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The Suggestion

For nearly ten years of our marriage, a singular question has lingered in my mind: How do I get my faithful wife to cuckold me? Many men might think I'm insane for harboring such seemingly self-destructive thoughts, but I can't help it. This desire is my most profound turn-on, a fantasy that has consumed me for most of my adult life.

During my first marriage, I often fantasized about my wife being unfaithful. When we were younger, she would sometimes flirt in front of me or recount stories of men who had chatted her up. These moments thrilled me, igniting a fire within. However, as children arrived, our sexual encounters became less frequent and increasingly monotonous.

The excitement dwindled, replaced by the routines of parenthood and the burdens of daily life. Eventually, the spark that once ignited our passion flickered out, leading to our separation. As a divorcee, the fantasy faded, replaced by a series of casual flings. I indulged in the thrill of new experiences with different women, but as time went on, the excitement waned. There was no depth, no true eroticism in these fleeting encounters.

Now, in my second marriage, the desire has resurfaced, more intense than ever. My wife is loyal and steadfast in her devotion, and the thought of her with another man electrifies me. It's not about the betrayal but the raw, unfiltered passion it evokes within me. It's a craving I can no longer ignore, a hunger that demands satisfaction.

Which brings me back to my original question: How do I get my wife to cuckold me?

After several years of fantasizing and failing to make it a reality, I realized I needed to take drastic measures. I tried persuading her to go out on girls' nights with her friends, but she resisted. Then, I asked her about her previous boyfriends. She shared quite a lot, and not only did it turn me on, but it also seemed to excite her, as she suggested we have sex the next morning.

At last, I thought I was onto something. I decided to revisit the topic the following weekend.

"I have a confession to make," I began, trying to hook her with a statement she couldn't resist.

"Really? Go on then, confess!" she replied, her voice slightly slurred from the bottle of Prosecco she'd consumed.

My heart hammered in my chest as I gathered the courage to deliver the line I'd rehearsed.

"You remember last Saturday when you were telling me about your previous boyfriends?"

"Of course... are you upset about it? They're all in my past, you know," she said defensively.

"No, I'm not upset. In fact, it did quite the opposite. Hearing about your past turned me on," I confessed, feeling a rush of vulnerability and excitement.

Her eyes widened slightly, curiosity softening the edges of her defensiveness. "Really? I had no idea."

"Yes," I replied, my voice low and earnest. "It made me realize how much I love hearing about you being with other men. It's been a fantasy of mine for a long time." I watched her closely, every nuance of her reaction captivating me.

There, I'd said it. The truth hung between us like a delicate thread, and I waited with bated breath for her response.

"Oh... I see..." she murmured, her voice tinged with surprise. "Well, it turned me on a bit as well." Her confession matched mine, though her tone seemed to downplay its significance.

Sensing the pivotal moment, I knew I had to push forward to bridge the gap between us. "I couldn't get the idea out of my head that you might miss the excitement sometimes. Dating a new guy, being with young, virile studs. Every time I thought about it, I got turned on."

I held my breath, waiting for her reaction. She didn't let me off the hook easily, her eyes locking onto mine, searching, perhaps deciding how to respond.

"Well, darling," she began, her voice soft but steady. "I'm glad you weren't upset or angry, but I'm not sure what you want me to say now."

This wasn't the reaction I was hoping for.

"Could you maybe reassure me that you aren't upset with me for getting turned on by the idea of you being with other men?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She made me wait, her silence stretching out, heightening the anticipation. Then, without warning, she leaned in and kissed me passionately. My heart soared, and I responded eagerly to her hot, wet kisses. My little useless cock did its best to rise to the occasion, though I knew it was a half-hearted attempt. Her hand moved to my crotch, and I hoped she wasn't too disappointed by my lackluster erection. But when she squeezed my balls with a mix of tenderness and firmness, I realized my occasional failure to perform might be the perfect catalyst for what I desired.

With a surge of determination, I slid down onto the floor, my hands trembling slightly as I pushed her dress up her thighs. I pulled her panties down and off her legs, the sight of her bare skin igniting a fire within me. I began to kiss my way up the insides of her thighs, alternating between right and left, each kiss drawing me closer to her fragrant core. Her legs parted, inviting me in, and I felt the intoxicating heat of her desire.

As I neared her pussy, the musky scent of her arousal filled my senses, and I knew this was the moment I had been yearning for.

Finally, I reached my destination and began to pleasure her, licking up and down her moist, hot slit. Her soft moans and the way her body responded encouraged me to continue with more fervor. I focused on her reactions, adjusting my rhythm and pressure to match her needs. It wasn't long before her breathing quickened, and her moans grew louder, culminating in a powerful climax. Not stopping there, I continued my efforts, and with renewed passion, I brought her to a second orgasm. Her body trembled in ecstasy, and I felt a surge of satisfaction and happiness, knowing I had brought her such intense pleasure.

After she had finished trembling from her second orgasm, we lay together in the aftermath of her pleasure. She turned her attention to me, her hands softly caressing my body as she tried to get me hard. She wrapped her fingers around my cock, stroking it with a gentle, loving rhythm. Despite her gentle touch and sincere attempts, my body didn't respond. After a few minutes of her stroking and caressing, I felt a growing sense of frustration and uselessness. No matter how much I wanted to, I was unable to get hard. We talked softly for a while, our bodies still close, but eventually, the weight of the evening's intimacy and my unfulfilled arousal left us both feeling tired. Accepting the situation, we decided to go to sleep, hoping for a better outcome next time.

It was a typical afternoon when an unexpected knock at the door shattered the monotony of my day. I opened it to find Laura, my wife's sister, standing there with a determined look in her eyes. Her sudden appearance caught me off guard, especially since my wife was still at work. Laura's visits were rare, and they never lacked purpose.

"Rob, we need to talk," she said with a seriousness that sent a shiver down my spine. She motioned for me to follow her into the guest room. I hesitated but complied; curiosity mingled with a sense of unease. The room, bathed in the soft afternoon light, seemed unusually intimate as we sat close together on the edge of the bed.

I had planned to question her about her motivations for encouraging my wife to cuckold me, a suspicion that had been gnawing at me since Laura's arrival in the UK. But Laura took control of the conversation, her eyes piercing through me with an unsettling clarity.

"Rob, I think I know what's been going through your mind," she began, her voice calm yet filled with an undercurrent of intensity. Her words threw me off balance. She spoke of her ex-husband, Terry, and his peculiar fantasies. "Terry fantasized about being cuckolded," she revealed. "When Kate and I went out dancing and got involved with other men, I would come home and tell Terry all the details. It turned him on like nothing else."

Laura's confession was a revelation. She explained how Terry's descent into alcoholism had made him reliant on these stories to feel aroused, painting a picture of a man whose desires had become entwined with his vices. She emphasized that Kate was oblivious to her husband's fantasies, believing Laura's infidelity was a secret from Terry.

Her story cast a new light on the cryptic things Kate had previously mentioned about Laura. The room felt charged with an electric tension as Laura suggested that I, too, harbored similar fantasies. She implied that my encouragement of my wife to "enjoy herself" stemmed from desires akin to Terry's.

As Laura's story concluded, it was my turn to speak. I saw no reason to be anything other than honest with her. I tried to downplay the timeline, suggesting that my fantasies about my wife with other men were a recent development, but Laura saw through my feeble attempt. She acknowledged, however, that I had never tried to bring any of these fantasies to life, which was true.

Her perceptive understanding of my thoughts and emotions encouraged me to open up completely. I confessed all my sexual dreams and hopes, including the idea of being cuckolded openly and the humiliation of accepting my wife's infidelities and discussing them together. I even admitted my fantasies of having Kate's lovers visit our home, meeting them, perhaps even cooking them dinner, and then watching as they took my wife to our bed.

Unburdening myself to Laura was an intense release. Yet, as the last of my confessions hung in the air, a wave of vulnerability washed over me. I realized I had exposed my deepest desires and insecurities to my sister-in-law, making myself extremely vulnerable. But it was too late to take any of it back, so I pushed the thought to the back of my mind.

Seeking to shift the focus, I decided to change the direction of our conversation. "Laura," I began, my voice steadying, "what is your motivation in all of this?"

Laura's eyes sparkled as she began recounting her 'golden time,' those heady days when she and her sister would go out partying, dancing, and picking up men. She painted a vivid picture of their nights out, how they never failed to attract attention, and how she reveled in the excitement of meeting different men and having sex regularly. She believed the key to maintaining this lifestyle was having Kate by her side, the two of them attracting suitors while dancing or mingling at bars where men were plentiful.

This revelation was electrifying. We both realized that with our thoughts and motivations now laid bare, we shared a common goal for Kate. We made a pact to work together to achieve it, and our mutual desires cemented our alliance.

We then turned our attention to the next steps. Laura reminded me that Kate had already agreed, in principle, to go out dancing with her to help her pick up guys. Laura suggested we push for this plan to happen the following Saturday. She mentioned a club in central London, near Leicester Square, known for its mature crowd and the many groups of men who went there specifically to meet women.

I agreed enthusiastically, promising that when the subject came up, I would insist I was completely fine with them going out without me and assure Kate I wouldn't be jealous. The plan felt thrillingly close, and the excitement of it all buzzed between us as we finalized our strategy.

So, that's where we stood. Laura planned to pitch the idea to Kate when she got home later that afternoon. I was on tenterhooks, hoping Kate would agree. The prospect of them going out together 'on the pull' was thrilling.

The following day, a Saturday, started badly and quickly went downhill. I woke up feeling particularly horny and decided to try my luck by taking hold of her tits, gently squeezing them in the way she usually enjoys as I whispered how much I wanted to go down on her. But she brushed my hand away, a clear and firm "no" on her lips. She explained that she was too stressed about work and not in the mood.

Her mood remained somber, and I had to swallow my frustration. The encounter solidified my belief that she needed a lover—someone who could excite her and offer a distraction from her stress, something I apparently couldn't provide.

Recognizing the sensitivity of the situation, I decided to warn Laura against suggesting their night out that day. I figured Kate's mood would be more receptive midweek. However, Laura was undeterred. She insisted, quite forcefully, that Kate had already committed to going out 'on the pull' with her, and enough time had passed without action. Laura's determination was palpable, perhaps driven by her own unfulfilled desires.

So, Laura dove right into persuading my wife about going out together to pick up guys, but it was a complete disaster! Kate wouldn't even consider it.

Later, Laura stepped out onto the balcony for a cigarette, and I went out to keep her company while Kate was absorbed in a movie on TV. I was wracking my brain, desperate to find a solution. I wanted nothing more than for Kate and Laura to go to the club and get picked up, so I needed to get this plan back on track.

That's where things were left. I wasn't too worried about their relationship—they're sisters and always makeup—but the clubbing night was now off the agenda.

On Monday morning, Laura called me from work to speak privately without Kate around. She started by apologizing for not heeding my advice about Kate's state of mind over the weekend and for being so aggressive when Kate balked at going out without me.

"Rob," she said, her tone sincere, "I shouldn't have pushed so hard. I was just feeling really frustrated and horny myself. But I understand now that we need a different approach."

She asked if I had any ideas for our next step, explaining that going out clubbing with me, tagging along, and dancing with them would ruin their chances of getting picked up. The same would go for Kate, of course. Laura looked at me intently, her eyes searching mine. "Are you really hoping for Kate to get fucked by some guy?" she asked bluntly. I felt a rush of adrenaline as I answered, "Yes."

She continued, "Is this a one-off thing, or are you envisioning a new lifestyle where Kate regularly has sex with other men, and we can discuss it openly?" I confirmed that a changed lifestyle was my ideal scenario. Laura's eyes sparkled with excitement, clearly pleased that our goals were aligned. She envisioned a future where she and Kate would go out jolling every week, frequently ending up in bed with hot guys.

That part of the conversation made me incredibly horny.

I then proposed an idea that I thought my wife might accept. "What if the three of us go to the club, but Kate must accept that I would only be able to dance with you some of the time due to my reduced energy levels from my diabetes? Most of the time, you two could dance together, sit together, and go to the bar together."

Laura considered this, and I continued, "I think this arrangement might be acceptable to Kate. I'm confident that when guys see two such attractive blondes dancing together and alone, they will surely want to join in, buy you drinks, and more."

Laura nodded, her expression thoughtful yet eager. We had a plan, and I could feel the anticipation building between us, a shared excitement for what lay ahead. And I could feel my cock starting to harden in my pants.

As for my wife getting seduced, we would both have to accept that it was going to take a while, but it should give Laura a chance to get some sex in the meantime, provided Kate didn't bail out too early.

I further suggested that if we could make a habit of going to the club in this fashion, I could eventually drop out, claiming illness or something, but insist that the girls still go out. Once they did it once, I reasoned, it would become a regular event. Then both Laura and I would get what we wanted—both ladies going out together, getting picked up, and getting fucked.

Laura was thrilled with my proposal, although she still doubted that Kate would go for it. I reassured her, "Leave it with me."

Following that conversation, I decided to let Kate bring up the subject in her own time. Laura would also need to be patient.

The next day was another up-and-down sort of day. Kate spent most of it in the hospital undergoing tests to ensure that a minor problem she had a while ago wasn't serious. The doctors concluded there was nothing to worry about, but two of the procedures were very invasive and painful. They inserted a camera inside her vagina, performed a pap smear, and then took a sample by cutting a bit from her womb.

As you might expect, this left her feeling unwell and in pain. Going out dancing would be out of the question that weekend, as was having sex with me.

In light of this, I realized patience would be key. Both Laura and I would have to wait for the right moment to reintroduce our plans, respecting Kate's current state and allowing her the space to recover. The anticipation built slowly, simmering under the surface, as we awaited a better opportunity to set our plans into motion.

A bit later, as the three of us sat down to the dinner I had prepared, the atmosphere was warm and cozy, with the scent of roasted herbs and garlic filling the room. The gentle clinking of cutlery and the murmur of our conversation created a serene backdrop. Kate decided to broach the subject that had sparked an argument with her sister.

She began by announcing that going out dancing this coming Saturday was off the table. Laura accepted this news with a calm nod, but Kate quickly followed up with an apology. She admitted she had been too stubborn and aggressive when they had discussed clubbing the previous weekend. She then asked if we could find a way to make it happen the following Saturday.

Laura, seemingly in a conciliatory mood, responded with understanding. She acknowledged that Kate wouldn't want to go out on a Saturday night without me, especially since my lovely wife had been away so frequently lately. However, she pointed out that my presence might discourage potential guys from approaching them.

