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Caitlin’s Friend

I couldn’t believe it was really happening. I couldn’t believe that my wife suggested it, and even more, I couldn’t believe that Charlotte was going along with it. Even with everything Caitlin said about Charlotte’s open marriage, it still amazed me to think that something was actually going to happen. It was like something straight out of a fantasy, a dirty movie come to life.

And caught up in the excitement of it all as I was, I didn’t spend too much time thinking things through. I didn’t ponder the possible downsides, didn’t bother to even think about what was going on between Charlotte and her husband Joe, and how he felt about all this. If I had thought about that at all, maybe I would have reflected that it wasn’t any of my business, or that it didn’t matter to me. It was their marriage, after all, not mine to worry about. However they decided to operate was up to them. I was just the lucky recipient of whatever crazy kinks they were working out.

Maybe, if I had known what would come later, I might have given it more thought. Then again, maybe not. How could that help me anyway? If anything, it might have convinced me not to go ahead with what ended up being one of the most spectacular experiences of my life

Caitlin made all the arrangements. It was like she didn’t want me to have to think about anything, or didn’t trust me to get it right. Or maybe she just wanted to keep control of everything herself.

I had never thought of my wife as a control freak, necessarily, but more and more these days, she was showing a bossy side of herself. It was for the best, I knew. I was so completely out of my depth here, and I wasn’t sure that I would ever have the guts to pull off something like this. But clearly, Caitlin did. Not only was it all her idea, but it was all her work, too. She was the one who approached her friend. She was the one who set the time and the dates and all the details that went into it. All I had to do, it seemed, was show up.

So that’s what I did. And again, I found myself sitting in my bedroom, hardly able to believe the direction my life had taken as I watched my wife get ready for another sexy adventure.

Caitlin stood in front of the mirror, working on her makeup. Of course, she didn’t need it. She was a natural beauty, and she didn’t have anything to prove either to Charlotte or to me. But Caitlin, beautiful as she is, will take any excuse to enhance that beauty even more, to play around with looks and outfits, to experiment and develop her personal style. I always loved that about her. Yes, it can be an expensive habit, but we can afford it. And yes, it often meant I had to spend a lot of time waiting for her to get ready, but there was no arguing with the results. She was never anything less than stunning, and often, she was more than even that. And as I sat there on the bed watching her prepare herself, I felt my excitement growing by the second.

She turned to me with a smile on her beautified face, her blonde hair falling in careful waves around her shoulders. She was wearing sexy underwear, too, a matching lacy red set I had picked out for her a few years ago, but had never gotten tired of seeing her in. She knew the effect it had on me. She knew exactly what she was doing to me as she stood in front of me in her lingerie, beautiful features accentuated and illuminated by the skillful application of her makeup. For a moment, she stood in front of me without saying anything, like she wanted me to take it all in. To remind me, as if it were even close to possible to forget, what an absolute stunner I was married to.

Then, she moved toward the closet. I watched her go, my heart racing in my chest and my cock already swelling in my pants as I watched her body move, barely concealed by the provocative underwear. Her panties had a lacy thong back that disappeared between the perfect cheeks of her ass, and I gazed in astonishment at those beautiful curves as if I was seeing them for the first time.

Honestly, it felt like that every time. I never got tired of looking at her. But lately, that seemed even more true than it used to be. I didn’t necessarily want to admit it, not to her and not even to myself. But this strange road we had started down had reignited something in me. I had never stopped desiring her, but lately, it was becoming almost like an obsession.

I couldn’t stop thinking about her, at any hour of the day. Of course I always knew she had other options, looking the way she did. But I had always trusted her not to do anything with that information. Now, that trust had eroded a little bit, but instead of making me angry the way I might have imagined, it turned me on.

Caitlin herself seem to be of the opinion that competition was motivating me, and with the way I felt, it was a hard argument to disagree with. I might not want to think of it way, adamant as I was that I had never taken her for granted, that I had never stopped wanting her from the very first day we met up to the present. All of that was true. But I couldn’t deny that my desire had gotten a lot more intense recently, and we didn’t need to talk about it for her to know it was true, too. There was no hiding it. She could see it in every move I made, in the way I looked at her these days. It was unignorable for her, and completely undeniable for me.

