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		Prologue
	
	
		

		Prologue

		

		Bob was pounding in to me frantically. We hadn’t had sex for a good three weeks, so I was primed and ready tonight. Unfortunately, so was Bob. About three strokes later, I felt his cock explode inside of me. His hot seed filling my pussy but leaving me still aching for more. Hey! I’m a part of this too, you know. Damn! How long has it been since he did any more than shove that thing of his in me and cum five or ten strokes later?

		

		What happened to being willing to take some time? Make sure I got off, too? Maybe, give me some oral sex? Especially after I’ve done the same for him? I mean, it’s been like forever since he gave me some tongue action. And, it wouldn’t hurt him any to cuddle for a while afterwards, either. Shit! He’s already snoring, and I didn’t even get off. Maybe I should get my trusty vibrator out and take care of things myself? In fact, I think I’ll do just…

		

		Oh, damn! There go the twins. I wonder what started them crying this time? Probably a diaper change. It’s going to another one of those nights, isn’t it Carrie, old girl? Oh, shit! Now I’m even talking to myself. Well, as long as I don’t start answering myself, I guess I’m still sane.

		

	

	
		

		Chapter 1
	
	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Their names were Jack and Sandi. We’d met them three weeks ago at the Outer Limits, a club that we had been to several times now. Not exactly a regular night club, the Outer Limits catered to a very select clientele, people who were extremely open minded, if you catch my meaning. Okay, if you haven’t figured it out, they catered to ‘swingers.’ You know, people that didn’t mind having sex with someone who wasn’t their spouse. Sought it out. Enjoyed it, in fact.

		

		Bob and I have been together for eleven years now, married five of them. We were the proverbial high school sweethearts. Ridiculous as that sounds today, it’s true. I met Bob the first day of my Junior year at Valley View High. My family had just moved here from California. It was supposed to be a promising career move for my Dad, but it sure wasn’t something I was looking forward to. To say that I was a little bummed out about the whole thing is putting it mildly. Hey, would you want to forego sun drenched beaches and surfing for the Mile High, city? I sure didn’t. Yes, the scenery was beautiful, the towering Rockies staring me in the face every day. Beautiful sunsets, skiing, yada, yada, yada. But I was sixteen. All my friends were in California. So was my surf board. Anyway, Bob hit on me that first day, offering to show me around the school. That was it. Over and done. We’d been together ever since, Carrie and Bob. All the way through high school and college. He was my first and only, and I loved him passionately. Still do for that matter.

		

		It’s just that after eleven years together, things were getting a little dull. Hey, we still had sex and all that, at least sometimes. But the twins took up time. So did work, for the both of us. Half the time, we were just too tired. The rest of the time, we just didn’t care anymore. It wasn’t fun like it used to be. You know what I mean? The spark had got up and left the building. We just seemed to go through the motions. Finally, we sat down and talked seriously about it. Oh, we tried a few things; date night, role play, sex toys, those types of things. They helped, a little. But, neither of us got what we were looking for out of it. There just wasn’t any zing to any of it.

		

		Bob was the one that brought up the idea first. Take it to the next level, he said. Add another partner into the mix, spice things up a bit. Well, yeah, I guess it would do that. Duh! But, since I’d never been with any other man before, I was none too sure about the idea. Okay, I admit I was a little curious, who wouldn’t be? But that was all. I wasn’t any too thrilled with the idea of letting Bob be with anybody else, either. Honestly, I wasn’t too sure about any of it. I wouldn’t even know how to go about it. I’d never really even dated. I’d met my future husband at sixteen, so I’d barely kissed anyone else. It had always been Bob.

		

		We toyed around with the idea for a while, talking it over ad nauseam. We both read up on it. Hey, you can research anything on the internet. ‘Swinging,’ try looking that one up on Google? Something like one hundred and forty-five million hits! Nothing really changed our positions on it, though. He still seemed gung-ho, I was still reticent. I mean, did Bob just want to fool around? Was this some prelude to a divorce? What if he fell in love with somebody else? What if I did? What if I hated whoever I ended up with? What if people found out? OMG! What if my family ever found out? What if nobody wanted me? What if I was too jealous? What if he was?

		

		Eventually, Bob coaxed me into dipping my toes in the water, so to speak. He’d found a swinger’s club on line, one that seemed to have some good reviews. There was no sex allowed on the premises. It was just a meeting place, thank goodness. He was really excited over the idea of this place. This way there would be no Craig’s List anonymity to deal with, it was all face to face. If you were uncomfortable, you could just walk away. Unlike the bar scene, since everybody there at the club was on the prowl for a sex partner, there were no awkward questions to have to face. All the people there were married, or at least in a committed relationship. And, more importantly, they were all looking. It was so logical when he put it that way. All so neat and tidy. That didn’t make me any happier, just in case you were wondering.

		

		That first night there had been extremely nerve racking. I was scared half out of my mind. Even Bob was sweating a little bit. I guess guys have the same fears women do, it’s just that they get to do the asking. Generally, anyway. Besides, I felt decidedly out of place most of the night. I had dressed very carefully. I was wearing a cocktail dress, one with what I always thought was a low neckline. Well, guess what? There is low and then there is LOW! Mine might as well have had a high-necked puritan collar compared to what everybody else was wearing. We did, at least, chat with a few couples that night. Even tried dancing with one or two of them.

		

		One thing I found out right away was that things were a lot less formal there. Considering that the main purpose of the club was to hook up, I guess it was logical that people would be just a little more forward. Still, I was shocked the first time I was asked to dance, only to find a hand strategically placed on my butt. There did seem to be a lot of that going on around us, so I didn’t slap him or anything. Oh, I thought about it. But, I didn’t. Besides, I saw Bob’s hand on something else as he was dancing with some floozy of a brunette. And, it sure wasn’t a butt! My eyes turning emerald green in an instant.

		

		We had a little chat about that later in the car. Don’t you think we didn’t! Bob, patiently reminding me that the whole purpose of our going there was to open up our relationship a little. Expand our horizons. Experiment some. Yeah, right! Maybe from his point of view. It took a couple of weeks of coaxing, but he finally got me to go back a second time. I even promised I’d try and be a little more “uninhibited” the next time. I meant it, too. Sort of.