Sensing the positive and friendly tone of their discussion, I decided it was the right moment to suggest a compromise. I proposed that we all go out for dinner first, enjoying the evening together. Then, once we arrived at the club and it started to fill up with single guys, I would discreetly step into the background. This way, Kate and Laura could dance and mingle by the bar, making themselves approachable as if I weren't there at all. The idea seemed to strike the right balance, bringing smiles to both their faces and the atmosphere at the table lightened even further.

Both of them seemed to see some merit in my plan, so they began to hash out the details of how it would work. Kate wanted to know where I would be in case she needed to bail out if a guy was getting too forward. I assured her I'd stay near the bar, close enough to keep an eye on them. If my wife was going to be dancing and flirting with strangers, I wanted to be able to see it.

Laura voiced her concern that Kate might come off as too aloof, potentially discouraging any interested men. I suggested that Kate needed to promise she would act as if they were both out to meet guys for casual fun. This idea stirred something in me, and under the table, I felt my cock swell with a rush of excitement.

I looked at Kate with a meaningful gaze, and she understood. She promised to have the right attitude but then asked how far she was expected to go with these guys. Laura immediately chimed in, saying, "As far as your marriage will stand."

Both of them then looked to me for guidance. Inside, I was itching to say something more explicit, but I knew better. I explained that since we were planning this together and I was comfortable with it, she could push the boundaries more than I'd usually be okay with if it were happening behind my back.

They both looked at me expectantly, waiting for me to be more specific. So, I clarified that kissing and groping inside the club was fine with me; anything within the building was acceptable, but no going outside for full sex.

Kate raised her eyebrows. "Really? You're happy for me to go that far?"

Though inwardly thrilled, I simply nodded. "Yes. But if I get upset by it, I'll intervene as though I just arrived and discovered you in the arms of a stranger."

This seemed to reassure Kate, so I smiled at Laura, indicating that I wouldn't interfere unless absolutely necessary.

Kate then asked how and when she could drop her guy and join me. Laura suggested that Kate should hang on as long as she could to give Laura a better chance of hooking up with someone. If Laura wasn't happy with her partner, she'd drop him, and Kate could follow suit. However, if Laura found someone she liked, Kate could leave her guy once Laura went off with her conquest to have sex somewhere.

I think Kate wanted a time limit, but neither Laura nor I was going to give her that.

Finally, Kate turned to me once more, seeking reassurance. "Are you really going to be comfortable with me getting passionate with a guy on the dance floor, or possibly at the bar, without getting seriously jealous?"

I met her gaze and reassured her. "Since it's all part of a plan we've agreed on, I'll be fine."

With that, Kate agreed to the plan, and Laura confirmed her happiness with the arrangement. The evening proceeded smoothly, the earlier tension transforming into a sense of shared excitement.

Later, while Kate was engrossed in watching E! News on TV, Laura beckoned me into her room.

"Well done, Rob," she said with a sly smile. "But we're going to need to get her drunk to lower her resistance."

I nodded in agreement. "We should work together on that, especially early in the evening at the restaurant."

Laura leaned in conspiratorially. "You know how Kate gets when she's drunk. She gets really horny and might not stop herself with some guy. Will you interfere if it goes too far?"

I told Laura that I thought it would be a bad idea for Kate to have sex on this first night out. "We need to play the long game," I said, explaining that I would intervene if Kate was letting some guy go too far. Laura wasn't completely happy with that but accepted it.

So, there we were, with plans to go out clubbing on Saturday week unless something went wrong. I just had to be patient until then.

I'm glad to say that Kate was feeling much better the following night. Late in the evening, around 10 PM, I was massaging her feet, as I usually do, when she shared that she had been thinking about our plan for the club. She admitted she was having second thoughts about what she had agreed to do. Her main concern was how I might react to her allowing some stranger to hold her in his arms, fondle her bum or breasts, and maybe kiss her.

I felt a pang of worry that she might back out. I was really looking forward to watching her being picked up and didn't want the plan to be canceled. So, I reassured her that I was okay with it and reminded her that I could easily intervene if some guy went too far, just as we had discussed. I also reminded her that she could bail out at any time if she felt uncomfortable.

She seemed to be placated by what I said, so I returned to massaging her feet, savoring the softness of her skin under my fingers. The room was bathed in the warm glow of candlelight, casting gentle shadows that danced along the walls. The faint scent of lavender hung in the air, a soothing backdrop to our conversation.

After only a few minutes, she began to talk again. Her voice was tinged with worry as she confessed her fear of getting drunk and going too far with some guy at the club. She emphasized how mortifying it would be if I were to intervene in the middle of the club, potentially leading to a scene and a fight.

Her request puzzled me. I had no intention of stopping her from making out with another guy, but she seemed adamant about making her boundaries clear. Trying to understand her fully, I asked if she meant that she didn't want me to intervene at all under any circumstances. She clarified that this wasn't exactly what she meant.

With a serious expression, she told me she wanted a promise. I had to vow not to intervene unless it looked like she was on the verge of getting fucked. Furthermore, if she did get drunk and things went too far, I needed to assure her that I wouldn't cause any trouble about it afterward. She made it clear that our club night was off the table without this promise.

As I pretended to ponder her demands, I could feel a familiar stir of arousal. The intensity of the moment, the seriousness of her request, and the underlying current of desire all combined to heighten my senses. After a moment, I agreed, making the promise she needed to hear.

Having secured my repeated promise, she seemed content and allowed me to continue massaging her feet until she grew so sleepy that she finally went off to bed. I watched her retreat to the bedroom, her silhouette framed by the soft light, feeling a mix of emotions swirling inside me.

After she had gone, I poured myself a nice whisky and settled into my favorite chair to think. The amber liquid glistened in the dim light, and I took a slow, reflective sip. The idea running through my mind was electrifying: she no longer seemed to suggest that she didn't want to make out with another guy; instead, she sounded as though she did, and she didn't want me to stop her. The thought alone sent a thrill through me, igniting a fire of anticipation.

Friday evening brought a mini adventure, but before diving into that, let me share some news about our upcoming Jolling night out. We had received an invitation to a party a few weeks ago, but the date hadn't been set. Then, on Thursday, we got the confirmation—it was happening on the following Saturday, the 27th.

Kate told Laura about the party and asked if she wanted to go, knowing Laura had her heart set on clubbing that weekend. After some thought, Laura decided she wanted to go to the party and was willing to push the clubbing night back a week. This meant I would have to be even more patient, though the possibility of something happening at the party added a tantalizing twist to the wait.

I recalled the couple hosting the party—Kate and Laura had spent time with them a few weeks ago when I was away at my college reunion. By the time I joined them, they were already a bit drunk, and I noticed Ian flirting with my wife. She didn't seem to mind, and Ian looked disappointed when I showed up. The memory of that night lingered in my mind, adding another layer of intrigue to the upcoming party.

Kate sensed that Laura was a bit disappointed about postponing the clubbing trip, so she suggested we meet up for dinner at Cafe Rouge in Canary Wharf the following evening. They planned to stop there on their way home from work, and I could join them.


Baby Steps

Around 6:30, I received a text from Kate saying they would both arrive around 7 and have a drink at one of the bars since it was too early for dinner. This development sparked an idea. The bars at Canary Wharf get packed early on a Friday evening, with workers from the international banks heading out for a drink to unwind after the last day of the week. These bars are filled with groups of women, mixed groups, and predominantly groups of well-dressed, well-educated, and mostly good-looking men.

I texted back, saying I was tied up with an urgent work project and couldn't get there until around 8:30. I suggested they go ahead and have a drink or two and text me to tell me where they were, and I would join them as soon as I could.

Kate replied that this was fine, and a bit later, she texted to say they were at All Bar One—an ideal setting for my plan. I set off at 8 pm and arrived near the bar by 8:10. Approaching cautiously to avoid being spotted, I eventually found them chatting with a couple of guys in the middle of a lively crowd.

I got myself a drink and managed to position myself close enough to see what was going on but behind both girls so they wouldn't know I was there. Sipping my drink, I watched, feeling a thrilling excitement as I saw them clearly being chatted up.

The atmosphere was electric, with the hum of conversations and laughter filling the air. The soft glow of the bar lights cast a warm, inviting hue over everything, creating an intimate yet vibrant setting. Kate and Laura looked stunning, their laughter and animated gestures captivating the attention of the men around them.

I could see the interest in the men's eyes, the way they leaned in closer, the subtle touches on the arm or shoulder. Kate was effortlessly charming, her smile lighting up the room, while Laura's shy allure only seemed to draw more interest. Watching them from my hidden vantage point, I felt a mix of pride and arousal. This was more than just a casual evening out—it was a tantalizing prelude to the possibilities that lay ahead.

Obviously, not much could happen in a crowded bar, but it was clear that the guys had decided which lady they were targeting, each focusing his attention primarily on his chosen companion. Both men were doing a lot of arm touching and leaning in to talk, and I was struck by the fact that my wife wasn't objecting in any way.

I repositioned myself to get a better view of Kate, as I wasn't particularly concerned about what Laura was doing. The guy talking to Kate kept putting his arm around her waist to pull her in close so he could whisper in her ear. Whatever he was saying must have been amusing because she kept laughing. After about five minutes of watching, I noticed that he stopped removing his arm between comments, which made me even more excited. My wife was in a bar with a stranger's arm around her waist!

Encouraged by Kate's lack of objection, the guy slid his hand steadily lower until he was holding her left bum cheek. However, Kate reached behind her and moved his hand back up to her waist. I felt a pang of disappointment, mirroring the look on his face, but I was pleased to see him try again. Once more, she moved his hand back up. I found myself willing him not to give up, and to my delight, he didn't.

Kate began to look around, clearly worried that I would show up and be angry. Her eyes darted through the crowd, a mixture of excitement and apprehension evident on her face. The dim lighting and the hum of the bar provided a perfect cover for this clandestine observation.

I sent her a text saying I was leaving home and would be with her in about ten minutes. As I watched her read it, a visible wave of relief washed over her face. She turned to her guy, likely telling him he needed to leave soon. He tried to pull her closer, but she firmly resisted, leaving him no choice but to give up. He kissed her cheek and stepped away. Laura had her phone out, possibly giving her guy her number. He then kissed her on the lips before departing as well.

I backed away, circled around, and, at the predicted time, walked confidently toward the two innocent ladies. Kate greeted me with a passionate kiss, her affection palpable throughout the evening. The next morning, before we got up to go shopping, she treated me to an incredibly satisfying hand job. My mind wandered back to the show she had given me the night before, making it a quick and intense release. I returned the favor, finding her wet and eager, her desire as intense as mine. It didn't take long for her to reach satisfaction, and I couldn't help but wonder what thoughts had ignited her passion.

It felt like a significant and positive step in our relationship.

There was another moment before the party. Kate was in the Czech Republic, and on Wednesday evening, something odd happened. She didn't ring me on Facetime as she always did. Instead, very late, she sent a curt message saying, "I went out to dinner," without any kisses.

This was most odd, but in the small hours of the morning, she called me. Her voice was sweet and loving, and I dismissed the previous night's coldness as mere stress.

When she was back home, however, the three of us were sitting on the balcony of our apartment, basking in the sunshine and chatting. Kate began to tell us about an excellent dinner she had on Wednesday evening at a nearby hotel. Curious, I asked if she had gone alone. She replied that she had gone with Vatslav, her GM, and mentioned that they had planned to dine out at least once each time she was there to assess the competition.

I didn't suspect for a minute that she would have a fling with someone she employs—after all, she might have to fire him one day. Nonetheless, a few months ago, she would never have considered going out to dinner with another man on a regular basis. The small steps were happening quite fast!

Yet, I couldn't shake off the nagging thought about what had made her so blunt and uncommunicative on Wednesday night and then so affectionate on Thursday morning. It made me wonder if something had indeed happened. Deciding to delve deeper, I resolved to get my spy working on it.

Out of the blue, the Sunday before she next went to Austria, Kate asked for a 'serious' conversation. With a heavy heart, I followed her into our bedroom, shutting the door behind me. She immediately told me that I could cancel our night out. She didn't want me to feel pressured into something I didn't want to do by Laura.

My mind was a whirlwind, desperately trying to formulate the perfect response. I yearned for it to happen but couldn't let her know the depths of my desire. Eventually, I settled on a plan. I assured her that I wasn't being coerced, urging her to relax. I explained that we were just going out to have fun, and if things got too intense, she could simply stop it.

She insisted that it wasn't her ability to halt the action that worried her. Instead, she was concerned that I might hesitate to stop things for fear of disappointing Laura. I reassured her, promising that I wouldn't let anything happen unless I was comfortable with it—a stark contrast to the demands she had made just days earlier.

A flicker of reassurance crossed her face, but she then probed further, wanting to gauge the limits of what I found acceptable. This was a delicate question. I told her that I wouldn't be happy if she had sex with a complete stranger, though it implied a loophole if she knew him. She didn't seem to catch that nuance. I continued, saying I wouldn't be upset by a bit of kissing and cuddling, perhaps even some groping, as long as she was comfortable. I explained that jealousy wasn't an issue for me and urged her to relax and enjoy herself without stressing over my reaction.

Her tension eased completely, and we returned to the lounge. I massaged her feet as we watched TV, the intimacy of the moment creating a calming atmosphere.

After a while, she headed to bed, sleep overtaking her on the sofa. A few minutes later, Laura appeared at the lounge door, beckoning me to her bedroom. She wanted to know everything about our conversation. I relayed the details, including Kate's primary concern about upsetting me. Laura was thrilled, especially knowing that Kate's previous strict objections had softened, opening the door to more possibilities.

Laura then asked me, her eyes gleaming with curiosity, how far I was actually planning to let Kate go. Laura was convinced that once we got her sister drunk, all her inhibitions would vanish. I reiterated that I had no intention of letting her have sex, but if a guy felt her breasts and ass and kissed her passionately, I would be perfectly happy. Laura pressed me further, wanting to know the exact moment that would make me step in.

I paused to consider, then told her that if a guy got his hand up Kate's skirt and inside her panties, I would intervene. Laura thought I was being too strict, insisting that a drunk Kate would really enjoy a stranger playing with her wet pussy. After some deliberation, I agreed to give the guy a little time to explore inside her panties before stepping in. Laura seemed satisfied with that compromise, and I prepared to leave her room, but she stopped me.

She insisted on complete honesty, then asked if it was still my hope that eventually, Kate would have sex with another man, or perhaps multiple men. Having promised to be truthful, I confessed that my ultimate hope was for Kate to have sex with various men, to the point where it would become a normal part of our lifestyle. It was a significant admission for me; besides Laura, I'd never told anyone else.