Over at her closet, Caitlin went through her clothes. She looked like she was thinking about what to wear, but I knew better than that. She would have already decided something so important beforehand, part of her planning for this big event. It might not be something I had given a lot of thought to, but I knew for sure she would have. And I watched her produce a dress, a small blue minidress I could only remember seeing on her once, and a pair of high-heeled ankle boots.

“What do you think?”

She held the dress up in front of her as she turned toward me, walking slowly toward me. I knew it didn’t matter what I said, not really. Caitlin had already made up her mind. And she had such good taste that I didn’t really need to voice an opinion. She looked good in everything, and I never disagreed with her choices. Especially when they were as provocative as this.

“You’re going to look amazing,” I said, and she smiled broadly. From the way she reacted, you’d think she had never had a compliment from me before, when in reality, nothing could be further from the truth. I complimented her all the time, especially lately, and what’s even more important, I meant every word of it. There was no empty flattery, just honesty. Maybe that’s what made her smile so much every time she heard it.

“I hope so,” she said. “We didn’t really talk about it that much, but I have a feeling Char is going to be pulling out all the stops. I can’t have her overshadowing me in my own house.”

“No danger of that,” I said while my wife continued to smile at me. “I mean, Charlotte’s sexy, but you’re on another level.”

“Thanks,” Caitlin said with a shy little smile that was completely at odds with the crazy games this woman had in mind.

But that’s what she liked, part of the charm and the mystique of her. Part of what keeps me guessing, keeps me excited, keeps me addicted to this mercurial and incredible woman. Lately, she had proven that when she wanted to take control and even be little cruel, she was more than capable of pulling it off, like a born dominatrix. But she also still had these moments of being my sweet and loving wife, and in a way, the contrast made both the shadows and the highlights stand out even more.

Her words made me think of something new, though. I still had a lot of anxiety over her and her date; it had not gone away for a moment. It was just easier to ignore now that something more absorbing was going on. But I knew how it felt to know your partner desires other people, knew all too well the peril of this mesmerizing game. The danger was part of the thrill, but that didn’t change the fact that it was still dangerous. And Caitlin seemed to be flushed with confidence, on top of the world as she stood in front of me, but I wondered if that was really the case. Don’t we all, at one time or another, need a little reassurance from the people we love?

I stood up. Caitlin’s blue eyes were shining as they looked at me, her excitement seeming to beam out from every pore in her face. I felt the smoothness of her skin as I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her toward me. Her smile deepened as she tilted her head up, and I kissed those full and beautiful lips, channeling all the excitement and passion I felt into where our lips touched.

“I love you,” I said, looking into her eyes as I spoke so that she would know I meant it. “And nothing is going to change that. Okay? Nothing we do with Charlotte or anyone else is going to change the way I feel about you.”

“Okay,” Caitlin smiled. Her breasts rose and fell in her bra as she breathed deeply. “But the same thing applies with me. Remember that next time you’re jealous about one of my dates.”

She continued smiling as she said the words, and I tried not to wince. It didn’t come as a huge surprise to me, of course, but it was still an unwelcome thought to know that she was planning more dates. Of course, it wasn’t like I could complain. Not with what we were about to do with her friend.

Caitlin stepped away from me, reaching now for her dress. And as she picked it up from where she had temporarily set it down on the bed, I reached out and took it from her. Her smile deepened, and she pulled her hair forward over one shoulder, preparing to let me dress her.

Normally, of course, I was more interested in taking clothes off my wife, not putting them on. But I had to admit that there was some unexpected magic in all this. I might not fully understand it, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t feel it. I tried to control the tremor in my hands as I touched her body, completely unable to stop myself from thinking about what would happen when Charlotte arrived.

I pulled Caitlin’s dress down over her head, and she pulled her hair free as I maneuvered the fabric onto her body. The blue color really brought out her eyes, just like she must’ve known it would, and the flattering dress hung on the curves of her body, showing off that amazing figure I couldn’t keep myself from desiring. Stepping behind her, I pulled up the zipper of her dress, the fabric shrinking even tighter to her chest, her cleavage revealed by the spaghetti straps and the low neckline. As I fastened the zipper, she turned toward me, tossing her head to make her hair flail over her back and posing with one hand on her hip.