		

	

	
		

		Chapter 2
	
	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		For that next visit, I had a much better idea of what to wear. And, I knew I didn’t have anything remotely like that. All the women at the club seemed free to dress extremely sexy. Like, really, really sexy. Ultra-short skirts, even shorter dresses, plunging necklines, lacy material with no underwear, bare backs, that type of thing. I saw one in what I would have sworn was a nightgown, as in very transparent. The little tramp! Okay, so I needed a new wardrobe. Mine being far too staid and domesticated for a place like that. I looked exactly like what I was, a twenty-seven-year-old, married, mother of two! Bob even went along with the idea. Willingly.

		

		Admittedly, my shopping spree didn’t go exactly as well as I planned it. Everything I liked, Bob didn’t. Everything he picked out made me feel like too much of a slut. It took a break, a few glasses of wine, and some gentle persuading. But, in the end, Bob won the argument. He helped me pick out several items to try on. Finally, encouraging me to get three new dresses that showed an awful lot more of me than anything I’d worn since my California bikini days. Of course, with me being eleven years older now, and the mother of twins, my body wasn’t the same either. I was never going to be a size four again. Add to that, I was trying to find something ultra-sexy while shopping in the petite section. Not an easy task. Believe me. Just try it sometime.

		

		I hung out all over in the new dresses that Bob picked out. I swear, I was too embarrassed to even come out of the dressing room in them. Of course, he insisted, and I eventually gave in and modeled them for him. Apparently, for half the damn store, too. My display drew quite a bit of attention from the other men that were there. One of the outfits even prompted a very loud wolf whistle from somebody. The whole ordeal leaving me extremely red in the face. And, uh… With a surprisingly damp pussy. Did not expect that! Bob quietly explained to me that if he had no objections to what was showing, why should I? After all, he was my husband. He thought it was hot to have other men desiring me, knowing I belonged to him. I must admit, I did look SEXY in the dresses. Oh, yeah! I did.

		

		The next Saturday night Bob suggested we put my new wardrobe to use and go to the club again. The idea both scaring me and thrilling me at the same time. He was lying on the bed watching me as I was getting ready. His gaze was piercing. It was almost disconcerting, it was like he was memorizing every move I made, every curve of my body. As if he hadn’t seen it a million times before. I’d gotten bold in the shower and shaved my full auburn bush to just a tiny well-groomed landing strip. My newly bared labia feeling very exposed and sensitive, as I stood there doing my makeup.

		

		I purposely did my eyes a little darker tonight, settling on a deep red for my lipstick. My long auburn hair hung in soft curls down my back. I’d even done my nails. Damn! I looked good. I was becoming such a slut. Satisfied, I headed to the walk-in closet. Bob remarking that he liked my new ‘look,’ as I passed by him. I pretended to ignore him, though I felt my bare little pussy getting moist at his remark. I casually perused the new dresses that we’d gotten. All three of them were very revealing. Having short hemlines that barely covered my butt cheeks, and necklines that left little to the imagination. And, with the ‘D-Cup’ tits I’d been gifted with after the twins, there was a lot to imagine. At least, they were still fairly firm. Oh, I couldn’t pass the pencil test if my life depended on it, but they swayed nicely while I walked, and didn’t sag to my waist, like so many I’d seen.

		

		I settled on a little green number that set off my long auburn tresses beautifully. The hemline barely covered my butt and, being a halter style, there was no back to it at all. Well, at least, not until just above my butt crack. The clingy fabric showed off every curve. When I reached for a thong and slipped it on, Bob smugly commented that it ‘ruined’ the lines of the dress.

		

		Okay, Buster! You asked for it! Boldly staring him in the eye, I slid them back off and casually tossed them back in the drawer, leaving me commando under my dress. My extremely short dress. Grabbing a matching pair of spike heels from my shoe rack, I slipped them on my feet. My breasts, hanging freely beneath the dress, swayed enticingly with every step I took. When we walked out to the car, I could feel a breeze from the night air brushing against my newly exposed pussy lips. Wow! What a feeling! It made me feel so naughty. I swear, I was already dripping by the time I got to the car. Of course, Bob’s appreciative whistle as he helped me into the bucket seat didn’t hurt my ego any. Boldly flashing my bare pussy at him as I slid in. I am such a naughty little minx.

		

		There was a short line to get in at the club that night. I was getting a little embarrassed as I stood in line, the breeze tickling certain parts of my anatomy mercilessly. Besides, with me hanging out of my dress all over, I felt shamelessly exposed. Although, the other women were dressed every bit as daringly as I was. Truthfully, I might still have been dressed on the conservative side. Never the less, by the time we made it inside, I’m sure my face was as red as my hair. It didn’t help any as, when we paid our admission fee, the hunky attendant hungrily eyed me up and down. Practically undressing me with his eyes. My sensitive nipples cheekily rising to attention and tenting the front of the clingy dress as he checked me out. Traitorous little bastards!

		

		I’d had a couple of glasses of wine at the house while I dressed that night. After a couple of more glasses at the club, I finally began to relax a little. Bob danced with me a few times, helping me to calm down even more. I liked feeling his hands on my butt. A few other places too. OMG! That dress sure offered a lot of opportunities. A girl could get into this.

		

		When we got back to our table, the crowd had grown. We were now forced to sit at the end of the large banquette table. Well, I suppose we could have crawled over some people, but talk about awkward. Anyway, I digress. I was sitting there with Bob on one side and another man on the other. My new seat companion was the tall, dark and handsome, type. A few years older, there was just a touch of gray in his hair. But it was the gray of experience and looked good with his chiseled jaw. I was well into another glass of wine when I felt a hand on my knee. It wasn’t Bob’s hand, either! I almost reached down and stopped him, but remembering my promise to loosen up, I didn’t. I did tell Bob, thinking he might be a little upset by it and insist that I put a stop to it. Maybe act just a little bit jealous? Deep in conversation with some blonde, he didn’t seem to care. Not even when I nudged him and mentioned that the hand had crept higher.

		

		Everybody at the table just kept talking, enjoying their drinks, watching the dancers. Even Bob. Oh, don’t get me wrong, mostly he was watching the blonde. But he was checking out everything else too. He seemed to be watching everything and everybody, but me. Meanwhile, that anonymous hand kept creeping higher and higher up my leg. I did mention it to my less than attentive husband one more time, telling him the hand was getting awfully high. He didn’t seem fazed by that news at all. After that I just kept my mouth shut. Well… I kept my mouth shut until I let out a whimper as that hand got extremely close to finding out that I was commando under my short dress. I could feel the heat radiating from his fingers against my sensitive labia. Torn between the ingrained urge to tell him to stop and wishing he’d push those fingers deep inside of my pulsing lips. My wish was granted moments later as his fingers found my brazenly commando pussy. I let out a loud cry, my hands gripping the table so hard, I thought I’d rip it apart! My whole body shuddering with an orgasm as he played with my clit. Those magic fingers of his driving me insane.