Laura was thrilled, expressing her delight by saying we were both "working off the same hymn sheet," a phrase that felt a bit inappropriate, but I didn't linger on it. I took the opportunity to slip away while I could.

Later, I couldn't shake a nagging question: why did Laura want this? I had assumed she simply wanted her sister to go clubbing with her, but it seemed there was more to it, and I had no idea why.

The days leading up to our clubbing night seemed to drag on endlessly. Finally, Kate returned from her trip, and Saturday arrived. The anticipation hung in the air, charged with a blend of excitement and uncertainty about what the night would bring.

The evening truly began in the late afternoon as the girls started discussing their outfits. Laura, aiming to set a bold precedent, chose a very clingy long black dress that showcased her modest curves, paired with a lacy bra that lifted her medium-sized breasts and some high-heeled shoes. When Kate asked which panties Laura planned to wear, Laura brazenly announced she had no intention of wearing any, laying down the gauntlet with a mischievous smile.

Kate didn't comment on Laura's lack of panties, but the determined look on her face made it clear she had no intention of going out clubbing without underwear. My mind raced, trying to think of a compromise that would prevent her from wearing great, big granny panties like Bridget Jones, but nothing came to mind.

We moved to our bedroom, where Kate pulled out a dress she had bought online but hadn't worn yet. It wasn't overly sexy: the top looked like a short-sleeved thin jumper but was actually part of the dress, and the long black skirt section was made of thin cotton. I could see Laura's disappointment, but I shook my head at her, signaling that pushing too hard now could jeopardize the entire evening.

Next, Kate got out a lacy bra, which was fine, followed by the dreaded granny panties. Laura groaned loudly, declaring she wouldn't go out with Kate if she wore such awful underwear. Kate, visibly upset, hissed that she wasn't going out without panties like some common slut and that a thong would make her bulges stick out. We were at a crisis point.

Thinking quickly, I lunged for her underwear drawer and pulled out a black lacy pair of panties. They were full in style but entirely lace, with a tiny thong portion made of black cotton.

Kate said, 'Oh, okay, I could wear those,' and Laura said, 'They're great, very sexy, but not too slutty'.

With that deal struck Kate handed me her dress to iron (I always handle our ironing). As I pressed the fabric, I noticed something I hadn't seen before: the dress was slit up both sides, reaching at least to the middle of her hips. No one would notice this normally, but anyone trying to get his hands on her pussy would find it much easier than he anticipated. I glanced at Kate, trying to discern if this was part of her plan or an oversight.

After ironing the dress, I left the girls to their hours of preparation and poured myself a stiff drink. I settled back in my chair, congratulating myself on navigating the first hurdle with minimal casualties. Laura popped her head around the door, whispering, "Well done." I whispered back, "Have you seen the skirt of the dress? It's slit up both sides." She slipped away to check it out, returning moments later to whisper excitedly in my ear.

"It's fantastic. Do you think she knows?"

"I told her she must," I replied, still unsure.

An hour later, I had changed into skinny jeans and a smart shirt, and both girls emerged looking stunning. Knowing Laura wasn't wearing any panties stirred unfamiliar feelings in me; she was usually so off-limits. As we walked to the station, I couldn't help but admire her tight little ass in that clingy dress. The wind caught Kate's dress, revealing her legs, and my attention shifted immediately, captivated by the allure of the evening's possibilities.

"I didn't realize these slits went so far up," Kate remarked to Laura, who reassured her with a smile. "Don't worry, no one can see anything they shouldn't," Laura said, then looked at me and winked.

We headed to a nice restaurant near Covent Garden and enjoyed an uneventful dinner, chatting about work and other mundane topics. I ordered a bottle of Prosecco for the girls and, later, an additional glass each. Laura cleverly ensured that Kate drank most of the bottle. By about nine, we paid the bill and left the restaurant, strolling toward the club.

When we arrived, it was still fairly quiet. The sisters found a table with a good view of the dance floor, and I went to the bar to get another bottle of Prosecco for them and a beer for myself. We sat and chatted for a while, watching people trickle in. The girls commented on the guys arriving and working their way through the Prosecco. Kate and I danced for a bit, and I noticed how affectionate she was becoming, a clear sign that the fizz was working its magic.

Around ten, Laura suggested it was time to split up. They both got up and headed for the dance floor while I remained at the table, watching them and hoping something exciting would happen. I must confess, I was quite nervous—not out of jealousy, but out of fear that nothing would happen after I'd built it up so much in my mind.

I needn't have worried. Within ten minutes, two men approached them and started dancing. After a couple of dances, Laura said something to the guy she was with and then pulled Kate toward the bar. The men didn't follow; Laura can be very cutting if she doesn't like someone. When they reached the bar, I realized I couldn't see them at all, so I abandoned my table and found a spot where I could observe them clearly without Kate seeing me. I perched myself on a bar stool and waited.

Nothing happened for a while, so I ordered another beer. When I turned back to look at them, two guys were talking to them. Both men were dressed quite smartly, appearing young and good-looking from what I could tell. One of them was monopolizing my wife's attention, leaning in to talk into her ear. I couldn't hear what he was saying, but it was likely compliments about how attractive she was. Each time he leaned in, he put his arm a little around her waist, pulling her closer to his body, and she didn't seem to mind.

After a while, all four moved to the dance floor, bopping around and enjoying themselves. Kate glanced around occasionally, trying to spot me, but I kept myself hidden, determined that she should go further before quitting the game. This determination was as much for my sake as it was for Laura's.

About half an hour of dancing seemed to be enough as all four moved back to the bar and ordered more drinks. I figured this must be close to Kate's limit, but she seemed okay; perhaps the dancing had helped her maintain her balance. I adjusted my position to get a better view while staying out of her line of sight. Confident that Kate was fairly drunk and no longer looking for me, I risked moving closer.

Kate held her Prosecco in both hands, but the man, hoping to bed her, set his drink on the bar and freed his hands. The next time he leaned in to speak into her ear, he placed both hands on her waist, pulling her close. I wondered if he had an erection pressing into her, but of course, I couldn't tell.

Later, as the bar began to empty and slower music played, the two couples headed back to the dance floor. Both men took their potential lovers in their arms, pulling them close to dance in that slow, intimate, and sensual way designed to lead to more. They swayed together, bodies pressed tightly, creating a charged atmosphere filled with unspoken promises.

It wasn't long before Laura's guy started guiding her towards the exit. As they left, she glanced over at me and winked, her mischievous smile signaling that everything was going according to plan.

The man with my wife pulled her toward the exit, and for a moment, I was torn between intervening or letting her get fucked by a stranger on her first night out clubbing. As they neared the door, Kate stopped abruptly, shaking her head. But he wasn't easily deterred. He pulled her into his arms again, kissing her passionately and backing her against the wall, trapping her.

It quickly became clear that she wasn't trying to escape; she was matching his fervor, their kisses growing more intense. His hands roamed her body, taking advantage of the dimly lit lobby. I had to move closer to see what was happening.

His hand massaged one of her breasts while the other rested on her bum. I knew it wouldn't be long before he attempted to reach between her legs. Deciding it was time to intervene, I tried to push through the crowd, but the throng of people obstructed me. By the time I broke free, his hand was slipping into the slit on the side of her dress.

I got within reach, unsure if his hand had reached her pussy, but it was clear his hand was inside the slit of her dress.

The man's eyes widened in horror when I gently placed my hand on his shoulder and, with a calm but firm tone, asked him to remove his hand from my wife's panties. He blinked rapidly, his face flushed with embarrassment before he awkwardly shrugged and shuffled towards the exit, discreetly sniffing his fingers as he went.

My wife, Kate, looked at me with a mischievous grin. "I'm afraid I've been a bit naughty," she said, her voice laced with playful guilt. She leaned heavily against the wall, her knees threatening to give way beneath her.

Getting her home proved to be a challenge, as she could barely stand. With the assistance of a patient taxi driver, I managed to get her home. I carefully undressed her, gently laying her down on the bed.

Later, lying next to her, the events of the evening replayed vividly in my mind. Overcome by a surge of desire, I found myself unable to resist. I touched myself, the sensation intense and fleeting at first, but then, I slowed down, savoring the moment. The night was filled with a mix of passion and contemplation, and as I finally drifted off to sleep, I hoped fervently that this wouldn't be a one-time experience.

The next morning, I awoke well before Kate. My thoughts immediately returned to the previous night. Despite my earlier release, a wave of arousal washed over me once more. I tried to distract myself, but my mind kept wandering back to the intoxicating memories of the night before.

Eventually, Kate began to stir. She rolled over, draping her arm around me. I asked how she was feeling, and she admitted with a slight groan that she had a bit of a hangover, but nothing too severe. Her eyes held a touch of anxiety as she hesitated before asking, "Are you cross with me?"

I smiled, reassuring her, "Not even a bit." And it was true. To ease her worry, I reversed the question. "Are you cross with me for not intervening sooner?"

She shook her head, her expression softening. "No, I'm not. I'm a grown woman. I should take responsibility for my own actions."

Feeling a rush of bravery, I decided to push the conversation further. "Did you enjoy your evening?"

She paused, then nodded, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. "I did."

Encouraged by her honesty, I confessed, "I did too." I took a deep breath and continued, "Actually, I found it a bit of a turn-on watching you with another guy. It surprised me, and maybe that's why I was slow to stop things." As I spoke, I began to gently stroke the top of her leg, my fingers inching closer to her crotch. "I should also confess," I added, "that I masturbated when we were in bed last night."

Her eyes widened slightly, a mix of curiosity and excitement flickering in them. The air between us grew charged, the honesty and vulnerability creating an intimate connection that felt deeper than ever before.

My wife seemed pleased with my confessions as if they alleviated her guilt. Her arousal was evident, so I whispered for her to take off her panties. She obliged, and I began to explore her, finding her already quite wet. As I focused on her firm clit, she grew more excited. I slid two fingers into her slick pussy, using my thumb to tease her engorged clit. Her pleasure intensified, so I added a third finger, maintaining a steady rhythm on her sensitive spot. This was clearly the right move, as she soon began to climax, her body trembling with release.

Afterward, she reached over, freeing my cock from my sleep shorts, and began stroking it gently. Knowing that I would need some mental stimulation after my climaxes the night before, I decided to ask her about the previous evening. "Did you enjoy his kissing?" I inquired.

A mischievous smile crossed her lips. "Yes, I did."

"And his touching of your breast?" I continued, my voice low and eager.

"Definitely," she admitted, her hand continuing its slow, tantalizing rhythm on my cock.

Finally, I asked, "Did he get his fingers between your legs at the end?"

She nodded, a glint of naughtiness in her eyes. "Only on the outside of my panties, but it felt very nice. I enjoyed it, partly because it was so naughty." She paused, her cheeks flushing slightly. "I could see you walking towards us, but I still let him carry on until you actually stopped him."

That was it for me; I erupted, squirting cum all over her hand and my stomach.

Once we had cleaned ourselves up, we cuddled quietly, both lost in our thoughts. Kate turned to me and asked what I had been feeling while I watched her 'making out' with a stranger. I took a deep breath and explained that I felt months of guilt slipping away—guilt about being ill, living off her money, and not being able to get an erection to satisfy her. She told me I shouldn't feel guilty about any of those things, but I insisted that I did. However, all that guilt disappeared when I watched her with the other man.

She then asked more about my arousal, and I confirmed that it had turned me on a lot. My wonderful wife smiled, told me she loved me, and kissed me passionately. We cuddled for a while longer, chatting about ordinary things before getting up to start our day.

It was just after 3 pm when Laura arrived. Kate and I were lounging in the living room, watching a movie, when Laura swept in and went straight to her room. This irritated both of us because we were eager to hear her story. But we needn't have worried; she reappeared ten minutes later, having changed into her 'home' clothes.

"Are you two alright?" Laura asked as she settled on the small sofa. Kate and I exchanged a quick glance before confirming that we were fine.

Laura's curiosity was palpable. "Tell me everything that happened after I left the club," she urged Kate.

At first, Kate hesitated, but gradually, she relaxed and began recounting the night's events in great detail. She started by recalling how she had confessed to Laura about being a very naughty girl. She included my admission of being aroused and my feelings of guilt that had been washed away.

Laura listened intently, her eyes widening with amazement as Kate described how far she had gone with a complete stranger, all while I watched. She looked between us, clearly impressed. "I can't believe you did all that with a stranger in a club," she said to Kate. "And with your husband watching! I'm so impressed, and I'm glad you're both okay with it."

I could practically see the gears turning in Laura's head. It was clear she was considering this a green light to further her project of getting Kate involved with other men. The excitement in her eyes was unmistakable.

We then turned the conversation to Laura, eager to hear her story. She grinned and told us about her time with "Gregg," detailing how they had sex last night and again this morning. She mentioned that she'd be seeing him occasionally when he could come to London, which was about every five or six weeks. Gregg's colleague, Mark—the same man who had gotten his hand between Kate's legs—sometimes accompanied him, and they were both married. Laura was adamant that she wouldn't become Gregg's mistress, insisting that she still wanted to go out clubbing and meet other men.

She particularly thanked me for my role in our evening, saying it had worked out even better than she had imagined. Laura expressed her enthusiasm about going out like that again, which made me smile. As Laura headed back to her room, Kate and I resumed watching the movie. I noticed that Kate hadn't commented when Laura mentioned wanting to go out clubbing again, which I took as a sign that she might be open to doing it again. This thought was thrilling.

Much later, after Kate had gone to bed, Laura summoned me into her bedroom to talk. She reiterated how pleased she was with how everything had gone and suggested that we should aim to get Kate to go further next time. She wanted reassurance that I still wanted to see Kate with other men. I confirmed that my desire had only intensified after the previous night.

Laura proposed that we set a goal of getting Kate properly fucked by at least one other man before Christmas. She also mentioned that Gregg had suggested a double date the next time he was in town with Mark. Laura had told him it was a great idea but wanted to know if I thought it was a possibility.

I promised Laura that I would think about how to make our plans happen and suggested that we should try to go clubbing again soon before Kate had a chance to get cold feet. Laura agreed enthusiastically.

On the Monday after our clubbing night, Kate set off for Austria for a few days. I was sorry to see her go but also a little excited by the possibility that some time alone might make her more adventurous with any men she might meet. As it turned out, I didn't have to wait long. During a Facetime call on Monday evening, Kate mentioned that she wouldn't be able to chat the following night because she was having dinner with a potential client.

Curious, I asked whether the client was a man or a woman. She snapped back, "What difference does that make? He's a client!"