“What do you think?”

“You look stunning, Caitlin,” I said, shaking my head at the intensity of it all and the difficulty I still sometimes had in believing that this was my wife. And Caitlin giggled, delighted as always by my adoration of her, my unmistakable physical attraction that, if anything, only got stronger as the years went by.

“I hope Charlotte likes it.”

I frowned a little as Caitlin spoke, but not in disappointment. Quite the opposite. It was more that I was a little confused than anything else. My wife had offered to share me with her friend, and the idea of it was so sexy, but the details were still unclear to me. What exactly was going to happen? Just how far did Caitlin intend to go? She had never expressed any interest in women before, never mentioned any desire for same-sex experimentation. She could admire a pretty woman, sure, but that always seemed more aesthetic than anything else. Like she admired the craft, understanding as she did the work that went into it, rather than actively desiring it the way I did.

Even to be thinking this way sent another little shiver of wild lust and disbelief through me. And I opened my mouth, about to ask Caitlin to clarify things for me, but then I changed my mind. What was going to happen was going to happen, I told myself, and in the end, there was no point trying to guess everything in advance. Maybe some things work better as a mystery. Maybe some things are supposed to be a surprise. And maybe my wild wife would be better if I let her improvise, if I let her think on her feet and make things up as she went along, the way she had proven herself to be so good at doing. Still, the thought of it kept my mind racing as Caitlin stood grinning at me, looking every bit as attractive as I knew she would.

“Can you put my shoes on?”

There was a devilish glint in Caitlin’s eye as she spoke, and I knew what she was thinking about. She was thinking about how I had helped her dress for her date, just like I was now. The shame and humiliation of that moment all came rushing back to me, to my cock, making me all but tremble with the force of feelings I could not understand.

But I did it. Of course I did. Truthfully, it wasn’t like it ever really crossed my mind to refuse. Somehow, in the circumstances, that didn’t really even seem possible.

Caitlin sat down on the bed, smoothing her dress behind her as I crouched to the floor to pick up her shoes where she had carelessly dropped them. There was a look of smug satisfaction on her face at seeing me perform this little task for her, but it didn’t make her any less beautiful. I had had plenty of opportunity before to observe how sexy it was when Caitlin was like this, a little bit demanding, a little bit bossy. My cock was raging desperately in my pants as I unzipped her ankle boots, and it wasn’t just the way she looked that was causing it.

As I slid each shoe onto her feet in turn, I looked at her long legs disappearing under the skimpy dress, and I thought of the underwear underneath, and her body underneath that, a garden of pure delight that I couldn’t wait to experience. It didn’t matter if it was the first time or the thousandth time; she was a gorgeous goddess, and I couldn’t wait to get my hands all over her.

But I had to wait. As the leather of Caitlin’s shoes creaked and she set her feet back on the floor, smiling down at me, that was the message I got. That all this waiting, all this teasing, was all part of the excitement. Part of building up that tension that she seemed to thrive on, that made this whole game so much undeniable fun.

“Char should be here soon,” Caitlin said as I straightened up. “Let’s go wait for her in the living room.”

Still with that beaming smile, she held out both hands to me, and I took them, marveling at the warmth and softness of her skin against mine as I pulled her to her feet. Again, she adjusted her dress, smoothing the fabric to make sure it fell just right around her body, as if anyone was going to notice that. Then again, I guess I did as I followed her out of the room, down the hallway toward the living room. I noticed everything about her, like I was taking it in not just through my eyes, but through every cell in my body, burning this unforgettable scene onto my memory like I had with so many others recently.

Caitlin sighed as she sat down on the sofa, crossing her long legs. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. And she basked in that attention, enjoying every moment of it as I stood there in front of her, not knowing quite what to do with myself. Wanting to take her in my arms, wanting to take her to bed, but knowing that wasn’t allowed. Not yet. And knowing that maybe, something even better was promised to me if I could only wait for it.

The sound of our doorbell jolted me out of my contemplation of Caitlin’s beauty. And her smile grew even wider as she looked at me, knowing there was only one person that could be. Knowing our wild, kinky, completely unexpected game was about to begin.