		

		That finally got Bob’s attention. Big time! But he still didn’t get upset over it. He just kissed me. Whispering in my ear that he loved me as I sat there still shuddering, gasping for breath, my pussy gushing like crazy. Assuring me that it was all right. He didn’t mind. He wanted me to enjoy myself. Well, guess what, Bob-O? I did! Damn! I hadn’t cum like that since… FOREVER. The hand’s name, it turns out, was Jack.

		

	

	
		

		Chapter 3
	
	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		So, that’s how we met. An anonymous hand up my dress, fingering my pussy. I have to admit, it was quite an introduction. Certainly, got my attention! Anyway, we danced together several times that night. Jack’s hands freely exploring me every time a slow dance came on. Of course, I was kind of grinding my butt into his crotch during some of fast dances, so I had no room to complain. He felt nice to grind into. I began to wonder just how big that bulge in his pants really was? Hey! I’d had a lot to drink, okay?

		

		At the end of the night, we all agreed to meet up again the next weekend. Same time, same place. Maybe get to know each other a little more. Jack, it turned out, even had a wife of his own. How convenient. His wife was named, Sandi. She was a tall, statuesque blonde with a model’s body and gorgeous eyes. Her perky little ‘B-Cup’ breasts displayed delightfully by an extremely low neckline. She was all slender curves and long legs. Right down to her little golden ankle bracelet. The hussy.

		

		Yeah. Okay, I admit it. I was green with jealousy. To top it off, she was THAT blonde. The one Bob had been so intent on talking to earlier. She seemed to fit well with Jack’s six-two frame. There was no way I could ever look like that. I had way too many curves, especially after the twins. But Jack didn’t seem to mind my short stature. He didn’t mind my ‘D-Cup’ tits, either. His hands had found them more than once that first night while we danced.

		

		*

		

		Jack managed to find them again when we met up the next weekend, cupping my breasts in his hot hands. The off the shoulder neckline I’d opted for tonight displaying them nicely, too. Somehow, he even found us a dark corner of the club over the course of the evening. Pulling me into it and exploring my curves a little more fully as we kissed. His kisses burning hot as our tongues dueled. He slammed me up against the wall, one of my legs wrapping around his waist. My shaved labia rubbing against that bulge of his as we kissed over and over. I was getting sooooo turned on. Damn! Even Bob had never done that to me. It was HOT. But, kissing and touching like that in public was one thing. Breaking our wedding vows, that was something else entirely. I still wasn’t ready to let another man dip his wick in my pussy.

		

		I wasn’t any too sure about Bob playing around with Sandi, either. Not at all happy seeing his hands run over her tiny butt and perky tits while they danced. I could just imagine how I’d feel with her long legs wrapped around Bob’s waist as he fucked her. Her little anklet sparkling. Trust me, it was not a pretty sight. Jealousy apparently being a trait that went along with my auburn hair, freckled nose and Irish temper.

		

		That didn’t stop Bob from trying to get me to give in. Believe me, it didn’t. Didn’t seem to stop Jack, either. As the night wore on, the two of them began to slowly wear me down. Sandi even danced with me a couple of times. That was interesting! Especially when her hands got a little friendly, too. Periodically, the three of them traded off. Bob dancing with me here and there, reassuring me that he loved me and only me. No, he didn’t mind seeing me with Jack. And, uh, News Flash! He didn’t mind seeing me dancing with Sandi, either. Dirty old man.

		

		He thought it was sexy to watch me like that. He said it was like seeing me with different eyes. At one point, he even flat out told me that someday he thought he’d like seeing me with another man. Just watching while I climaxed as another man emptied himself inside of me. His cock buried to the hilt in my pussy. He wanted to see the expressions on my face, watch my body as I spasmed in orgasm. Even telling me he wanted the experience of reclaiming me afterwards. Filling me with his own hot seed and taking me back. Feeling wicked, I asked him if he intended to clean me after I’d been with somebody else just like on the internet videos? He promised to do that, too. Saying he’d do anything, if I’d give in.

		

		Yeah! Right! Well, I wasn’t too sure about that. So, good luck, Bob-O. Truthfully, I wasn’t too sure about any of it. But I promised I’d think about it some more. I kind of liked thinking about it whenever Jack was touching me. After all, I had Bob’s ‘permission’ to let go and get a little frisky. And, nobody else seemed to mind. Not even Great Aunt Wanda. Of course, she was nowhere around to object. A few drinks later, I didn’t seem to mind anymore either. Not one bit.

		

		After another handsy dance from my husband, I hesitantly agreed to meet for dinner at Jack and Sandi’s house the next weekend. No promises, just dinner, you understand? Yeah, right. OMG! What had I just done?

		

	

	
		

		Chapter 4
	
	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I did convince Bob that I needed something new to wear for that next weekend. Something, casual yet sexy. He didn’t seem to mind helping me find the sexy part. This time, at least, I wasn’t so embarrassed every time I walked out of the dressing room. Not that I was covered any better than the last time. I guess I was just getting used to being half naked in front of people. After an afternoon spent hopping from store to store, I managed to find a pair of low-cut skinny jeans, a micro-mini leather skirt, a short jean skirt and three tops. One was the cutest little crop top that ended just under my boobs, very convenient. A second was a darling halter top that gaped just a little on the sides presenting a very nice view. The last, was a very elegant, glittery one shoulder blouse, perfect for my new leather mini-skirt. Oh, yeah! I got a new pair of mules and some pretty, little gold sandals, too. Hey, I’ve got to get these things while Bob’s in the mood. You know men and shopping.

		

		We stopped for lunch at a restaurant there in the center. A couple of glasses of wine, helping to ease my tenseness over the upcoming evening. Bob encouraging me to not worry about it. In his mind, it was a foregone conclusion that we’d eventually swing with another couple at some point. He made it plain that he was quite content to let that couple be Jack and Sandi. His philosophy seeming to be if it happens, it happens. Trust me, that called for another glass of wine before leaving.