Her reaction left me even more excited, but I didn't press further as she seemed sensitive about the issue. I heard nothing from her on Tuesday, which left me in a state of anxious anticipation. When she called on Wednesday evening, she was her usual chatty self but didn't mention her dinner at all. I couldn't resist asking about it.

"Oh, it was fine," she said nonchalantly. "He was a perfect gentleman. We had a really nice meal and talked mostly about business, though he did ask about you and the kids."

She mentioned that they would need to meet again to finalize the details and book the dates, but that wouldn't happen until she was back in Austria three weeks later—unless, of course, he was in London before then. I left it at that, knowing she was exhausted and frazzled by the hotel issues, and we exchanged our goodbyes.

A few minutes later, I heard the distinctive ring of Laura's computer. I assumed it was Kate, so I hurried down the hallway to Laura's bedroom. The door was ajar, and Laura beckoned me in with a subtle wave before accepting the call. I positioned myself discreetly behind the screen, ensuring my wife wouldn't know I was eavesdropping.

The story Laura received was drastically different. Kate began by describing the client as charming and extremely flirtatious. Their conversation had veered away from work almost immediately. He seemed genuinely interested in her life, though he quickly lost interest when she mentioned me. He even told her she was too beautiful to limit herself to just one man.

Laura pressed for more details, her curiosity piqued. Kate obliged, describing him as very handsome. He was named Richard, about ten years younger than my wife, and evidently affluent. He had suggested they have dinner again when she next visited Austria. However, if she could free up some time to meet him in London, he'd gladly fly over.

Finally, Kate shared an intimate detail that left Laura wide-eyed. As they parted, Richard had taken her gently in his arms and kissed her on the cheek, a kiss that was soft, sensual, and lingering.

"Wow," Laura breathed, her eyes sparkling with intrigue.

I was so ridiculously excited by what I overheard that I could feel an erection starting, which had the potential to be very embarrassing. With a conspiratorial grin, Laura noticed and suggested, "Maybe you should go to your bedroom and shut the door." Her playful tone left no room for misinterpretation, so I did as she suggested, my mind swirling with vivid fantasies.

After that conversation, I was left in a state of confusion. Kate was clearly withholding information from me, and I couldn't help but wonder just how far she was considering taking things with Richard. Should I confront her or stay silent? The uncertainty gnawed at me, but my gut told me not to push her for details. Instead, I decided to rely on Laura to keep me informed, maintaining a facade of trust and nonchalance about Kate's potential meeting with the charming stranger rather than revealing the fantasies that were now consuming me.

Following that brief surge of excitement, the days passed uneventfully. It wasn't until Friday evening that Kate finally arrived home. The anticipation had been building, but as she walked through the door, looking as composed and lovely as ever, I couldn't discern anything out of the ordinary. The whirlwind of emotions and questions remained tightly coiled within me, waiting for the right moment to unravel.


A Plan Comes Together

During the week that my wife was away, I meticulously devised a plan to encourage her to cuckold me. Over the weekend, I began putting my plan into action. My approach was twofold: first, to be exceptionally kind and loving, and second, to arouse her intensely without giving her any satisfaction. Here's how it unfolded.

On Friday evening, I set the stage by being exceptionally attentive. I prepared a delicious dinner, insisting on cleaning up afterward. Then, I pampered her with a long, soothing foot massage, making sure to attend to every knot and tension point, drawing out her pleasure without rushing.

Saturday morning is when Kate prefers to be intimate, and our routine was usually predictable. We either engaged in straightforward missionary sex, where I would satisfy myself first and then bring her to climax with my fingers, or the reverse: I would finger her to orgasm before entering her to take my pleasure. She craved penetration; without it, sex felt incomplete to her.

A while ago, I had an unexpected hospital visit and was diagnosed with late-onset type 1 diabetes. The doctor explained the various complications, one being the potential difficulty in achieving or maintaining a strong erection.

This particular Saturday, I began by gently stimulating her clit with my fingers. She reciprocated by stroking me, trying to coax me into an erection so I could satisfy her need for penetration. Despite her efforts, my penis remained frustratingly soft. After a few minutes, she sighed in disappointment and gave up.

The mood deflated, she rose and headed for the shower. My plan was working; I intended to keep her aroused but unsatisfied throughout the week so she would leave for Austria with a burning desire. Day one was a success, aided by my secretive morning masturbation while she slept soundly beside me. All day Saturday, I was a perfect loving husband, and in the evening, I massaged her feet again.

Sunday morning followed the same pattern; I indulged in a discreet session of self-pleasure before she awoke. Once she stirred, I got up, made her a cup of coffee, took a refreshing shower, and began tidying the apartment in preparation for the BBQ we had planned. Kate probably anticipated some morning intimacy, but I had different plans.

Laura's daughter and her fiancé arrived for the BBQ, and the weather was gloriously sunny and hot. My wife enjoyed several glasses of Prosecco, which I knew would leave her feeling quite aroused. After our guests departed, we sat chatting in the lingering warmth of the sun. It was then that I delivered the first of my carefully crafted speeches. I expressed my concern about her feeling lonely in Austria and gently suggested she should accept any invitations to go out. As expected, she reassured me with a warm smile that she preferred to stay on her own and that I was the only man for her. But this was merely the opening gambit of my broader strategy.

In the evening, I resumed my tender attention with another foot massage. This time, I commented on some supposed dry skin on the inside of her thighs, a harmless fabrication since she couldn't easily check for herself. Once I finished her feet, I continued the massage, applying moisturizing cream up her legs and the inside of her thighs. My hands "accidentally" brushed against her panty-covered pussy several times, each touch leaving her more frustrated and horny.

This careful balance of attention and denial was crucial. I wanted to keep her teetering on the edge of desire, ensuring she went to Austria with a fire burning inside her. Day two ended perfectly, with Kate feeling loved but deeply unsatisfied, exactly as planned.

Before she could reach climax, I abruptly announced that I was finished and casually returned to my own chair, leaving her on the brink of frustration.

Thus concluded the first phase of my plan to send her away utterly aroused and with a subtle nudge towards socializing, ideally leading her into the arms of a well-hung stranger.

On Monday evening, while massaging her feet, a brilliant idea struck me. Kate was set to take on the role of General Manager during her trip, a significant shift from her usual accounting duties. This meant she couldn't just retreat to her room every evening; she had to be visible in the hotel, mingling in the bar and restaurant, engaging with guests. I brought this up casually, and she admitted she had already realized this but hadn't mentioned it, fearing I might get jealous of her chatting with businessmen in the bar.

Her admission was like a birthday and Christmas surprise rolled into one. The thought of her engaging with other men in such a social setting was exhilarating, and I could feel myself getting hard. With her legs resting on my crotch, it could have become problematic, but luckily, she didn't notice.

I took a deep breath, calming myself so I could maintain my composure. "I completely understand," I assured her, promising that I wouldn't get jealous as long as she was honest and told me everything that happened. She promised she would.

Gently, I probed further. "Do you think the businessmen might flirt with you or ask you to join them for dinner?" I asked. Reluctantly, she admitted that they probably would but added that they usually suggested dinner somewhere outside the hotel, which she would obviously refuse.

That was like waving a red rag at a bull for me. The idea of her accepting invitations to dinner and, hopefully, going back to their rooms was thrilling. However, I knew I had to play it cool. So, I let the topic rest for a bit while I continued massaging her feet.

After a while, I circled back to the idea of buying her more clothes. "You know," I suggested casually, "you might need some new evening outfits, something a bit sexier than your daytime wear, so you look the part of a successful businesswoman." She agreed sheepishly, seeing the practicality in my suggestion.

Seizing the moment, I added, "And I'd still love to buy you some new lingerie as a treat, something that will remind you of me when you undress." At first, she seemed a bit cross, saying it wasn't necessary, but I could see her resistance was softening.

"I'm not going to bed with the guys, just having dinner," she insisted. For a moment, I worried I had overplayed my hand. Quickly, I assured her that the new lingerie was just so she'd think of me after her evenings with them. My explanation only partially reassured her, but then I had a clincher.

"You know," I said, "you'll feel more confident wearing sexy matching lingerie when you go out in the evenings." She admitted I was right, and I felt a surge of triumph.

The success of my plan was intoxicating, fueling my arousal. However, I still needed to address the issue of her dining out at other hotels and restaurants with these men.

Later, I reminded her of a conversation we had ages ago. She had mentioned needing to check out other hotel restaurants to assess the competition but found it awkward to go alone. Feigning thoughtful contemplation, I suggested, "If some guy did invite you, it could be the perfect opportunity to spy on those restaurants. You could even tell him about your need to check out other places, especially if he suggests having dinner at your hotel. You could propose going somewhere else and explain why."

She considered this and admitted it was a good idea. She completely missed the implication that any red-blooded male would assume she wanted a date, not just dinner.

I was so excited I could barely contain myself! Later, in bed, while Kate slept peacefully beside me, I couldn't resist the urge. I fished her panties out of the drawer under my bed and indulged in a secret fantasy, imagining her being taken by a string of businessmen, my arousal heightening with each vivid scenario.

The next evening was sweltering, so we opted to dine outside at our small patio table, which remained shady and caught a pleasant breeze off the river. It was a cozy setup, just Kate, her sister Laura, and me eating pizzas. The table was small, keeping us all quite close.

Kate and Laura were engrossed in a conversation about the issues Kate was facing with the General Manager in Austria. Laura, who has a background in the hotel industry and currently works in accounts for Hilton but has years of experience as a GM herself, offered valuable insights. Seizing the moment, I decided to bring up the idea of Kate chatting with the guests again, hoping to gain some support from Laura.

To my surprise, Laura immediately jumped on the suggestion. "Kate, you absolutely have to engage with the guests, especially the businessmen. It's essential not just for gathering information but for building relationships," she insisted, her tone firm and experienced. "Flirting a little can go a long way in this industry. You need to make them feel special and valued. And you," she pointed at me, "mustn't be jealous or negative about it. It's part of the job."

"I understand," I said, trying to sound as casual as possible. Laura seized the moment, pressing Kate to confirm that she would have dinner with at least a couple of guys each week to get a real sense of their opinions about the hotel and the competition. She even told me I should encourage my wife to really flirt with these guys.

I was completely shell-shocked, desperately trying to hide my erection. Kate, on the other hand, was visibly annoyed with her sister, not because she disagreed but because Laura had so bluntly clarified what Kate would need to do.

As a final shot, Laura turned to me and said, "Rob, you have to promise not to make a big fuss if Kate accidentally ends up getting fucked by some of the businessmen. It's part of the job, and you mustn't make a song and dance about it."

Before Kate could object, I quickly promised. I held Kate's hand, looking into her eyes, and told her that I would understand.

"Laura! Why did you have to say all that in front of Rob?" Kate wailed, but Laura was already walking away, chuckling to herself.

Kate did her best to convince me that she wouldn't be having sex with anyone except me. I kept reassuring her, saying that it was okay and not a problem. Eventually, we just dropped the subject, the tension hanging in the air.

The next night, we had dinner together again. I cooked a seafood stir fry, a favorite of mine and the girls, especially Laura, who loved hot food. I made it extra spicy just for her. We sat at the same small patio table, the evening breeze off the river offering some relief from the heat.

We were eating merrily, slurping our noodles, and chatting about this and that when Kate reminded Laura about our planned shopping trip on Sunday. She mentioned needing new clothes for the evenings at the hotel and asked if Laura would come along to help her choose.

Laura replied that she might, but it would depend. Intrigued, Kate asked, "Depend on what?"

"It depends on whether you'll take my advice or ignore it and buy your usual frumpy clothes," Laura said with a teasing grin.

This sparked a lively discussion about Kate's usual fashion choices. With her sharp wit, Laura seemed to win the debate, and with a resigned sigh, Kate agreed to take her sister's advice on what to buy.

Then, Kate turned the conversation to me, saying, "Rob wants to buy me some lingerie as a treat and to make me feel confident when I'm in the bar chatting to people."

Laura chuckled at the idea but didn't comment further.

A little later, Laura and I were loading the dishwasher while Kate watched TV. Speaking quietly to avoid being overheard, Laura confided, "I want to get Kate into some sexier clothes, and I hope you won't be negative about it."

"Not at all," I assured her. "She'll have my full support."

Laura gave me a knowing smile. "Good. She needs to feel attractive and confident."

Laura confided in me about her idea: if Kate hooked up with a guy in Austria, she might stop being so boring and start going out with her sister again. This idea certainly appealed to me. Having explained her motives, Laura then put the squeeze on me, asking what I thought Kate would say if she knew about my cuckold fantasies.

I knew exactly what Kate would think. She would be furious. She was straight-laced and hated anything kinky. If Laura told her about my fantasies, it would be a disaster. Laura just looked at me with a knowing smile, and I realized I was completely under her thumb. But I also knew I wanted her to succeed in her plan. We both knew we had become allies in getting my wife into bed with other men.

Our Sunday shopping trip was a mixed bag, with some good moments and some not-so-good ones. Laura seemed a little too enthusiastic at times, as I shall explain.

We set off to the mall, the three of us ready for a day of shopping. Before we could get to any clothing stores, Kate found a jeweler's shop and spent quite some time looking in the window. Laura, focused on the task at hand, reminded her that we were supposed to be clothes shopping and gently pulled my reluctant wife away from the jeweler's window.

For a while, everything went according to plan. Laura encouraged Kate to look at sexier clothes than she would have chosen on her own, and I stayed out of it, watching as they narrowed it down to a few selections: a clingy dress that highlighted her curves, a tight and nearly see-through dress, a short summer skirt that would blow up in the lightest breeze, and a top that showed off her ample breasts nicely.

That's when we hit a snag. I mentioned the lingerie I had offered to buy her, and Kate said she would rather have the gold bracelet she had spotted in the jeweler's window. Laura chimed in, pointing out that Kate couldn't wear underwear with either of the dresses we were buying anyway, as it would show through, making the lingerie pointless.

My wife was having none of it. "There's no way I'm wandering around the hotel bar without any panties on under my dress," she said, accusing Laura of trying to turn her into a slut.

Laura pushed the envelope further, saying, "If you promise to wear the dresses without any underwear, I'm sure Rob will buy you the bracelet."

That was the breaking point. Kate exploded, shouting at her sister so much that Laura walked out of the store nearly in tears.

Kate turned to me, thrusting the chosen clothes into my arms. "Go pay for these," she ordered, "and then meet me at the jeweler's with your credit card."

I was thrilled that she decided to keep the sexy clothes, but my sister-in-law's aggressive tactics left me annoyed and a bit apprehensive about the impending jewelry bill. The lingering nerves gnawed at me as I approached the jewelers after finally settling the bill for the clothes.

