about the size of
a small house, that's Tiny!"

Then the valet continued, "Larry is the owner,
Jack is head of security, and to warn you Foxy is Larry's
wife."

"Warn me?"

"Warn you in a good way. Foxy is 'very' friendly
to unicorns."

Carol told herself that she would have to find
out exactly what a unicorn was. Then she told the valet, "Thanks so
much for all the information."

The valet slid into Carol's car and then said,
"Do you need these?" as she held up Carol's underwear. Carol
couldn't help herself and replied, "That's okay, you can keep
them."

She watched as the valet held the panties up to
her nose and inhaled deeply, all the time watching Carol. Then she
said, "Next time, write your phone number on them before you give
'em to me."

Looking at the girl, Carol suddenly realized
what she was saying, and Sybil was
whispering in her ear that this young girl wanted to seduce her.
The thought of climbing into bed with a nineteen-year-old hard body
caused a shudder to run through Carol.

Reaching into her suit jacket pocket, Carol
pulled out a business card and handed it to the girl. "My cell
phone number is on my card. Would you like to get together?"

As the girl took the card from Carol, she took
one of Carol's fingers and sucked it. "What do you think?" she
replied. Carol couldn't believe the feelings that ran through her
body and this time it was she and not Sybil thinking all those
dirty thoughts.

"You taste good," the valet told her as Carol
realized that the girl had picked one of the fingers that
had been buried in her sloppy wet
cunt. Carol turned beet red, but
the valet seemed to enjoy cleaning the last bit of juice off
Carol's fingers.

"Go on inside," the valet told her. "Call
me, and I'll meet you up
here when I'm off duty. Saturday
is a good night here as it's couple's night. And I forgot to tell
you my name is Tina."

Carol asked herself, Who just picked up
who? As she walked into the
entrance. The guy at the door was obviously ex-military or ex-cop,
as he held the door open for her. "Thank you for coming. I hope you
have a great time," he told her with a smile as she walked into the
darkened interior.


Chapter 4

Alongside one wall was a bar and the bartender
was a woman about thirty, wearing a black thong bikini. There were
dance stages spread around the club that was about the size of a pool table with chairs around the
edges. Girls were dancing on the
stages, with guys sitting around the stage watching and waving
dollar bills.

Carol stopped in the inside foyer as she looked
around. The club looked nice and not seedy, as she had imagined.
The waitresses were all young girls and looked to be eighteen to
maybe twenty-five years of age. Most were wearing a bikini or some
type of lingerie along with
"stripper shoes."

It appeared that the girls could strip down to
their bikini bottoms or panties,
but she didn't see anyone completely nude. Sybil was telling her to
go over and sit at a stage and
watch the dancers, but Carol was
too uncomfortable to try that. Just walking in the club was a major
step for Carol. Then one of the waitresses came up to her and asked
where she would like to sit.

Carol sputtered but didn't know what to
say, and luckily the girl just
escorted her over to a 4-top table that was reasonably close to a
stage. After ordering a white wine, Carol watched as a tall
brunette walked up to one of the stages and waited as the current
dancer gathered up her money and clothes to walk off stage.

The first dancer looked to be about nineteen
with a voluptuous body and big jugs. She would put her girlfriend
Alice to shame with those tits. She bounced down the steps and
stopped to kiss the brunette, who was about to go on stage. Carol
could feel her pussy throb as she watched the two girls kiss. After
making out with Alice last weekend, Carol had become fascinated
with girls and how erotic they were.

Carol could see their nipples rub together and
the one dancer had to stand on a step to make her tall enough to
kiss the brunette. Carol could feel the wetness spread between her
lips and wondered if she should have put her panties on rather than
give them to the valet Tina.


Chapter 5

"Hi, here's your white wine," the deep sexy
voice startled her out of the fog as she wondered what those girl's
tits would feel like. Looking up she saw a tall brunette, probably
close to six-feet standing there with her wine. The girl had dark
smoldering eyes that reeked of sex and Carol could feel Sybil
instantly react to the girl. She had a big head of curly brunette
hair that framed her face and made her look like an 80's porn
star.

Carol's mind immediately turned to oatmeal as she stared at the girl standing
there with a cute smile on her face. She tried not to stare, but the girl was wearing a short black
leather skirt, thigh high leather boots, and a cowboy style leather
vest, with absolutely nothing under it, beyond her boobs that
is. The vest was just barely long
enough to cover her jugs and was held together with three string
ties. The inside of the vest had probably a 6-inch gap between the
edges and showed a big chunk of her cleavage, right out to where
her nipples were.

Trying to regain her composure, Carol tried to
stop staring at her tits and look her in the eyes. The girl had a
bushy mane of curly hair that kept reminding Carol of a porn star.
Say something! Carol told herself as she tried to regain
control of her mind. Carol hoped that she wasn't drooling but knew
her mouth was hanging open.

"Are you okay? Is there a problem that you need
help with? I can call security if it
would make you more comfortable."

Shaking her head, Carol said, "Sorry, you just startled me, and I was at a loss for words. Here let me
pay you for the drink." Carol reached for her purse, but the girl put her hand on Carol's arm
and said, "That's okay, the drink's on the house. It looks like you
might need one."

The touch of her warm hand on Carol's arm seemed
to burn all the way straight to her pussy. No, not her pussy but
her "cunt," Carol reminded
herself. "Pussy" was too nice of a word for how her 'cunt' felt
right now.

Carol giggled and was immediately mad at herself
for being so stupid and bumfuzzled. "Thank you very much. That's
really sweet," she finally managed to stammer out.

"It's really no problem. My husband will never
miss it."

"Your husband?" Carol asked.

"Yeah, we own The Fox's Den. Would you mind if I
sit with you for a minute?"

"Of course not. Ignore my manners and sit
down."

Carol watched as the woman sat down and crossed
those legs that looked fabulous. Bob would love her, Carol
thought to herself. And those tits, it looked like the vest was fighting a losing battle trying to
corral those puppies. Carol could almost see her nipples and the
way they stuck straight out, it exposed all off her boobs except
for the
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