		

		I was a little shocked when Bob, willingly, pulled me into a jewelry store as we walked by. Not that I was about to complain. It just wasn’t his style. I was looking through the earrings when Bob called me over to another counter. He pointed to a tray of ankle bracelets, asking if I’d like one? I’d seen enough of them around the Outer Limits. Now, I agree they’re pretty. And, they definitely do catch your eye. But you need to understand that an anklet means something within the swinger community. It’s like an advertisement. A flashing neon sign telling those in the know that a married woman is available for sex, with or without her husband in tow. And, I wasn’t. Or, was I?

		

		Oh, heck! I don’t know? Realistically, I suppose I was. After all, we’d been going to the Outer Limits for several weeks now. I’d been dancing with other men, and even the occasional woman. I’d even made out with a few of them. Admittedly, I hadn’t… Well, you know. But just our being there at the club implied the ultimate intent to do the dirty deed. The way things were looking right now, that dirty deed just might happen tonight? WTF? It’s jewelry.

		

		After some discussion, I picked out a heavy gold chain that Bob had fitted to my ankle. I think I was a little naughty while the clerk was fitting it for me. Hey, I was just out shopping for clothes this afternoon, it wasn’t planned. I couldn’t help it if I didn’t have any panties on. He was kind of cute, though. He got this nice bulge as I slid my legs ever so slightly apart during the fitting. I was being so BAD.

		

		After that, Bob took me home. I decided I wanted a nap to sleep off the three glasses of wine at lunch. Waking about four, I went in and showered. I will admit to taking some extra care while I was at it. Shaving my legs and pussy silky smooth, trimming my landing strip, making sure to clean certain areas very thoroughly, that type of thing. Might as well be prepared just in case.

		

		After fixing my hair and makeup, and finishing another glass of wine, I wandered out to the closet and perused my clothes. Okay, I knew I’d end up wearing one of my new outfits, I just wasn’t sure which one. I decided on the jean skirt, leaving me with just having to decide on a top. I ended up grabbing the halter top, easy access and all that. Taking that off wouldn’t even mess up my hair if I decided to give in tonight. I added my high heel mules, admiring my new ankle bracelet while I was at it, and I was ready. OMG! Was I really doing this?

		

		The drive to Jack and Sandi’s took about thirty minutes. I spent most of the drive wanting to go back home. I mean… I liked Jack. I really did. Heck, I even liked Sandi, sort of. I was just still hung up on the whole idea. Good girls didn’t do these kinds of things. Of course, good girls didn’t let strange men get to third base in a nightclub, either. Someplace that Jack had managed to get more than once already. Okay, so I guess I wasn’t a very good girl. Hey, at least I didn’t go back to the restrooms with anybody. I had heard of a few tales about that at the club. Apparently, even though there was a no sex on the premises rule, the management didn’t much care what went on behind closed doors. Was a blowjob really considered sex anymore? Or, was it just sort of an extra special handshake? Maybe more like an overly zealous hug?

		

		My musings were cut short when Bob pulled into a driveway. Damn! This was it. We were here. Bob took my hand and squeezed it, a little kiss and an ‘I love you’ and then he opened the car door. He was actually whistling as we climbed up the steps to the front door. I wanted to kick him. Right where it would hurt! Besides, weren’t there supposed to be thirteen steps up to a gallows? I knew what lay beyond that door. And, I was scared to death about it. But, damnit, why was my pussy so wet?

		

		The door opened before we could even ring the bell. Sandi’s smiling face greeting us she warmly welcomed us inside. If I thought my outfit was a bit on the slutty side, I had another thought coming. Sandy was wearing an impossibly short pair of hip hugger cut-offs, her tight little ass cheeks hanging out enticingly. The cut-off top she had on left the bottom of her perky boobs exposed every time she reached for something. Its lacy fabric leaving a couple of other things prominently revealed as well. Sandi gave me a hug and a kiss, a rather long kiss, before turning to Bob and doing the same. By then, Jack had arrived to give me a kiss as well. His kiss was even longer. And, his hands did some exploring while he was at it. Not that I was complaining.

		

		Oh, heck! Think about it? I was a little bit tipsy, scared half to death about the possibility of breaking my wedding vows and getting extra hot between my legs, all at the same time. I still didn’t like thinking of Bob with Sandi. He was mine. Signed, sealed and delivered. I’d been with him forever, given him two children. How dare he even think about another woman? Maybe, I just wasn’t ready?

		

		After getting us something to drink, we all settled into their family room. Bob and I on one of the two love seats, Jack and Sandi on the other. Chatting amiably about what was going on in our individual lives, getting a little more comfortable with each other. Then, it was time for dinner. I wasn’t really hungry, but I guess it was a nice dinner. The wine was good. Suddenly, the table was cleared, and we all refilled our glasses and moved back to the family room.

		

	

	
		

		Chapter 5
	
	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Jack took my arm as we headed into the family room, this time pulling me to his side as we sat down. Bob and Sandi, suddenly becoming a couple, on the other sofa. When was this decided? Jack kept playing with my hand, stroking my fingers as he talked quietly. The whispered nothings in my ear for me alone. Our two spouses privately doing their own thing across the way. I was busy watching out of the corner of my eye as Sandi curled Bob’s hair around her finger. I was getting steamed up over it too, when Jack turned me to face him and kissed me.

		

		It wasn’t a passionate kiss, more of a tentative press of his lips to mine. Testing the waters, I suppose. He whispered that he liked my new ankle bracelet, adding he hoped that it meant what he thought it did. “Well… Maybe?” Anyway, my answer seemed to deserve another kiss, this one a little more passionate. Uh huh, yep, some tongue action there. Oh, fuck! I was getting turned on. I glanced over at Bob, wanting to catch his eye. Instead, I saw Sandi with her head buried in Bob’s crotch. Her blonde head bobbing up and down on his cock. Wait a minute. WTF? That cock belonged to me!