Inside, my wife and her sister were engrossed in selecting from an array of glittering gold bracelets. Trays of shimmering options lay before them, and their delighted chatter filled the room. Kate eventually chose a stunning gold bracelet, its price tag a staggering £400—ten times the cost of the lingerie and far from the sultry allure I had envisioned.

I smiled through the sting of the expense, assuring Kate she was worth every penny, and we made our way to a luxurious lingerie boutique. The soft lighting and plush decor heightened the anticipation as we selected several alluring bra and thong sets before heading home.

Later, while I was preparing dinner, Laura approached me quietly. She apologized for her overzealous persuasion earlier, and with a forgiving smile, I told her it was alright.

As the evening deepened, I found myself massaging Kate's feet, our intimate routine unfolding with familiar comfort. My hands moved slowly, sensuously, up her legs, applying lotion to the inside of her thighs. Her breathing grew heavier, a subtle sign of her rising desire.

"Do you think Laura was right about the dresses?" she asked, her voice tinged with a mix of curiosity and arousal. "That I should wear them without any underwear?"

Despite the growing heat between us, I chose my words carefully. "I think Laura might have a point, but you should wear what makes you comfortable," I replied, my fingers grazing her panties as I continued to rub the lotion into her soft skin.

She pondered my words, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. "Would men think I'm a slut if I didn't wear any panties?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I leaned closer, my hand teasingly brushing against her most sensitive spot. "They wouldn't know," I murmured. "That's the point Laura was making—without panties, there'd be no telltale VPL. No one would guess what you're wearing under your dress."

She seemed to accept my argument, though it was clear that wearing those revealing dresses would make it obvious she was going commando. She ended the discussion with a thoughtful nod and said she'd think about it. I finished the massage, leaving her aroused but, yet again, unsatisfied.

Laura and I had done all we could; only time would tell if it was enough. On Monday morning, Kate set off for Heathrow again, resuming the routine of her frequent travels.

That night, Kate texted me to say she was having a team dinner and couldn't chat until late. I texted back, reassuring her that it was fine and that she didn't need to worry about contacting me. I didn't hear from her again until the following morning.

Just before I went to bed, Laura came into the lounge to talk. She told me Kate had texted her, mentioning that a man at the bar was hitting on her. Laura, ever the provocateur, asked if he was good-looking. Kate had responded that he was okay, and Laura had encouraged her to have fun.

I tossed and turned that night, my mind racing with a mix of jealousy and arousal.

The next morning, Kate texted me to say she had fired the GM and that we would definitely talk on FaceTime that evening. It struck me that she might be feeling guilty.

That evening, she called. We chatted about her day, and she informed me that she would be away almost full-time for the next three months, as expected. She mentioned she was having a drink and dinner with someone named Erica, a name I had never heard before.

I was of two minds about her being away so much. While I would miss her, part of me hoped that her loneliness and frustration would lead her to fuck another guy.

Early the next evening, I heard Laura talking to someone on FaceTime. As I approached her bedroom door, I realized it was my wife, calling from Austria. Kate was seeking her sister's opinion on whether she should accept a dinner invitation from a hotel guest who was also a prospective major corporate client.

Kate explained that the man had shown interest in hosting a series of conferences at the hotel. He needed to discuss the details of the facilities, suggesting they have dinner together to go over everything. Initially, Kate had assumed he meant dinner in the hotel restaurant, but he had clarified that he preferred somewhere private, especially given her recent firing of the GM.

As my wife sought Laura's advice, it became clear the man was already in the bar, waiting for her. Kate was conflicted about inventing an excuse or going to a local restaurant with him.

Laura, ever pragmatic, insisted that Kate should go, emphasizing the hotel's dire need to increase revenues. She then shifted the conversation to what Kate should wear, firmly suggesting the new sexy dress with either no panties or the lingerie I had bought for her over the weekend. Kate firmly rejected the idea of going panty-less but agreed to wear the new lingerie set.

With that settled, my wife told her sister that she needed to ask my permission before considering having dinner with the client. I rushed back to the lounge to be ready for her FaceTime call. Excitement surged through me, but I knew I had to appear calm, relaxed, and unconcerned rather than incredibly turned on.

A couple of minutes later, her call came through.

She gave me roughly the same information I had already overheard, but she stressed how crucial his business could be in turning the hotel around, omitting the part about how charming and attractive he was, which she had mentioned to her sister. I told her, of course, that she absolutely should go out with the guy and that I trusted her completely, reassuring her that I wouldn't be upset or jealous.

Before we finished our conversation, I asked what she would wear, but she avoided the question. So, I concluded by telling her not to worry about calling me again that evening, just to send me a text when she was safely back at the hotel.

So, her night was arranged. Although I knew she went out with the guy and returned safely, I had no idea what transpired between them. I waited anxiously to hear from her, but more importantly, I anticipated Laura hearing from her, as I was sure she would get more details than I would.

For the rest of that week, our conversations were dominated by my wife's ongoing battle with the sacked General Manager. I left hoping that over the weekend, we could coax her into being a bit more forthcoming about her night with Richard.

When the weekend arrived, Kate seemed rather down. Initially, she was apprehensive about my reaction to her evening with Richard, the prospective client. I spent a considerable amount of time convincing her that I was absolutely fine with it. During our next conversation, she admitted that he had asked her up to his room, but she had refused. I was thrilled that he had made the suggestion, and although disappointed that she had turned him down, I felt that events were moving in the right direction.

On Monday, I had to visit the hospital to get the results of a biopsy I had undergone a couple of weeks earlier. The bad news was that I had a tumor in my prostate—cancer. The better news was that it was very tiny, not life-threatening or even growing at the moment. However, there was a risk that it could start to grow and spread in the future, so they wanted to take action. The specialist told me that because I was young (62 is young, apparently!), they didn't want to risk leaving it untreated.

He laid out the two options before me: surgery to remove it or radiotherapy. The latter would require daily hospital visits for about seven weeks, a scenario that would wreak havoc on my business. Conversely, surgery would be over in a couple of days, followed by a few weeks of recuperation. I had a couple of weeks to decide. Both options carried similar possible side effects, the most concerning being a complete inability to get an erection—something I was already struggling with due to my Type 1 diabetes. There were also issues with urination and other unpleasant side effects in that area.

When Laura came home later that night, I was relieved to have someone to talk to. She listened sympathetically as I explained everything. Needing a moment to process it all, she stepped out onto the patio for a cigarette. Through the glass doors, I watched the glow of the lighter illuminate her face briefly before she exhaled a plume of smoke into the night air.

After finishing her cigarette, Laura came back inside, the scent of tobacco clinging faintly to her clothes. She joined me in the lounge, ready to continue our conversation.

Initially, Laura offered words of encouragement about my diagnosis. But soon, the conversation shifted to Kate. Laura revealed that there were aspects of Kate's past that I probably didn't know, and she felt it was important for me to understand them to better grasp the dynamics of our current lives.

Laura explained that the Kate I had married was almost unrecognizable to her. When they lived together in South Africa, Kate was a party girl who always had a steady boyfriend but frequently went clubbing with Laura and their friends. Kate would often let herself be picked up by random guys and have casual sex. The transformation of Kate into a faithful wife had been a shock for Laura when she moved to the UK and a disappointment as well—Laura had expected their weekends to be filled with clubbing and meeting new people.

Laura's voice carried a mix of sympathy and firmness as she explained her perspective. "It seems like your wife is reverting to the person I once knew," she said, her tone thoughtful. "I believe this shift began with your difficulties maintaining an erection due to your diabetes. And now, with your upcoming surgery likely leading to permanent impotence, I'm convinced she's preparing to seek out multiple lovers again. You should brace yourself to accept and support this."

I looked at her, taking in her words. "So you think this change in her is because of my condition?"

"Yes," Laura nodded. "She probably feels like she needs to find sexual fulfillment elsewhere."

I sighed, feeling a mix of emotions. "I understand. But honestly, Laura, I'm still deeply excited by the idea of her being with other men. It's just the idea of her being open with me about it..."

Laura's expression softened. "You want her to be honest with you about her lovers?"

"Exactly. Could you please encourage Kate to be completely open with me about her experiences?"

Laura smiled reassuringly. "Of course, I'll talk to her about it," she promised, and our conversation gradually came to a close.

That Tuesday evening, Kate's demeanor was noticeably brighter. As we sat together, she recalled a conversation we had about my deteriorating ability to get an erection, which would become a permanent reality post-surgery. "I've been thinking about what you said," she began, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of concern and affection. "If the doctor is right and you won't ever be able to get an erection, I can't imagine how I could even give you hand jobs anymore. How could I possibly masturbate a small, floppy penis?" Her voice was tinged with frustration, but she quickly softened. "But you're a wonderful husband, and I love you very much."

Though tinged with sadness, her words were filled with genuine love and commitment. I took her hands in mine, feeling the warmth of her touch. "Kate, we'll find our way through this together. Your happiness is what's most important to me," I said, my voice steady and reassuring despite the turmoil inside me.

I simply replied, "Okay," though my body betrayed my excitement, a wicked thrill coursing through me at her refusal to even give me a hand job. Her eyes held mine, firm and unwavering, as she finished our conversation.

"I'm not going to become a slutty wife, no matter how much my sister pressures me," she declared. "But I will trust you to advise me on what to wear, what to say, and how to act while I'm covering the GM's job."

The idea thrilled me. "I'd love to do that, Kate! It sounds like a dream job to me, guiding you in the right direction."

The next morning, something extraordinary happened. Kate called me, her voice tinged with excitement and surprise. "Richard sent me a text," she began. "He found an excuse to get back to Kitzbuhel next week, just for one night. He asked if he could take me out to dinner, either Wednesday or Thursday."

"How do you feel about that?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

"I'm comfortable with it if you are," she replied.

When I assured her that I was fine with it, she quickly texted back, "Yes, please, Wednesday preferably."

A rush of anticipation filled me, hoping that this time, she would agree to go to his room after dinner. The thought consumed me, making it impossible to focus on anything else.

Later, I had another conversation with Laura, who had already heard the news from Kate. She asked me how I was feeling about the possibility of being cuckolded becoming a reality rather than an abstract fantasy. I explained that I would be genuinely happy for Kate and that it might alleviate some of my guilt over not being able to satisfy her. However, I admitted that I was a bit nervous about how it might change our relationship.

Laura listened attentively before responding, her tone thoughtful. "Those changes are exactly what I wanted to talk to you about. I'm going to advise Kate to write a list of rules outlining how your marriage should work in light of your permanent impotence. This way, there will be no misunderstandings as things change so dramatically."

I felt a wave of concern wash over me at the idea of a rigid set of rules. "Will I have any input on this list?" I asked, my voice betraying my unease.

"Not really," she replied bluntly.

I pressed on, trying to gather more information. "What sort of things are you proposing to include on the list?"

"The number one item," she began, "would be that Kate should be free and encouraged to take multiple lovers and do whatever she wants with them, whenever she wants, and as often as she wants. You, on the other hand, must remain completely faithful. However, you will be allowed to masturbate whenever you want because Kate will insist that you never get an erection with her, even if she manages to arouse you with her hands and stories of her sex life."

I expressed my skepticism, saying that I thought Kate would never agree to those rules. However, I confirmed that I had no intention of doing a tit-for-tat and seeing other women.

Laura then told me I would have to wait for the rest of the rules until she and Kate had agreed on them and that they wouldn't be negotiable. However, she mentioned that if I wanted her to advocate for me a bit, I would need to do some things for her, which would then be formalized into the list.

Puzzled, I asked her what she meant. She replied that it was just domestic chores.

"Okay," I said, "if I agree to those things, you'll help make the list more amenable to me?"

She confirmed the agreement, so I told her I accepted her terms.

It had been a really weird conversation, and I had no idea whether my compliance would make any difference. I never imagined that becoming a cuckold meant I would be obeying written rules, but I was so incredibly happy that I didn't make a fuss.

Later, Laura mentioned that an important part of the list would be rules on how I had to behave when I met Kate's lovers. This revelation was a bit scary. I hadn't given much thought to my wife actually introducing me to men who were cuckolding me because I never imagined that she would actually have sex with other men.

What's next, I wondered? The unknown loomed before me, both thrilling and terrifying, as I contemplated the new dynamics that were about to shape our lives.


Friday Night

Friday night, we attended a party—a South African gathering held in a pub on the far side of London. I drove Kate across town, picking up Laura on the way. When we arrived, we found Daryana, a relatively new friend of Laura and Kate's, already there. Daryana, also South African, was pleasant enough but not nearly as attractive as Kate or even Laura.

The party turned out to be a disappointment. We were the only ones who showed up. Although the pub had other patrons, they were just regulars, not part of the event. Nevertheless, we made the best of it. The girls drank a couple of bottles of Prosecco between them, chatting and joking to lift the mood. Eventually, the food arrived—Boerwors rolls and salad—and they had even more Prosecco.

Other people in the pub looked at me with puzzled expressions, perhaps wondering why I was out with three women, two of whom were strikingly attractive. If they only knew the complexities of our situation!

Later, the chef came over and joined us, sitting down at the end of the bench right next to my wife. The other two women were single, and though he was only 29, I'm sure they would have enjoyed his attention. But men are invariably drawn to Kate. She's very vivacious, especially after some Prosecco, and she possesses a strong, undeniable allure. Most men find her both sexually arousing and a bit daunting due to her strong will and intelligence.

Being in the hotel industry, Laura and Kate know a lot about hospitality and catering. Kate proceeded to lecture the chef on how to organize his menu and differentiate his pub from others. He listened with rapt attention, completely absorbed by her insights. As she spoke, she casually placed her left hand on my crotch and gave a little squeeze. It was a signal, a private message that she knew the chef fancied her and that she was playing this flirtatious game for both our benefits.

The combination of her assertive conversation with the chef and her discreet touch sent a thrill through me, reminding me of the unique dynamics of our relationship. I couldn't help but wonder where this night might lead, caught between excitement and nervous anticipation.

Eventually, we were all getting tired, but the chef didn't want us to leave. He bought us all drinks to keep us there a while longer, persistently topping up Kate's glass while I took care of refilling Laura's and Denyse's glasses. Finally, as we started to make a move, the chef asked for Kate's mobile number, ostensibly for more advice. In reality, he was clearly angling for an opportunity to get closer to her. Kate handed over her number, and as we all stood up, he moved in on her for a kiss. She responded quite enthusiastically.

The kiss lasted about a minute, during which he managed to grope her breast and bum while their mouths were locked together. Kate finally broke it off, and we all left the pub.