“Go let her in,” Caitlin said quietly.

As if my wife’s words jolted me out of a dream, I almost lurched forward. My heart pounded in my chest as I moved toward the front door of our house, each step feeling like it took me across an invisible threshold into an entirely new way of life. There would be no going back from this, I knew. There would be no undoing it. And I didn’t imagine for a minute I would want to, but I did have time to wonder if Caitlin might not come to regret allowing this to happen one day in the future.

Oh well. It was too late to turn back now.

I opened the door, and was hardly a surprise to see Charlotte standing there smiling at me. I guess what did surprise me, though, was the force of the impression she made on me as she stood there in the doorway, a smile on her own face, knowing exactly what she was here for.

I hadn’t seen her since the wedding. And she looked beautiful then, the way all brides do, but she looked sexy, too. But now, she had doubled down on the sexiness, and as I stared at her, my eyes traveled almost involuntarily over her body, taking it all in as my cock surged and throbbed even more in my pants.

She wore her dyed red hair loose, falling in waves just to the top of her shoulders. Her makeup was even more dramatic and heavy than Caitlin’s, her blue eyes shining under thick, dark lashes, her cheeks pink, her lips a vibrant pop of red in the middle of her face. And of course, my eyes traveled ever downward, taking in the sparkly gold metallic top that hung on thin straps from her shoulders, her big breasts that I knew we all remembered from the wedding pushing the fabric out and showing off her cleavage that was every bit as impressive as that of my wife. The top hugged her toned stomach, disappearing into a pair of black latex leggings that hugged every curve of her hips and thighs, drawing my eye unstoppably down to her crotch. She stood almost as tall as me in a pair of high-heeled ankle boots with laces up the front, shoes that simply screamed of sex, that demanded attention and accentuated her incredible figure as she stood there in front of me.

Honestly, though I had known Charlotte for years, seeing her like this in full seduction mode was like seeing a different person. And if I hadn’t known her, if I had seen her as a stranger in a bar, I would have been just as unable to take my eyes off her as I was now. I had always found Caitlin’s friend sexy, but I had never known her to put this kind of effort into showing off, and it was absolutely working. If my cock hadn’t already been rockhard, it would have stood to attention just at the sight of her, this woman I had known for years but had never seriously thought I would get to be with.

“Why don’t you take a picture?”

That was the Charlotte I knew. She smiled as she spoke, softening the impact of the words a little. But that’s the way she was. Always pushing, always challenging. A woman of almost unassailable confidence, a woman who never seemed to doubt herself, no matter what. And now that I knew the secret of her relationship with Joe, I felt like I understood that confidence a little better. After all, I had seen the difference it made to Caitlin, being pursued by other men. Charlotte, of course, went far further, actively cheating on her husband with whoever she liked.

And apparently, tonight, that was me.

“Come in,” I said, and cleared my throat. She kept her eyes on me for just a second longer as she stepped through the front door of our home, and I closed it behind her. She knew her way around, of course. She had been here countless times over the years, and that was part of what made this whole situation feel even more strange. There was a kind of familiarity to this, mixed with the deep thrill of exploring uncharted territory. Like I was living someone else’s life, but finding that it somehow echoed my own, only at a much more exciting level.

I followed Charlotte down the small hallway toward the living room where Caitlin waited. I didn’t even try to keep my eyes off her ass under the shining latex that clung to every curve, and I suspected that she was swaying her hips from side to side a little more than necessary. But she didn’t look back.

I watched her vibrant red hair bounce on her shoulders, watched that body sway in front of me, taking it all in before we got back within my wife’s eyesight. This was all Caitlin’s idea, and she had made it happen, and yet, I still felt the need to hide from her how attracted I was to her friend.

When we rounded the corner into the living room, I saw that Caitlin was standing up. Stepping forward, she hugged her friend, I watched her close her eyes momentarily as she rested her chin on Charlotte’s shoulder. The two of them looked so different. Caitlin looked so pretty in her dress, a real girl-next-door look about her that her high heels only slightly upset. While Charlotte looked like pure sex, with that provocative quality about her that made her so exciting. I couldn’t believe my luck to even be in the same room with them, let alone to get to be with them. And as they greeted each other, I could feel that excitement simmering in the air, all of us knowing what we were there for, and what was going to happen soon.