		

		As I sat there stunned, watching my husband willingly let Sandi give him a blowjob, Jack pulled me into an embrace. The movement essentially causing me to curl up in his lap. French kissing me again as his fingers slid stealthily along my leg and beneath my short skirt. With his hand now on my bare ass, things seemed to heat up inside of me. Fuck! My pussy was starting to cream as his kisses deepened. I needed to stop this, if it was going to be stopped. I glanced over at Bob again, seeing his eyes closed in passion as Sandi took him deep into her throat. His fingers wrapped passionately in her blonde locks. Okay, he certainly wasn’t complaining. The…

		

		My thoughts were suddenly interrupted as Jack’s other hand slid inside my halter top, cupping my breast and gently squeezing it. His lips still molten hot against mine. I felt him untie my top, the flimsy cloth slipping to my waist baring my breasts to his hungry eyes for the first time. I gasped as his lips closed on my nipple. OMG! Nobody, I mean nobody, but Bob and the twins had ever done that to me before. My nipple hardening between his lips as he suckled. Oh, damn! That felt good. Like mind blowing, body spasming good. Electric shocks running through me as his lips pulled hungrily at me. It was so, dirty. So, wrong. So, fucking hot.

		

		Damn it! That other hand was busy, too. It had slid around between my legs, moving higher and higher. A scant inch from my throbbing slit. I was whimpering now, I needed some relief. I got some as his finger stroked along my moist slit. Little skyrockets going off before my eyes. I still wasn’t sure about this. I looked over at Bob for direction. Fuck! He wasn’t there. Neither was Sandi, the other sofa empty. He was off somewhere fucking her. I wanted to cry. My husband was fucking that…

		

		Oh, fuck! I exploded, my whole body shaking in a violent orgasm as Jack’s fingers found my clit. You could have heard my squeal all the way back to our house. I was shaking with passion, nothing more than a quivering mass of flesh. He started kissing me again, letting his fingers wander all over my exposed breasts. I jerked in his arms when I heard a cry from down the hall. It sure didn’t sound like Sandi was in any pain back there. The little slut was screaming out in passion on my cock. My attention returning to Jack when he picked me up in his arms and carried me down the hall to a bedroom.

		

		Jack set me back down just inside the doorway. Turning, he quietly shut the door behind us, silencing the cries and whimpers from a room down the hall. The room where my dick of a husband was committing adultery with that slut of a blonde. Leaving me all alone with a strange man in a strange bedroom. A man whose hands and lips were driving me crazy. I could still say no, couldn’t I? Uh… No… No, I don’t think I could. I didn’t have that much willpower anymore. No way. OMG! This was it. It was going to happen. Sorry Great Aunt Wanda. Just don’t look, okay? Jack pulled me into his arms, kissing me passionately. His hands roaming seductively all over my body. I was already topless, so it was just a single tie and a zipper to finish the job. Seconds later, I stood before him totally naked. My clothes in a pile at my feet. I felt like such a slut standing there in just my high heels and an ankle bracelet. As soon as I was undressed, he started kissing me again. My naked body pressed tightly against him. His lips driving me crazy as his hands roamed freely over me.

		

		I wasn’t sure what to do? Do I just numbly let him have his way with me? Do I actively participate? I mean, I knew how to handle Bob. But, Jack? I mean, he was an entirely different animal. Um… Oh, yeah. He was that. Well… I decided that a man is a man. So, I slid down to my knees in front of him, my fingers finding the zipper on his khaki’s, unfastening them. I’d been curious about that bulge since the first night we met. Wouldn’t you be? Looked like I was about to find out just how big it was, first hand.

		

		I nervously slipped my hand inside his pants. My fingers wrapping around a very hot, very long, snake. Pulling him free, I gasped out loud. His pubes were shaved. Wow! I hadn’t seen that before, except in pictures. Believe me, he didn’t look anything like a little boy. Not with that monster swinging between his legs. Bob was nicely put together, even cock wise. But… Fuck! He had nothing like this monster I was holding in my hands. Jack was an easy nine inches long. And, he was thick. I couldn’t possibly… Could I? Oh, fuck! It was like my traitor of a tongue had a mind of its own. Suddenly, I was licking the swollen head of that monster like it was a popsicle. I tasted the big drop of precum that had collected there. Mmmm… He was tasty, too. Enraptured, I kissed his throbbing member, running my lips down his entire length. Even licking his smoothly shaved balls. I adored the musky, man-scent of him.

		

		I was mesmerized, kissing back up to the head of it, I slipped that monster between my lips. My tongue teasing him as I pulled his cock into my mouth. My lips stretched tightly around him. Fuck! He was BIG. I was barely a third of the way down his cock before it hit the back of my throat. My gag reflex kicking in, I pulled back. Taking a breath and adjusting a little, I bobbed down again. This time, I got him a good halfway in. Deciding that was about all I was capable of, I started bobbing my head up and down his shaft slowly. Jack starting to moan as my tongue played with him, teasing all along the sensitive underside of that monster.

		

		His fingers wrapped in my auburn locks as I gave him a blowjob. My first with anyone but, Bob. Jack tasted different. Heck, he felt different. His huge cock so much thicker and heavier than Bob’s. Despite my misgivings at the start of the evening, I was getting in to this. Oh, boy! Was I! I wanted to prove somehow that I was as good as his wife. Yeah, I mean that slut that was down the hall fucking my prick of a husband. Maybe, even better than she was.

		

		I was relentless in my attack. My tongue thrusting against his rod, swirling rapidly along it as I swallowed that monster, sucking for all I was worth. Jack writhing about above me, little groans escaping his lips. When his hands started taking control, I let him. His cock was crashing against my throat with every thrust. I was so turned on over what I was doing, that I let him go deeper with each stroke. He was pounding that monster into my mouth and throat when my nose finally buried into his pubic bone. He was all the way in! His cock crashing down into my throat with each thrust. I felt like I was dying for air, ready to pass out.

		

		I heard him cry out a warning, but I didn’t pull away. I don’t think I could have, I wanted this too bad. His cock exploded inside my mouth, his hot seed bursting down my throat, filling me. I swallowed like crazy. His salty seed completely filling my throat and mouth. One final spurt of cum and he pulled away, leaving me there on my knees, panting and gasping for air. His creamy seed drooling down my face and dripping onto my breasts.

		

		Shaking my head, my long hair caressing my bare back as I did, I tried to recompose myself. Still catching my breath, I reached up and finished unfastening his pants. Pulling them off. He was commando beneath them. Jack hastily pulled the polo shirt off over his head, standing there in front of me. Damn, he had a nice body. I mean, he was a good ten years older than Bob, but he had kept himself up nicely. Mmmm… Very, very nicely.
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		Jack reached down, helping me up from the floor. Then, he took my hand and led me to the waiting Queen-Sized bed. Setting me down on the edge, Jack held me in place as he spread my legs open. With a wicked grin, he was the one that now went down on his knees. OMG? Was he going to… Oh, fuck! Oh, yes! His tongue swept along my sopping wet slit, skyrockets exploding all over the room. Bob wasn’t big on giving me oral sex. Never had been, always being very willing to receive but not give. Jack, however, didn’t seem to mind in the least. And, he certainly knew what he was doing. Oh, boy, did he.