As we walked down the street, Kate said, "That was fun."

Denyse was completely amazed. "That guy obviously fancied you! Didn't you mind him kissing and groping you like that?"

Kate laughed lightly. "No, I enjoyed it."

I then drove us all home, including Denyse, who stayed with us in London.

Later in bed, Kate played with my cock and asked, "You didn't mind me having fun with the chef, did you, darling?"

I looked into her eyes and replied, "No, not at all. I loved it."

Her touch grew more insistent, and the thrill of the evening's events heightened the intimacy between us. Our connection felt deeper, as if the boundaries of our relationship were expanding, fueled by the raw honesty and excitement of the night's flirtations.

Did we get it wrong? Please tell us by giving this response a thumbs down.

Eventually, we were all getting tired, but the chef didn't want us to leave. He bought us all drinks to keep us there a while longer, persistently topping up Kate's glass while I took care of refilling Laura's and Daryana's glasses. Finally, as we started to make a move, the chef asked for Kate's mobile number, ostensibly for more advice. In reality, he was clearly angling for an opportunity to get closer to her. Kate handed over her number, and as we all stood up, he moved in on her for a kiss. She responded quite enthusiastically.

The kiss lasted about a minute, during which he managed to grope her breast and bum while their mouths were locked together. Kate finally broke it off, and we all left the pub.

As we walked down the street, Kate said, "That was fun."

Daryana was completely amazed. "That guy obviously fancied you! Didn't you mind him kissing and groping you like that?"

Kate laughed lightly. "No, I enjoyed it."

I then drove us all home, including Daryana, who stayed with us in London.

Later in bed, Kate played with my cock and asked, "You didn't mind me having fun with the chef, did you, darling?"

I looked into her eyes and replied, "No, not at all. I loved it."

Her touch grew more insistent, and the thrill of the evening's events heightened the intimacy between us. Our connection felt deeper, as if the boundaries of our relationship were expanding, fueled by the raw honesty and excitement of the night's flirtations.

She then rolled over and went to sleep, but I lay awake for ages, my mind racing with thoughts and emotions.

Saturday was uneventful. We did some supermarket shopping, and then all three girls had their nails done while I worked.

Sunday morning, we enjoyed a lie-in, Kate and I cuddling half asleep. She was just wearing a thong and a top, her legs bare. Feeling really horny, I started stroking her legs, gradually moving higher until I was touching her pussy through the thin fabric. She initially said she wasn't interested, and I replied that it was a shame because I really wanted to lick her.

"Okay, go on then, you can lick me," she said, removing her thong and spreading her legs.

I was thrilled, as we hadn't been intimate for quite a while. I positioned myself between her thighs and started with gentle, teasing licks, slowly building up the intensity. It took me about three minutes to bring her to a brilliant orgasm, her squeals of pleasure ringing out, which was a bit scary since we had guests staying with us.

After she calmed down, her breathing steadying into a gentle rhythm, she began to touch my soft cock with delicate fingers, light and teasing. Her touch was like a whisper, intimate and gentle, sending shivers up my spine as she spoke to me in a voice soft and laced with desire.

"I can't make myself cum, Rob," she murmured, her tone tinged with frustration and longing. "I've been away so much, and the loneliness has been driving me mad. That's why I climaxed so fast and hard when you touched me." Her eyes met mine, vulnerable and raw.

"But why did you reject me when I tried to touch you before?" I asked, my voice a mixture of hurt and confusion.

She sighed, her fingers pausing their gentle exploration. "Because I thought you would be upset. I can't do anything for you, not like before, when you don't get hard anymore."

"But I still get horny, and I can still cum!" I protested, my frustration bubbling over. "I just can't fuck you."

"I'm sorry, my love," she whispered, her voice heavy with regret. "I've no idea how to make you cum." With a reluctant sigh, she let go of my aching penis, her touch lingering in the air like a ghost.

The rest of the day drifted by in a blur of monotony, the weight of unspoken desires hanging between us. On Monday, she left for Austria, her departure casting a shadow over my heart.

Monday and Tuesday passed uneventfully, though we talked online, the distance a palpable barrier between us. But on Wednesday evening, she called me earlier than usual, her voice trembling with an excitement that made my heart race.

"Richard called this morning to confirm our meeting," she said, her tone nervous, almost girlish, like a schoolgirl on her first date. I could hear the thrill in her voice, and despite everything, it made me smile.

My wife wanted my advice on what dress to wear, so she pulled several options from the wardrobe, laying them out like a fashion display. After a bit of deliberation, we settled on a black dress that clung to her curves in all the right places. She then asked for my help in choosing her underwear, concerned about lines showing through the fabric or any unflattering bulges.

"Why not skip the panties altogether?" I suggested, my heart racing at the thought. "That would solve the problem."

She gave me a sharp look, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. "No panties would send a pretty clear message to Richard that he's getting sex later."

The excitement surged through me, and I had to fight the urge to beg her to sleep with Richard. The thought alone was intoxicating, but I held back, my desire bubbling under the surface.

After some more discussion, we settled on one of the lingerie sets I had bought her—a delicate, red lace number that was a compromise between a thong and more conservative underwear. It highlighted her figure while still leaving a little to the imagination.

Satisfied with her outfit, she blew me a kiss and said goodbye, her departure leaving me in a swirl of emotions. As she left, I was left alone to fantasize about her date with Richard, the anticipation almost too much to bear.


Dinner

In the evening, my wife had dinner with her potential client, Richard, and I found myself in a frenzy of nervous excitement. I masturbated my little soft penis several times and drank a few whiskies, yet sleep eluded me until about two in the morning. The hours crawled by, each tick of the clock amplifying my restless anticipation.

The following morning, concentration on work was nearly impossible. My mind was a tangled mess of curiosity and anxiety. When Laura arrived home around six, her first question was whether I had heard anything. I shook my head, and she mirrored my response, adding, "No news is good news." Her words did little to quell my nerves.

By the time Kate contacted me, it was nearly nine. Even then, she only talked about her day at work. As we neared the end of our conversation, I mustered the courage to ask, as casually as I could, about her evening with Richard.

"It was fine," she replied, her tone nonchalant. "We talked about his conferences, agreed on what he needed, and I gave him a pricing structure. He was happy with it, and that was about it."

Her response left me frustrated, torn between believing nothing had happened and suspecting she was withholding details. Determined to get the truth, I reminded her of her promise to tell me everything.

"I feel like you're being a little economical with the truth," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. The air between us grew tense, the weight of unspoken words hanging heavily.

Absolutely, here's a revised and more atmospheric version of your passage:

With a shy smile, she then admitted that Richard had put his hand on her knee a couple of times and kissed her goodnight, but that was it.

Feeling a thrill of excitement, I accepted her explanation and said goodnight to my lovely wife. A few minutes later, I heard the familiar sound of Laura's computer ringing. Curiosity got the better of me, and I crept into Laura's room, my heart pounding in my chest to eavesdrop on the conversation.

"Rob can't hear us, can he?" my wife asked, her voice hushed.

"No, he has the TV on, so tell me all the details," Laura replied, sounding conspiratorial and eager.

"Well, I had a lovely evening, but he was quite a naughty man!" My wife's voice held a mix of amusement and intrigue.

Hearing her say that sent a surge of excitement through me, and I felt my little flaccid cock twitching with anticipation.

"Go on!" Laura encouraged, sounding as excited as I felt.

"As soon as we were sitting at the restaurant, he put his left hand on my right knee, which was fine. But then he started stroking his way up the inside of my bare leg, so I had to push his hand down again."

"What else?" Laura asked, her voice breathless with interest.

"He kept doing it, and when the waiter came to take our order, I couldn't push his hand down, or it would have been obvious what was going on. So, Richard took advantage and slid his hand steadily up the inside of my leg until his little finger was touching my panties. I was trying to concentrate on giving the waiter my order, and Richard was stroking my clit through my panties."

"Wow!!" Laura exclaimed, her voice a mix of shock and excitement.

"When the waiter left our table, Richard whispered in my ear that he needed me to take off my panties," Kate continued her voice a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

"And did you?" Laura asked, her curiosity piqued.

"No," Kate admitted. "I reminded him that I'm a married woman, but he just said he knew that and still intended to seduce me."

"You must have been getting really turned on," Laura suggested. "So, what happened next?"

"He managed to work his finger inside my panties and started stroking my clit. By the time the food arrived, I was close to coming, but he removed his finger, sniffed it, and smiled at the waiter. It was so embarrassing!"

"Please tell me that you went to his room afterward and let him fuck your brains out!" Laura demanded, her voice filled with anticipation.

"Certainly not! I'm married, remember?" Kate retorted, though her tone hinted at the temptation she felt.

"So what did happen?" Laura asked, sounding slightly annoyed.

"When we got back to his hotel, he tried to persuade me to go up to his room, but I said no. He asked for a goodnight kiss, and I agreed. It was a really passionate kiss. He fondled my boobs and my ass, then tried to lift my skirt, so I broke off the kiss and said goodnight. I was so aroused; I almost relented and went to his room."

"As he walked away, he shouted over his shoulder, 'Next time we go to my room, and I fuck you properly,' but I didn't answer," Kate recounted, her cheeks flushed with the memory.

"Well, that's a good start. When are you seeing him again so he can give you the fucking you need?" Laura asked a mischievous glint in her eye.

"I am definitely not seeing him again, so you can get that idea out of your head! Now, I must go. I'm exhausted. Good night." Kate's voice was firm, but the underlying tension was palpable.

Laura stared straight into my eyes as my wife cut the connection. "I think you'd better go to your room for a little while. When you've finished and got your breath back, come and knock on my door. We need to plan our next move."

I said nothing, just nodded, and turned around, heading for my room. I closed the door behind me, my heart racing with anticipation. About ten minutes later, I knocked on Laura's door.

"I'm sure you'll agree that we've made a big step forward. Are you as happy and excited as you'd thought you would be?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Oh yes! More excited and happy than I imagined!" I answered, grinning broadly.

"Are you sure you want to continue our plan?" Laura asked, her tone serious now.

"Yes! Definitely! What do we do next?" I asked, feeling thrilled to have such a good accomplice.

"Well, I don't think anything more will happen this week; either way, we have no control. But over the weekend, we need to push her further while we have the momentum," Laura replied, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

"Kate thinks I don't know what happened with Richard, but she told you that he got his fingers inside her panties and on her clit. If you were to hint that you might tell me all the details, I'm sure she'd agree to go clubbing with you," I suggested.

"Wow, blackmail! I love it!" Laura replied, smiling wickedly.

"You could maybe insist that she dresses like a slut, although you shouldn't push it too far straight away. The more she does, the more ammunition you'll have. What do you think?" I asked the plan forming clearly in my mind.

"I think it's a brilliant plan! I could maybe get some pictures as well and use them as extra leverage while sending you copies. Would you like that?" Laura asked, her voice teasing.

"You know I would!" I answered my excitement barely contained.

With our plan in place, we waited for my wife's return from Austria on Friday.

Friday evening, Kate was really tired, so we just watched TV. I didn't press her for more information about her date, and she didn't offer any. She went to bed early and was asleep within minutes, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the thrill of anticipation for the weekend's plans.

Saturday morning, she seemed much brighter, and I could tell she probably wanted me to bring her to orgasm with my tongue. As I stirred awake, my eyes were drawn to Kate, sprawled across the bed, her legs parted invitingly. She lay there completely naked, her skin glowing in the soft morning light. Her bush, dark and lush, was damp with arousal, her visibly wet pussy glistening, beckoning me to dive in. Instead, I got up and took a quick shower, savoring the brief look of disappointment that flickered across her face as I turned away.

When I came out, Laura was already in the lounge, and my wife, Kate, had just joined her. Laura took Kate by the hand and led her to her room, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I couldn't hear their conversation, but about ten minutes later, they both reappeared. Before Kate could say a word, Laura spoke up with a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Rob, Kate, and I are going clubbing tonight. You don't mind, do you?" she announced, giving me a secretive wink that made my pulse quicken.

"I'm sorry, darling, but Laura was very persuasive," Kate added, her voice tinged with a mix of excitement and apology.

"It's fine, I don't mind at all," I replied, even as a subtle thrill stirred within me.

"Are you sure, my love? I feel really guilty about leaving you on your own, especially since I've been away all week," she said, her concern evident.

"Don't worry about it. You go and have fun tonight and see if you can help your sister meet a guy," I encouraged, my heart pounding with anticipation and desire.

"I promise I'll be a good girl," Kate said, though I couldn't help but hope for the opposite.

I was hoping she would be a bad girl and a good lay, but I didn't say anything.

"Now we need to decide what you're going to wear," Laura told my reluctant wife, "go and pull out a few outfits, and don't pick anything frumpy and boring."

Kate disappeared into our bedroom, and Laura leaned in close to my ear.

"Your blackmail idea worked like a charm. She was dead set against going out without you, but when I hinted that I might have to tell you what she got up to with Richard, she caved in straight away," Laura whispered, a sly smile playing on her lips.

"Good," I murmured back, my voice low and conspiratorial. "Now go and try to get her to dress slutty."

Laura nodded, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she turned to rejoin Kate. My heart raced with anticipation, the thrill of the night's possibilities coursing through me.

"What about this dress?" I heard Laura say, which made me realize she had probably been rifling through my wife's wardrobe while she was alone in the apartment.

"I don't like that one; it's too short and shows my legs. You know I don't like my legs," Kate snapped back, her voice tinged with irritation.

"Here's a nice long dress," Laura suggested, undeterred.

"Mmm, maybe, but it's very clingy, so it'll show my panties," Kate objected, her tone softening slightly.

"So, don't wear any," Laura countered with a playful lilt.

"That idea again! I'm not going out without panties!" Kate exclaimed, her voice a mix of scandalized surprise and reluctant amusement.

"Hmmnn, I wonder how Rob will react when he finds out that Richard had his fingers in your panties and you didn't stop him," Laura taunted, her voice dripping with playful menace.

"Please! You mustn't tell him!" Kate hissed, desperation clear in her voice.

"Panties?" Laura pressed, arching an eyebrow.

"OK, you win. No panties. But you mustn't tell Rob that I'm going clubbing without wearing panties either," Kate conceded, her tone a mixture of resignation and reluctant excitement.

I nearly shouted with joy, the thrill of her secret agreement electrifying me.

A few minutes later, my wife emerged from the bedroom, looking a little flushed. I assumed it was because the idea of going clubbing in a slinky, sexy dress with nothing underneath had ignited a fire within her. Her eyes were bright, her cheeks tinged with a lovely pink hue, and the dress clung to her curves in a way that made my heart race.