“Would you like something to drink?” Caitlin said as she disentangled herself from her friend.

“I think we could all use something,” Charlotte said, making Caitlin laugh. But as Charlotte turned to look at me, I saw no hesitation in her face, no doubt or misgivings. Instead, she had that same total confidence, and I found myself wondering how many times she had been in a position like this before. Not exactly the same, of course. But how many times had she cheated on her husband? How many times since they married had she been on dates with other men? It was so crazy to think about, and as a married man, it sometimes terrified me. After all, this was one of Kate’s best friends, and she was normalizing infidelity as if it was a fun hobby.

But after all, these women were smart. They had found the perfect way to get me into this, to show me that no matter how much the idea scared me, it had benefits for me, too. And I knew I was being manipulated, but that didn’t change the fact that it was working. How could it not, when they were both as sexy as this?

“Could you get some wine, honey?” Caitlin said, looking at me. And I didn’t hesitate. In that moment, I felt like I would’ve done just about anything for them. I heard them laughing together as I turned toward the kitchen, their voices reaching me with their words a mystery as I opened a bottle of wine.

When I carried three wineglasses back into the living room, both the girls were sitting down again. They had taken up positions on either end of our couch and as I walked into the room, both sets of beautiful blue eyes turned toward me. It was almost enough to take my breath away, but I tried to keep my hands steady as I carefully clutched the wineglasses in them. I gave one to each of the women, and they both left a faint red ring of lipstick on the glass as they drank.

There was nowhere else to sit but between them. And I smiled as I took my position, leaning back against the sofa and looking in turn from Caitlin to Charlotte and back again. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. I couldn’t believe what was happening, couldn’t believe my luck as they both smiled at me. And, holding her wine in one hand, Caitlin reached out and placed the other on my knee.

“Well, here we all are,” she said. “I guess this open relationship doesn’t seem so bad now, does it?”

“No, I guess not,” I said.

I almost jumped as Charlotte placed her hand on my other knee. I turned to her and saw the seductive smile on her face, my heart racing as she leaned forward, giving me a glimpse down her top at the deep valley of her cleavage.

“This has been a long time coming,” she grinned. “I’m going to enjoy this.”

Sharing Him

I took a long gulp of wine as I looked at my wife’s best friend. Charlotte was smiling at me, holding her own wine glass in one hand, the other resting on my thigh. She was looking deep into my eyes, that smile never leaving her pretty, made-up face.

She was excited by this, and I knew that shouldn’t surprise me. After all, why else would she agree to do it? Still, it seemed somehow hard to believe. Too good to be true, I guess. It wasn’t like I had a crazy crush on her or anything, like I spent a lot of time thinking about my wife’s friend. After all, I would never have imagined anything would happen between us in a million years. Yes, I knew she was sexy, but that was where it had always ended. Now, though, things were about to go much further, and I was struggling to wrap my head around it.

Not that I needed to, really. I didn’t need to understand it; I just needed to experience it. And my body knew exactly what to do. My mind could race and scheme and try to rationalize all it wanted, but there were other parts of me that were more than willing to take over.

And Charlotte seemed to know that. Her hand slid slowly up my thigh, my wife watching the whole time. I could hear her chuckling to herself, as if this was the funniest thing she had ever seen. As if even she, the architect of all this, couldn’t quite believe it was really happening.

But Charlotte didn’t seem to hesitate. She didn’t care that she was married, and didn’t seem to care that I was, either. She took another sip of her wine even as her hand continued to move higher on my leg, and then she leaned forward, flashing another view of those amazing breasts as she set her glass down on the table. Her latex leggings shone in the light as she shifted her position, pointing her knees more toward me, focusing on me even more.

And her hand kept up that thrilling movement until it sat high on my thigh, right next to the unmistakable bulge of my cock.

Charlotte could see how aroused I was. For that matter, so could my wife, if she cared to look. And I stared at Charlotte in disbelief, so on fire with lust for her, barely knowing how to even process what was happening.