		

		He was tonguing my clit mercilessly. All I could do was lay there and whimper as he drove me crazy with that talented muscle. I shouldn’t… I couldn’t… Fuck! I exploded all over again as his tongue went deep inside of me. He was thrusting it into me like it was a mini-cock. Fucking me with his tongue. My body was jerking uncontrollably, clit, pussy, clit, pussy, over and over. It was like I was having one huge, continuous orgasm. My mind exploding with passion.

		

		Finally, he stopped. I was lying there, like a limp rag, gasping for breath. Still shaking from the intensity of my orgasm. I could see his smiling face, wet with my juices. He leaned over and kissed me. Just like that. I could taste myself in his kiss. Hey, I didn’t taste bad at all! Jack’s lips found my nipple, once again sending little electric shocks through me. I reached down and found his cock. He was growing hard again as my fingers wrapped around it. Oh, yeah! He wasn’t done with me by any stretch. Having my sex partner cum more than once in a night, was a real treat. With Bob, it was once and done. It had been that way for a long time now.

		

		Jack slid his body sensuously along mine. I spread my legs, welcoming him between them. My pussy opened to him. Do it, Jack, Baby. Drill that monster in to me. Fuck me just like your wife down the hall is fucking my prick of a husband. Yeah, okay. I still wasn’t happy with that part of it. But turnabout is fair play. And, considering the size of Jack’s cock, I decided I was about to get the better end of the deal. And, I certainly had every intention of it. Trust me.

		

		I felt Jack’s huge mushroom shaped cock head pressing against my petaled, pink lips. I pulled him down to my face, kissing him. “Yes, I want you, do it,” I whispered. That was all I had time for. My head flying back, a scream escaping my lips as I felt him push inside of me. Oh! My! God! Fuck! He was big! That monster literally feeling like he was splitting me in two. Jack was moving slowly, taking his time, allowing me to adjust. My pussy stretching and expanding to receive him. I was still gasping for breath, when I nodded for him to go ahead.

		

		Jack pushed deep in to me. OMG! I’d never felt that full before. He was so thick and so long, it was almost like his cock was back in my throat again. Damn! “Oh! Oh, please, don’t stop,” I screamed. “Fuck me, Jack!” He was pumping now, his cock sliding in and out of me. Hitting places inside of me I didn’t even know existed. I was whimpering and crying out with every thrust. Totally lost in ecstasy. Consumed by it. My legs wrapped tightly around him, heels beating against him. My fingernails raked along his back, tearing into his flesh. I didn’t care. I was totally oblivious to anything but that beautiful cock ripping me in two, over and over.

		

		He was still fucking me, his cock driving in and out like a jackhammer. He was panting for breath, both of us covered with sweat as he took me. Finally, I could feel him swelling, I knew he was close. Jack asked me… Honest… He asked me where I wanted him to cum? DUH! “Do it, Baby. Fill me up. Cum inside me,” I cried. That was all it took. Jack drove in again violently, his cock surging deep inside my womb. Burst after burst of his lava hot seed filling me. Sending me explosively over the top once again. I could hear somebody screaming. Oops! I think it was me. Yep, it was me. Oh, well. Take that, Bob-O!

		

		We were lying together, my body cuddled tightly against his. Spooned together, his nose buried in my damp hair. His hands slowly caressing my body, touching me all over. It was nirvana. I felt like I was in heaven. This was no slam bam, thank you ma’am, fuck. No way. Jack was far more attentive to me as a lover than Bob had been for years. But I suppose that was a part of it. There was no monotony with Jack, I was something new. Guess what? I liked being something new.

		

		Occasionally, Jack would kiss the back of my neck. Or, maybe, whisper something in my ear, nibbling on the sensitive lobe. His teeth tugging sensuously at my earrings. I could have happily stayed there forever. Well, except for that swelling cock I felt against my butt. Oh, my! Jack was getting hard again. Well, who was I to argue with Mother Nature?

		

		I started to moan again as his fingers began to play with my nipples. No fair! That always got me going. His cock was getting hard, I could feel it pressing tightly against my ass cheeks. Even sliding between my butt crack. That hot, throbbing monster was rubbing between my… Uh, oh! Uh, no! Not happening, Jack. I’ve never… Oh, fuck! As I started to protest, Jack kissed me, hard. Then he slid down my body, kissing along my back as he did. He kissed me once again at the base of my spine, sending whimpering little shivers all through me.

		

		I felt a tongue lick along between my ass cheeks, as he spread them open. Oh, fuck! It felt so… Wrong… Dirty… Filthy… Gross… Oh, please… Don’t stop! His tongue was playing with my dark little flower. Teasing all around it, pushing at it. Whirling against it, driving me insane. Nobody had ever done that. Nobody!

		

		Pulling away, Jack grabbed two pillows and hastily pushed them under my hips, positioning me. Oh, Lord. This was happening. Yeah, I could have said no. That’s all it would have taken, and I knew it. I don’t know what possessed me. Maybe it was curiosity? Maybe I was caught up in the excitement of the moment? Maybe it was revenge against Bob? After all, I’d never let him have me that way, even though he’d asked numerous times. I think it was just that, as his wife, I didn’t want to feel degraded like that. But, with Jack? Well, he didn’t need to respect me in the morning, did he? Besides, his tongue felt really good back there.

		

		I felt something slick ooze between my ass cheeks. Jack had grabbed a bottle of lube from somewhere. The sneak! He was rubbing it oh so sensuously between my ass cheeks, his finger pressing against my tight flower. I started to moan. I knew it was all over, as my traitorous body yielded. He could do anything he wanted to me and I wouldn’t stop him. I was nothing more than a blob of hot passion. Ready for anything.

		

		“Oh, God!” I cried out as his finger slid inside of my virginal tunnel. It felt so wrong, but so right at the same time. He just held it there, barely inside of me as I gasped for breath. He pushed in a little further, my whimpers increasing as he went deeper. Then, he pulled it out, leaving me feeling suddenly empty. I started to look around, but quickly felt something larger back there. Maybe a thumb? Thicker anyway. Okay, yeah, uh huh. Right. Mmmm… That was starting to feel… Fuck! I wanted to cry and scream and thrash about all at once. His thumb was doing all sorts of nasty things to me, as he continued to kiss all along my back.