"Get your shoes on, babe; we're going to do some shopping." She announced.

"Oh right, OK, what are we buying?"

"Laura says I need some shoes with heels to wear for tonight, and I don't have anything suitable. Although, the heels mustn't be too high, or I'll end up being taller than all the guys."

"Right, I'll be ready in five minutes," I replied, feeling even more excited at the prospect of my wife going out in high heels and turned on by her mention of meeting guys.

The actual shopping trip was rather uneventful, but Kate finally chose a pair of shoes with heels that weren't too high, though they did make her taller than me. She was affectionate the entire time, and she treated me to a nice lunch at a Mexican place, complete with a couple of beers. I was a very happy man.

Back at home, we spent the afternoon and early evening relaxing and watching movies. Around six, I heated up some pizzas so the girls wouldn't be clubbing on an empty stomach. By seven, both Kate and Laura retreated to their rooms to start getting ready. I was banished from my own bedroom, as Kate obviously didn't want me to see her dressing without panties. Just after eight, they were both ready to go out.

I tried to kiss my wife goodbye, but she stopped me, saying it would smudge her makeup. Laura leaned in and whispered in my ear, "I'll text you updates."

As they headed for the door, I was stunned by the rear view of my normally prim and proper wife. The dress she wore was so clingy it hugged every curve, revealing that she wore no panties by the way her ass moved. My heart pounded in my chest as they left together.

With my wife and her sister gone, I was left with nothing but time and anticipation. I surfed through various sites, indulging in cuckold stories and captions, hoping to find some distraction. When that no longer held my interest, I flicked through TV channels, but nothing seemed to capture my attention. Laura had promised to text me with updates and possibly even pictures, but I knew it would be a while before anything exciting happened. The wait was both exhilarating and torturous, each minute stretching into eternity as I imagined what might unfold.

I lay on the bed, my thoughts consumed by vivid fantasies of my wife with a young stud. In the dim light of the room, I brought myself to climax using a pair of her granny panties, the forbidden nature of the act heightening my arousal. Sated but restless, I turned back to the TV, searching for something to occupy my mind.

After a while, I found a show intriguing enough to distract me, but just as I started to get engrossed, my phone beeped. I nearly jumped out of my skin, my heart racing as I fumbled to open the message from Laura.

"She's dancing with a really hot young guy," it read, accompanied by a picture of my wife on the dance floor with a man who looked to be in his thirties. They weren't touching, just dancing, but the sight of her with another man sent a fresh wave of excitement through me. I resisted the urge to masturbate, trying to refocus on the TV.

As the clock neared eleven, I was ready for bed when another text arrived.

"Finally, she's getting a bit more physical," it said, along with a darker picture of my wife in the arms of a different man. This time, I couldn't hold back. I lay on the bed, letting my imagination run wild as I jerked off all over myself again.

Feeling wide awake afterward, I headed to the kitchen for some cheese and biscuits, then returned to my TV programs, the thrill of the night's events lingering in my mind.

At midnight, my phone buzzed with another text. "Some serious groping but not full sex," it read. The attached picture was grainy, but I could make out my wife with what seemed to be the first guy, his hand up her dress. I felt a rush of excitement, even though I doubted I could come again.

Ten minutes later, another message came through: "On our way home." I decided to wait up for them.

When they finally walked through the door, it was clear my wife was quite drunk. Much more sober, Laura looked relieved to hand over the responsibility of Kate to me. My wife flopped onto the settee next to me, immediately wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me passionately. Her left hand found its way to my crotch, rubbing with an urgency that matched her intoxicated state.

"I've been a very naughty girl!" she whispered, resuming her fervent kisses.

Laura, looking exasperated, announced, "I'm going to bed; she's your problem now."

"OK, did you have a good time?" I asked, sensing some tension between the sisters.

Laura shrugged, a hint of annoyance in her voice. "Yeah, it was fine. Goodnight." She disappeared down the hallway, leaving me with my inebriated and amorous wife.

"Yes, we both got off with hot guys, but her guy only got his hand up her dress, and then she bailed out. My guy dropped me, so I didn't get laid. Anyway, I need you to make sure she agrees to a repeat performance so I can get lucky!" Laura demanded.

Kate started snoring, freeing me to respond honestly. "I'll be positive about next weekend. Now you've got even more blackmail material, so I'm sure she'll agree to anything you demand."

"Good," Laura replied, satisfied. "Goodnight, and good luck with her. She probably won't remember in the morning that she told you she'd been naughty, so I'll keep the blackmail going, and you must keep up the encouragement."

"OK, we have a deal. Sleep well."

Next, I had to tackle getting my drunk wife to bed. I gently shook her awake, and she partially cooperated, helping a little as we stumbled to the bedroom. As soon as her head hit the pillow, she started snoring again.

I stripped her naked, confessing to myself that I enjoyed it. As she lay there with her legs slightly apart, I couldn't help but notice the irony. If I could get an erection, I would have fucked her right then and there, but despite the appealing sight of my naked wife and the knowledge that an unknown man had gotten his hands between her legs, nothing stirred downstairs.


Regret?

As I lay there, unable to sleep, Kate rolled onto her back, her eyes opening slightly as she stirred. A sudden decision formed in my mind. I rapidly stripped off my clothes and crawled between her legs, my face inches from her pungent sex. Without hesitation, I started licking her.

To my surprise, she was already quite wet, presumably from what the guy did with his fingers earlier. As I continued licking, she began to get even more wet.

"Mmmnnn... that's nice, darling," she mumbled, placing her hand behind my head.

I picked up my pace, encouraged by her response. Her moans grew louder and louder, filling the room. Within minutes, I knew she was about to climax. Her hand pressed me tighter against her soaking sex as she started squealing, bucking, and clamping her legs together. The force of her orgasm ejected my head downward, leaving me licking the crack of her ass.

Finally, she calmed down and nestled into my arms, her breath evening out against my chest.

"Am I grounded after tonight?" she asked, her voice surprisingly clear and sober.

"No, of course not!" I replied, a chuckle escaping my lips. "Laura would kill me if you don't go clubbing with her next week!"

"My darling, it isn't about Laura. It's about you and me," she said, her eyes locking onto mine with a seriousness that made my heart skip a beat.

Her hand moved down, and she began to squeeze my balls and cock with a deliberate pressure, her touch both assertive and teasing. She waited, eyes glinting with a challenge, for my response.

"Do you want to go out clubbing again?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady despite the sensations she was eliciting.

"Only if you are happy with me going," she answered, throwing the decision back to me, her grip tightening just enough to make her point clear.

"Yes, I'm happy for you to go out clubbing again, darling," I said, hoping I had struck the right balance in my answer.

"Well, if you're really sure?" she asked, her tone pointed and probing as if testing the sincerity of my words.

"Yes. I've already said it's OK," I replied, my voice steady, and then we both drifted into sleep, wrapped in each other's embrace.

The next morning dawned with an air of serenity as if the wild abandon of Saturday night had been nothing more than a vivid dream. I brewed my wife her favorite coffee, the rich aroma filling the kitchen, while I prepared tea for myself. We chatted about the mundane details of our lives, the routine offering a comforting normalcy, and got ready for our usual Sunday visit to church.

Upon returning home, we found Laura outside on the patio, casually smoking a cigarette. Kate headed to our bedroom to change into her comfortable home clothes, leaving Laura and me a moment of privacy.

"She wasn't as drunk as she pretended to be," I confided to my sister-in-law and partner in our secret, "but she hasn't mentioned anything, so I don't think she heard you spilling all the details."

Laura's eyes sparkled with mischief as she responded. "I figured that when I heard her cumming. Was that your fingers or your tongue?"

A flush of embarrassment warmed my cheeks. "My tongue," I admitted honestly.

"Sweet, she's a very lucky girl. Hopefully, it won't be too long before you're licking another guy's cum out of her worn pussy," she teased, her words a deliberate provocation.

"Hmmnn, one step at a time," I replied, trying to temper her eager expectations.

The rest of the week passed in an uneventful blur, with no mention of the sisters' wild night out the previous Saturday. But come Saturday morning, Kate informed me that she needed to go shopping to pick out a new outfit for her upcoming night out with Laura.

"Laura is going to help me choose my outfit, darling, so you don't have to come if you don't want to," Kate said as she was getting dressed. I noticed she didn't give me a chance to touch her and bring her to climax. It seemed she either wasn't in the mood or wanted to save her arousal for the night ahead.

"I'd like to come with you if that's OK?"

"Alright," she agreed, "but I must warn you that I've promised Laura she can choose the outfit, and it will almost certainly be very revealing." My heart began to pound with excitement at the thought.

A couple of hours later, the three of us were on the tube to Stratford Westfield. Luckily, it was fairly quiet, allowing us to discuss Kate's outfit without being overheard.

"Right, let's get something clear from the outset," Laura began, her tone determined, "you are definitely not wearing panties tonight!"

"OK," Kate replied, and I felt a twitch of excitement.

"You must wear stay-up stockings. Guys love those when they get a hand up a woman's dress."

"OK," my wife responded, her voice steady.

Later, as Kate tried on various potential outfits, Laura took the opportunity to speak to me privately.

"Don't tell Kate, but the guy I was with last Saturday texted me to say that he and his friend will be at the club again tonight. He's the one who got his hand up your wife's dress and his fingers into her pussy. If Kate knew, she'd probably refuse to go because he would expect her to sleep with him this time," she confided.

"Wow!" I answered, feeling very excited.

"I assume you are still OK with that?" she asked.

"Oh yes! Totally alright!" I answered.

Just then, my wife emerged from the changing room wearing the shortest and tightest dress I had ever seen her in. My breath caught in my throat.

"Wow, you look fantastic!" I exclaimed, excitement surging at the thought of her wearing such a short dress without any panties.

"Yes, you should definitely buy that for tonight, but try on the others too. You'll need more outfits for future nights out," Laura instructed, and Kate meekly obeyed.

"I threatened to tell you that she'd let the guy fuck her last week, which is why she's agreeing to every suggestion I make," Laura explained.

"But she didn't, did she?" I asked, hoping she had.

"No, but I think she'll have to tonight, don't you?"

"I certainly hope so."

"Good."

"Erm, Laura..." I started.

"Yes?"

"Do you think it would be possible for me to sneak into the club and watch my wife with this guy?" I asked, my voice tinged with anticipation.

"Ermmm...yes, I don't see why not. Just position yourself at the right-hand end of the bar. It's very dark there, and you'll get a good view. Of course, if she goes off to his hotel room, and hopefully she will, then you won't see that, but just knowing what she'll be doing should be enough, shouldn't it?"

"Yes, of course. Thank you so much."

"That's OK. Hopefully, Kate won't mess things up this time, and I'll get a good fucking as well. In fact, if she says no to her guy, I'll let both of them fuck me."

The rest of the outfits were even more daring, with tantalizing cutouts along the sides, leaving no doubt that she wasn't wearing panties. The sight of my wife's transformation into this bold, seductive version of herself thrilled me beyond words.

Later, I watched her dress in her new risqué attire—a short, provocative dress that clung to her curves, a push-up bra that highlighted her already ample, firm breasts, and thigh-high stockings that emphasized her long, shapely legs. The ensemble was completed with high heels that added an extra layer of allure. The whole look screamed irresistible temptation, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement.

As my wife joined Laura in her room, I positioned myself near the door, eager to catch their conversation.

"Wow! You look absolutely stunning!" Laura exclaimed, her eyes wide with admiration.

"Thank you," my wife replied, a hint of uncertainty in her voice. "I do feel a bit self-conscious in such a revealing outfit."

"You'll have the guys fighting to get a taste of you!" Laura assured her, a wicked smile on her lips.

The idea sent a thrill through me, but my wife's hesitant response tempered my excitement.

"Hmmnn, I'm not sure that's really what I want."

Laura's tone shifted, frustration evident. "Don't you dare back out tonight. You blew it last week, and I didn't get laid! I'm going crazy with frustration, so if you back out of this tonight, I swear I'll lose it!"

"OK, OK! I won't let you down again," my wife shouted back, her voice filled with a mix of resignation and determination. "I'll let some guy fuck me, so you can also get laid, alright?"

The intensity of the moment left me breathless, the anticipation and tension hanging thick in the air.

I realized she was about to storm out of her sister's room, so I quickly retreated to the lounge.

"I assume you heard all that?" she said, her voice still tinged with anger as she entered the room.

"No, why?" I replied, striving to keep the excitement out of my voice.

"Sorry, it's not important," she said, brushing off the question as she turned toward the door.

"Bye darling, don't wait up," she called over her shoulder, her tone dismissive as she opened the door.

As the light from the hallway spilled into the room, her dress became almost entirely transparent. Her bra and stockings were the only visible clothing beneath it, making her look even more tantalizing.

"I don't see how she can avoid getting fucked, dressed like that," Laura whispered in my ear as she, too, headed for the door.


The Final Steps

I gave the girls a half-hour head start before getting changed and heading to the bar, where I knew they planned to start their evening.

About forty minutes later, I arrived at the pub, slipping in through a side door. Scanning the room, I quickly spotted my wife and her sister chatting with two guys. I decided to get closer for a better view.

I sent a text to Laura asking about the men. Her reply came quickly:

"We just met them at this bar, and they've made a move really quickly. They are cute, though, so we aren't going to be saying no to them."

This was very exciting news.

I managed to get quite close, positioning myself at the right-hand end of the bar, which Laura had told me was quite dark. From this vantage point, I could see both men with their arms around their chosen women. While I couldn't see Laura clearly, I could see the guy with Kate gently caressing her bum, clearly enjoying the feel without any panties in the way.

As I watched, the man with his arm around my wife pulled her closer, turning her to face him. He began kissing her on the lips, his free hand caressing her left breast. The sight of this intimate tableau nearly overwhelmed me with lust. Kate offered no resistance to his advances, and at that moment, an incredible wave of love for my sexy wife washed over me. I silently urged her to let the guy fuck her, even though I knew my silent wishes wouldn't influence her actions.

Quite suddenly, all four started moving towards the door, and it caught me on the hop. I put down my half-finished drink and headed for the door, anxious that I might lose them.

As I jogged to catch up, I got another text from Laura.

"We're not going clubbing after all; we're going to dinner. I think they want to get us into bed quicker!"

The idea thrilled me. Clubbing could keep them out for hours, but dinner meant they'd be back within an hour or so, ready to head to bed.

As I glanced down at my phone, I lost sight of the two couples. I thought about wandering around to find the restaurant for a moment, but I realized it could take all night. Then, it struck me—I had the 'Find Friends' app. I quickly opened it and, within minutes, located my wife's phone.

Following the app's directions, I walked through the cool evening air, the city lights twinkling around me. After just five minutes, I stood outside a charming Italian restaurant. Entering seemed too risky, so I crossed the street to a cozy Chinese place instead. I set my phone to alert me when my wife left the Italian restaurant. Technology truly is a marvel!

The couples must have found plenty to talk about because they stayed at the restaurant for ages. I finished my meal and was on my second cup of coffee when my phone finally beeped, signaling they were on the move. Already paid up, I gulped down the last of my coffee, feeling the warmth spread through me as I headed out to follow the signal.

They must have hailed a taxi because their location suddenly shot across the map. I saw that my wife's phone had entered the Kensington Close hotel, and a pang of finality hit me. There was no point in going further; I knew what being at the hotel meant.

Turning away, I made my way to the tube, feeling oddly content with the knowledge that I was being cuckolded. The stress of the night had left me feeling drained.

Back home, I discovered I wasn't as tired as I'd thought. I flipped through countless TV channels, unable to find anything to hold my attention. I checked my phone again—my wife was still at the hotel. The certainty of her infidelity was oddly grounding.

I sat back, letting the reality wash over me, the quiet hum of the television in the background as I tried to reconcile my emotions with the events of the night.

I prepared for bed, slipping under the covers, my mind swirling with the vivid image of Kate being taken by the man I had seen earlier. My arousal was instantaneous, and it took me no more than thirty seconds furiously jerk my rock-hard cock to reach my climax. Yet, despite the physical release, sleep remained elusive.

Grabbing my iPad, I checked her location again, setting an alert for when she left the hotel. I then began browsing porn, my mind still fixated on the night's events. I poured myself a generous whisky and delved into cuckolding fantasies, though they paled in comparison to the reality I was living. After a while, my arousal surged once more. I returned to bed, pleasuring myself to another climax. This time, exhaustion finally claimed me.

A beep from my iPad jolted me awake. Kate was on the move. Glancing at the clock, I saw it was eleven-thirty. She should just catch the last tube from Kensington High Street. The Jubilee line runs all night, but she'd miss the river bus.

I quickly texted her, "Shall I pick you up at Canada Water?" hoping she would see it before diving into the subway network.

Her reply was swift. "Yes, please!! Xxx," she wrote.

I estimated it would take her about forty minutes. Rising from bed, I dressed and brewed a strong coffee to shake off the remnants of sleep before heading to the station.

Waiting for her was nerve-wracking, the minutes stretching endlessly. Finally, I saw her approaching the car, my heart pounding. In the dim glow of the street lamps, she looked even more beautiful than usual, an ethereal glow about her that took my breath away.

I stepped out of the car to meet her, my emotions a tumultuous mix of anticipation and admiration.

I opened my arms, and she hugged me tightly, her embrace warm and intense. Her kiss was deep and sensual, carrying the unmistakable scent of men's aftershave and sex.

"Hello, my wonderful husband. Thank you so much for picking me up. I assume you know what I've been doing tonight?" she said, her words punctuated by more kisses.

"Well, apart from drinks and dinner, I assume you've been having sex?" I replied.

"Yes, I have. Please tell me you aren't angry," she asked, her voice tinged with nervousness.

"No, I'm not angry at all, darling. We agreed that you could do it, so why would I be cross?"

"I worried that when it actually happened, you might change your mind," she suggested.

"Well, I haven't. Let's go home."

"Did you enjoy your Chinese meal, darling?" Kate asked, a playful smile on her lovely lips.

"Ha ha, so you spotted me! Actually, I have no idea what I ate. I was feeling so hyped up," I confessed.

"I wouldn't apply for a job as a secret agent if I were you," she advised as I drove through the dark, damp streets.

"Good idea. Did you enjoy your Italian?"

"I think it was OK," she said, her voice softening. "I was quite on edge, knowing I was committed to letting him fuck me. It was reassuring to know you were nearby. I assume you went home when we got to the hotel?"

"Yes, there didn't seem any point in hanging around once I knew you'd gone to his room," I explained.

"Hmm, yes, I was past the point of no return then. I assume you've had a good jerk off since you got home?" she asked, smiling again.

"Yes, twice," I answered just as we reached our car park.

We didn't say any more as we parked and took the elevator up. Once inside the apartment, my wife took me in her arms again, kissing me gently, lingering in the embrace.

"Since I can't make you cum tonight, why don't we go to bed, and in the morning, I can play with you while I tell you all the details?" she suggested.

"OK, but before we sleep, can I kiss you?"

"Down there? You know it's messy with his cum?"

"That's kind of the idea. It'll make you mine again if that makes sense?" I explained.

"Well, if it's what you want, then yes, of course, but please be gentle as I'm a bit sore. He has a big cock, and he was almost insatiable."

Kate settled back on the sofa, spreading her legs, which I placed on two footstools for her comfort. I knelt on the floor, gazing at her pussy. It looked a bit red and puffy, with white semen oozing out. For a moment, I hesitated, feeling uneasy about licking up another man's cum. I'm not gay, after all, but this had been a fantasy of mine for as long as I could remember. So, I decided to just go for it.

I leaned forward and licked from the bottom upwards, collecting all the goo on the way. I swallowed it and leaned back in, feeling a strange mix of arousal and satisfaction as I made her mine once more.

"Mmmnnn, that felt nice honey, don't stop." My gorgeous, sexy wife instructed.

I licked again, savoring the increasing taste of my wife's arousal, gradually overshadowing the lingering traces of her lover's ejaculate. My tongue danced around her clit, teasing, and flicking, before gliding up and down her slit once more.

"Mmmmm, you're starting to turn me on, baby," she murmured, her voice a sultry mix of exhaustion and growing desire. "I was sure I couldn't cum again, but now I'm not so sure. Keep licking my clit, and let's see if you can give me another orgasm and truly reclaim your naughty wife."

Her words spurred me on, my tongue moving with renewed enthusiasm, flicking over her clit at a dizzying pace. Within minutes, her breathing shifted, transforming into short, sharp pants punctuated by throaty groans. The thought of giving her one final orgasm for the night filled me with such excitement that I ignored the discomfort in my knees and the sticky mess coating my face.

"Don't stop, baby, I'm cumming!! Yes!! Yes!! Yes!!" she cried out, her hands gripping the back of my head and pressing me deeper into her. The intensity of her climax made it hard to breathe, but I didn't care. I'd finally fulfilled my fantasy.

"Wow! That was lovely, baby," she purred, her voice soft and content. "You must do that every time I come home full of another man's cum."

"Every time? So this is going to be a regular thing?" I asked, my voice tinged with a mix of curiosity and apprehension.

"We can talk tomorrow, darling. Let's go to bed, I'm shattered."

I made my way to the bathroom to wash my face. By the time I returned to our bedroom, my unfaithful wife was already fast asleep. I wondered if I'd be able to sleep after such an intense evening, but surprisingly, I drifted off quickly. Just before sleep claimed me, I reflected on the night's events, and a sense of relief washed over me. She had finally done it, and we were still close.

The next morning, I woke up feeling intensely aroused. My wife slept for another hour before she finally stirred, cuddling up to me and peppering me with kisses.

"Good morning, my wonderful husband," she whispered, her hand trailing down to wrap around my cock, igniting a new wave of desire within me.

"Morning, darling. How are you today?" I asked, my voice gentle and affectionate.

"I'm very well, my love," she replied, a hint of concern creeping into her voice. "Please tell me if you're cross about what I did last night. I don't want to lose you, and if it upsets you, I promise never to do it again. I'll do anything to make it up to you."

"Hmmnn," I teased, savoring the moment. "The idea of you making up for it is definitely appealing, but as it happens, I'm not even slightly angry."

"Well, I obviously can't make up for it if you aren't cross," she said with a playful pout, letting go of my twitching cock. "But, I think perhaps I should reward you instead."

My beautiful, sexy wife grasped my cock again, her touch sending shivers of anticipation through me. She started kissing her way down my chest, her lips leaving a trail of warmth in their wake. When she reached my stomach, I took hold of her head, gently stopping her descent.

"Wait," I said softly, my eyes locking onto hers. "I need to know you're truly happy with what we did. It's important to me."

She smiled, her eyes sparkling with affection. "I am love. I'm happier than I've been in a long time. Last night was incredible, and I want to show you just how much I appreciate you."

Reassured, I released her head, and she resumed her journey downward. Her kisses grew more passionate, her breath hot against my skin. When her lips finally closed around my cock, the pleasure was electric, sending waves of ecstasy through my entire body. She moved with deliberate, tantalizing slowness, each motion a testament to her desire and affection. But I needed something at that moment, and I needed it more than I needed a blowjob, which I still find hard to believe sometimes.

"Please, just use your hand and tell me all the details of your evening," I asked, my voice thick with anticipation.

"OK, my love," she agreed, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "Well, we had drinks first, and Michael was incredibly charming. Then we went to dinner, and he sat next to me, getting flirtatious. He slid his hand up between my legs and started playing with my pussy. By the time we left the restaurant, I was feeling so horny I would have happily slept with an entire rugby team!"

"Wow, you're making me really horny too. Please slow your hand a bit, or I'll cum too soon," I pleaded, my breath hitching.

"OK, sweet. Anyway, we finally left the restaurant and headed for the hotel. Michael offered to buy me another drink in the bar, but I insisted he take me to bed straight away. As soon as we got to his room, I stripped naked and dived onto the bed, lying there with my legs wide apart. I'm afraid you're married to a complete slut!"

"Good!" I answered, feeling the familiar, thrilling tension building inside me, edging closer to my own orgasm.

Kate started moving her hand even more slowly, teasing me with her touch.

"So, he stripped and began stroking his cock, and it grew, and grew, and grew. It was magnificent, baby, at least eight inches long and thick as well. I begged him to fuck me, and he climbed between my legs and entered me. It felt fantastic! I've never had such a thick cock before, and he had amazing stamina. He fucked me steadily to two fabulous orgasms and then picked up his pace. Just as I had my third orgasm, he exploded inside me. I think it was the best sex I've ever had."

"That's amazing, my love. I'm so happy for you," I said, my voice breathy with excitement as her hand movements continued at their slow and gentle pace, keeping me on the edge of orgasm.

"We cuddled for a while afterward, and then I wanted to go; otherwise, I would have missed the last tube. He asked me if he could see me again, and I said yes, definitely! Was that wrong of me?" she asked, her voice tinged with uncertainty.

"No, my love, you must see him again and have fantastic sex!"

"Thank you, my love!" she purred, her voice dripping with excitement as she increased the pace of her hand movements, driving me wild with anticipation.

"You are my wonderful cuckold husband," she whispered seductively into my ear, her breath warm and intoxicating. That was it for me—I couldn't hold back any longer, my orgasm erupting with an intensity that left me breathless.

As I reflect on that evening and the transformative events that followed, I can honestly say it changed our lives completely. My wife now frequently hooks up with new lovers, each encounter filled with passion and excitement. She also reconnects with past lovers, rekindling old flames and creating new memories. Despite her adventures, we remain incredibly close, our bond strengthened by our unique dynamic.

I watch her as she explores her sexuality with other men, her beauty and confidence blossoming with each encounter. Meanwhile, I remain devoted and faithful, finding joy in her happiness and freedom. Our love has evolved into something profound and unbreakable, and in this unorthodox journey, we have discovered a deeper connection and an unwavering trust that binds us together.

She has recently become so confident in my acceptance of her enjoyment of other men's bodies that she now flirts openly, letting herself get picked up right in front of me. I've even accompanied her to hotel rooms, where I watch her make love to new partners. Some of her more regular lovers have even joined us for dinner at our apartment, staying overnight in our bed.

Of all the experiences, the most humbling was when she invited half a dozen guys over to watch a rugby match in our lounge one afternoon. I played the dutiful host, serving drinks while she seduced and pleasured each one of them, her moans of ecstasy mingling with the sounds of the game. It went on until well past midnight, and though I felt utterly humiliated, there was an odd sense of pride swelling within me as I watched my beautiful wife bask in her carnal delights.

Despite these intensely humbling moments, I love my sexy wife more than ever. Her confidence and zest for life are infectious, and I find joy in seeing her live fully and freely. Our unconventional love continues to grow, fueled by trust, acceptance, and a unique bond that defies conventional norms.
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Lucy's Big Black Itch: A Young Wife On Vacation Struggles To Fight Temptation

Guilt is a funny thing, isn't it?

Guilt can make people do crazy stuff, it can make them feel crazy things. It's almost like guilt is a crazy emotion.

Well, it certainly was for Lucy, as she knelt down in her hotel room in front of the black photographer. She had never felt so guilty in all her life. Her husband was on a boat, miles from the coast, enjoying a day fishing with his friend, and here she was, betraying him. Her she was sucking D'Andre's big black cock.

She felt so guilty. So guilty that she was betraying him like that. So guilty that she was enjoying it so much, so guilty that she was comparing D'Andre's eight thick black inches to her husband's five.

But worse than that, far worse than any of it was her feelings of guilt because she knew this wasn'g going to be the last time.

Lucy had caught the Big Black Itch and she knew there was no turning back

The Question: A Simple Question Exposes A Cheating Wife

Baby, have you ever thought about having an affair?"

I guess that might seem like a very loaded question, and to an outsider, I can see why you'd think that, but I asked it in all innocence, just like all the other questions I've asked over the years.

"Why do you think clouds don't fall?"
"If Jesus were to return today, what would be his thoughts on modern Christianity?"
"Why demolish two perfectly functional office buildings to construct a new one downtown?"

But none of those questions ever prompted the same reaction from my wife. As soon as I saw it I knew she was guilty of something, I just didn't know what and I was determined to find out.

But is it ever truly possible to recover from a betrayal like that? Will I ever be able to look at my wife's naked body again without remembering what he did to her?

That is the question.

You Wanted This: A Husband Starts to Question His Cuckold Fantasy

Then, all of a sudden, I watched in shock as my wife leaned forward until she was completely out of sight. I waited for her to quickly pop back up, as if she had been picking something up from by her feet, but she didn't.

I knew it meant only one thing. My innocent wife was currently sucking his cock. From conversations we'd had in the past, I knew my cock had been the only one she had ever even seen in person. Yet now, here she was, getting very familiar with a new cock; it was something she only did with me on special occasions, and I guess this was a special occasion, in a way. I quickly glanced at my watch and noticed the time was 11:55 PM. It meant he was getting my anniversary blowjob instead of me.
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