		

		Once again, I was suddenly empty. This time, I really did get my head all the way around to look at him. Oh, fuck! I quickly wished I hadn’t. Jack was oiling up his massive cock this time. I whimpered as I felt more oil pour against my rectal flower. His oil slick hands pulling my ass cheeks apart as something big, hot and hard pressed against me. Oh, fuck! I let out a scream as he pressed inside of me. Damn! Oh, he was big. It hurt… It hurt… It… Okay, not so bad now. Mmmm… Not so bad at all. Oh, yeah!

		

		Jack asked me if I was okay? A little late for that, wasn’t it? Oh, what the heck? I nodded, then gasped again as he slowly pushed deeper inside of my tight virginal canal. So, fucking, deep. OMG! I was going to pass out. I felt so full. It was…

		

		“Play with your clit, Carrie. Do it,” interrupted Jack, insistently.

		

		I silently said a few things, but weakly tried to move my arm down that direction. My mind only able to process one thing, that hard log inside of me. Okay, finally, my fingers found what I was searching for. I slid them along my cum drenched slit, finding the little nub of nerves. All it took was one touch. I went off like a SpaceX launch. Letting out a loud scream as Jack pushed all the way in, his hips slapping against my ass.

		

		He was moving in and out of me now. My fingers were flying over my clit as he took my virgin ass. Faster and faster, he began to fuck my butt, just like he had used my pussy. I was a limp, ragdoll beneath him. All I could do was lay there and whimper, replaced occasionally by a scream as I’d spasm in orgasm. I’d never cum this many times in a night. Never! And, the night wasn’t over yet.

		

		Jack was pounding like crazy now, my fingers flying as I exploded over and over. Suddenly, he cried out. His hot seed filling my virginal tunnel. Its heat spreading deep inside of me. I just collapsed as he pulled out of me. Nothing more than a gasping lump of spent passion. I couldn’t have moved if my life depended on it. That, of course, didn’t stop Jack. He pulled me around to him, kissing me passionately. After that, we just lay spooned together.
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		I still felt a little disoriented, as we began to get dressed. There wasn’t an en suite to the guest room. Heck, I didn’t even know where the bath was. Jack had given me some tissues and I’d done the best I could to clean myself. Face it, I was a mess down there. But, finally, I was dressed again. Feeling a little sheepish as Jack kissed me one last time before leading me out of the bedroom. Talk about breaking my marriage vows? Wow! I’d broken them all right. In every fucking way possible. I had Jack’s hot seed inside me, in every conceivable orifice. Bob was not getting his little innocent wife back after tonight. Not by a long shot. So, I hoped he didn’t mind too much. I’d never be that person again. It wasn’t possible. And, honestly? After tonight, I didn’t want to be. I’d never been fucked like that before. But I knew one thing for sure, I had liked it. I liked it a lot.

		

		Don’t get me wrong, that didn’t mean I wanted a divorce or anything like that. After all, I didn’t love Jack, just his cock. I loved the father of my children. It just meant that I knew this was an experience I’d be repeating, over and over again. Whether Bob wanted to, or not. He’d started this whole thing, even given me the ankle bracelet. But I was the one that was in control now. And, I wanted to have it again. All of it. I liked being the new, exciting toy in some man’s life.

		

		As we walked back into the family room, I saw Bob and Sandi sitting there. They were quietly talking and having a drink. Yeah, a drink really did sound good at the moment. Jack poured me a glass of wine before we rejoined the others. Bob looked at me, his eyes examining me closely. His face turning a little pasty as he did. What? Did I have a big red ‘A’ on my forehead or something? Guess what, Bucko, you went down that hallway first. Just remember that.

		

		Okay, I guess I really hadn’t been able to clean up afterwards. I’d wiped myself, but I was pretty much in a ‘natural’ state other than that. I mean, I could still feel Jack’s hot cream sliding down my legs. And, yeah, I could still taste him, too. Sandi took one look at me and took my hand, offering to show me where the bath was. Hmmm… Okay, maybe I looked worse than I thought?

		

		When I got into the bath, I was a little shocked myself. My long hair was in total disarray. And, was that cum in my hair? Fuck. Oops, my lipstick was smeared across my face, streaks of mascara running down my cheeks. Yep, I guess Bob might have had reason to look at me like that. “The first time is always a little bit of a surprise,” chuckled Sandi. “You’ll find a brush and some toiletries on the vanity for you to use. I certainly hope this won’t be the only time we get to see you two? I’d like to get to know you much better. Both of you,” she purred.

		

		I looked at her, she seemed very put together for somebody that had just fucked my husband. She looked much better than I did, that was for sure. I nodded numbly at her. When she leaned forward and kissed me, I was in total shock. Sandi didn’t seem to mind a bit, that I’d just sucked off her husband and then let him fuck me in every other hole I had. Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all? She did kiss nicely. Besides, she came equipped with Jack as standard equipment.

		

		I was a little more put together when I went back into the family room. Bob seemed rather quiet as Jack and Sandi started chatting with me. Finishing my drink, I looked over at Bob and asked if we might want to head home? He nodded numbly. Oops! It was like he was some kind of automaton. WTF, Bob? Wasn’t I supposed to have had a good time tonight? I mean, this was his idea. I remember that quite plainly.

		

		Jack and Sandi both kissed me when we were leaving. Sandi’s kiss a little more passionate than even the one in the bath. I mean, like full on French kiss with lots of tongue. I’d honestly never thought about being with a woman before, despite Bob’s fantasies. But she did kiss very well. And, she felt so soft and warm. Maybe? Bob did say he wanted us to experiment. Jack practically bent me over backwards as he laid one on me. His hands all over my butt as he did. Damn! The man was insatiable.

		

		Bob was ominously quiet the entire way home. I tried to ask him how he was, but he just shrugged. Not a good sign. Well, like I said, it was my life too. Admittedly, though I’d fought against tonight, I had enjoyed myself. A lot! Even learned a few things. So, get over it, Bob. When we got home, I left him to lock up and went on into the bedroom. I had the covers turned down by the time he came in. I’d even turned on some music. I was certainly planning on having another round of fun tonight.

		

		He just stood there, looking at me, a strange look on his face. I reached up and boldly pulled the ties to my halter top, letting it fall to my waist. My breasts swaying free as they were bared to his gaze. A quick tug at my zipper and I was naked. Bob’s face growing a little pale as he gazed at me. What? Admittedly, I had some signs of being used. Who wouldn’t? I had three loads of cum inside of me.

		

		Well, I guess if the mountain won’t come to Mohammed, Mohammed will go to the mountain. I slowly strolled my way across the floor to where Bob was standing. Putting my arms around his neck, I kissed him, hard. He tasted a little strange. So… I guess he must have eaten Sandi out earlier. Uh… How come she rates? Well, I’m sure I had a different taste too. I bet I tasted different all over. The thought making me giggle a little. I started to undress him.

		

		When I got to his cock, I could smell her on him. Her honeyed dew all over my husband’s cock. Mmmm… Well, I must say she didn’t taste bad at all. I just might have to try some of that at some point. I mean, she certainly seemed willing enough. Bob’s cock began to swell as I started to suck him, feeling him grow in my mouth. He was so much smaller than Jack, that I had no problem taking him all the way in to my mouth and throat tonight. I guess practice does make perfect. Not sure just how much he might be good for after being with Sandi all night, I didn’t let him cum in my mouth. Instead, I pulled him over to our bed.

		

		I sat down on the edge of the bed, pulling him between my legs. Kissing him, I pushed him down. He just looked at me numbly. My turn, buster! Using one finger, I intentionally pointed directly at him, and then pointed at my own cum drenched pussy. His face turned a bright shade of red, but he dutifully knelt between my spread legs. I could see his nose wrinkling as he got close. Oh, I knew I smelled like sex. Fuck, did I! I’d been smelling it all the way home, the close confines of the car encapsulating the scent. Guess what, Bob-O, I don’t just smell like sex. I taste like it. I’m full of Jack’s hot seed. And, you, my husband, are going to clean me. Just like you promised.

		

		Bob’s tongue hesitantly tasted my cum covered slit. Face it, I was still leaking like a sieve down there. From both holes. When Bob got close, he realized I wasn’t just leaking from my pussy. I heard a whimper from him. “He fucked you in the ass? You let him do that?” he asked, the pain evident in his voice.

		

		Okay, I admit, I did let him do that. And, no, I’d never let Bob have me that way. But, then, Bob had never licked my ass either. Snicker. Besides, I wasn’t the mother of Jack’s children. I wasn’t his wife. I was just his… Lover? Mistress? Whatever! Anyway, get over it, Bob-O. Not really wanting to get into it, I just sidestepped the question. “Just clean me, Baby. Please? I need you to eat Jack’s hot seed out of my pussy,” I said. “Then I’ll let you reclaim me. Remember, you always said you wanted to reclaim me if I ever did this? And, I guarantee you, I did it. Oh, boy! Did I do it!”

		

		With a whimper, Bob, still hesitant, let his tongue swipe along the entire length of my swollen pussy. The sheer ecstatic pleasure of it sending me skyrocketing. I screamed out, cum streaked thighs wrapping tightly around his head, pulling him into me. Forcing him to use his tongue to clean me. OMG! I have never been so turned on in my life. When Bob’s tongue slid deep into me, I nearly passed out. It felt like gallons of cum were being drained from inside of me, as he worshiped at my wanton pussy. It was indescribable. I loved the feel of it, never wanting him to stop.

		

		Finally, I did let him up. More to the point, I’d come so many times on his talented tongue, that I was too limp to even attempt to stop him. Where has that tongue been all these years? Bob crawled on to the bed, pulling me up beside him. He stared at me for a moment, wonder written all over his face, then he kissed me. His face still covered with my cream-laced juices. God, it was so hot! His cock was a rigid rod against my thigh. “How do you want me, Baby?” I whispered.

		

		His answer was to roughly pick me up doggy style, my ass in his face. Uh, oh! Well, I guess he could do that too. I was a little sore back there, but I was very willing. At first, he just looked. My dark little flower no doubt red and swollen before his eyes. He kissed my butt. Seriously, I mean it. He did. Then, he pulled my ass cheeks apart and let his tongue lick the cum that was oozing there. OMG! The scream I let out could have been heard all the way back to Jack and Sandi’s. Once I was clean, he slid up tight against me.

		

		I thought he was taking my ass for sure. So, I was honestly shocked when he shoved that hard cock of his into my still dripping pussy instead. I could feel him slide deep inside of me, Jack’s cum still coating my insides despite Bob’s best efforts. There was even a squish as he slammed up against me. Damn, Jack must have really filled me tonight. In more ways than one. Snicker. But I loved the feel of Bob’s cock as he pounded into me, reclaiming me. It was comfortable. It was mine.

		

		I exploded all over the place when Bob finally emptied himself inside of me. Each burst of his hot seed sending me over the top again and again. I was his again. It wasn’t until later, that he pulled me to him and claimed another part of my anatomy. It was worth the wait.
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		Sandi’s lips were warm against mine as we lay quietly together. We’d decided to make it an afternoon affair, leaving our two spouses out of the equation. After all, it was a first-time experience for me that I hadn’t been sure I’d want to repeat. Okay, dumb thought. Duh! Of course, I was going to be repeating it. Hot damn! That girl tasted wonderful, and what she could do with her tongue was nothing short of amazing.

		

		Bob and I had been with them three times now, each time getting better. At least, as far as I was concerned. Bob couldn’t keep his hands off me anymore. It was like we were newlyweds again. However, it was Bob who was evidencing some trepidation now. Well, guess what, it was a little late for that. I enjoyed being with somebody new. It made me feel alive again. In all honesty, Bob didn’t seem to mind reclaiming me afterwards. Not at all. It was like he was getting off on me being with somebody else.

		

		I could deal with that, if it came down to it. After all, he’d given me the anklet. I was officially available. We’d already talked a little about me becoming a ‘hot wife.’ So far, Bob seemed to be all in favor of the idea. He’d even started encouraging me to stop after work sometimes to get a drink, maybe try flirting a little. I might just do that, too. The fantasy of doing some guy in the restroom teasing the back of my mind. It would be so wickedly naughty. Then, I could go on home to my husband, safe and warm in his arms. Oh, and getting off as he ate me out, too. Making him clean me before he reclaimed my wicked pussy, can’t forget that part.

		

		I knew he still wanted to be able to watch sometime, too. I might even let him…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about the adventures of Carrie and Bob, as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well!

		

		Many Thanks!

		

		Richa