But before that hand reached its inevitable destination, I felt another hand on me. Caitlin’s hand, pressed against my cheek, turning my head toward her. As I turned to face her, I saw the fire in those beautiful eyes, that face I knew so well transformed by provocative makeup and the deep lust that animated her, driving her onward to pursue this kinky game. She pressed her lips against mine, and I closed my eyes as her tongue invaded my mouth, her kiss aggressive and hungry.

The intensity of it all caught me offguard. And I moaned against my wife’s mouth, my eyelids springing open, as I felt her friend touch my cock.

I moved my lips away from Caitlin’s, turning my head toward Charlotte, but my wife would not allow that. Raising her hand from my leg, she gripped the back of my head, pulling me back toward her. And so we kept kissing as Charlotte’s hand caressed my swollen member through the pants I wore, giving me pleasure and keeping me boiling over with this unstoppable desire that was beyond anything I had ever even imagined for myself.

The wet sound of our kissing filled the room. I could hear my own moans, and they seemed to excite the girls. I ran my hands over every inch of Caitlin’s body, squeezing her big breasts through the soft fabric of her dress, caressing every curve, taking in her beauty with every sense available to me while another woman played with my manhood.

I groaned again as Charlotte unzipped my pants. Her movements were skillful, practiced, without even a second’s hesitation. Again, and somewhat absurdly, I found myself wondering how many times she had done this. How many men had she undressed and enjoyed, both before and during her marriage to Joe?

Charlotte reached inside my pants, touching my cock through my boxer shorts. And then, with the same practiced skill, she pulled those out of the way. Now my wife’s friend was touching the bare skin of my manhood, wrapping her fingers around it while I made out with Caitlin on the couch. It felt amazing. I felt like an absolute king as I sat there, enjoying the sexual attention of two truly beautiful women, my body on fire with desire and my mind racing with the possibilities.

Charlotte pulled my cock out into the light. Caitlin kept kissing me, wrapping her arms around me while my hands traveled over her. I reached up under her skirt, feeling the lacy fabric of her panties, touching the mound of her pussy through the fabric and making her moan softly against my mouth.

The air in our living room felt like it might burst into flames with the heat of the desire contained, and it didn’t feel like I could hold out for long. I was already so excited, so turned on by everything that was happening, and even just the idea of what might happen. My balls pulled tight against my body as Charlotte played with my cock, my orgasm already rising from the pit of my stomach.

But I felt a need to resist that natural impulse more powerful than any I had ever known. I always aim to please my wife, but now I had two gorgeous, beautiful mistresses to satisfy. And maybe, for all I knew, an opportunity like this would never come around again. I had to make the best of it. I had to make it last, no matter what.

Easier said than done.

But again, Charlotte’s experience seemed to show. As my cock fattened even more in her grip, she suddenly took her hand away. Again, my eyes shot open, and as she laughed, Caitlin lifted her smiling lips away from mine. I could see her shining eyes move over my face as she looked at me, her excitement never faltering for a minute, seeming only to grow as we traveled further down this amazing road.

And I turned away from her to look over at Charlotte. I saw the same look on her face. So naughty, so transgressive. They both seemed entranced by it, caught up in their own desirability, knowing just how badly I wanted the two of them as my cock throbbed in the empty air, rising up from between my legs where I sat between them on the couch.

“I knew he’d be into this,” Caitlin said, looking past me toward her friend.

“Yeah, no shit,” Charlotte said, making Caitlin laugh. “I’ve never met a guy yet who would turn down the opportunity to play with two women.”

Then she turned those eyes back on me, and a smirk played on her face as she looked me up and down. I could practically see the ideas forming in her head, those mysterious devious pathways lighting up as she considered her next move. This game had been Caitlin’s, and she had seduced me into it, setting the pace and setting the rules. But now, I felt like there was this kind of power radiating off Charlotte. Clearly, she was the most experienced of any of us in playing like this. And wanting her as badly as I did in that moment, I knew I was going to have a hard time refusing her anything.

“The trick is managing them,” she said, speaking to my wife as if I wasn’t there but still looking at me while she spoke. “I mean, look at him. I think he’s ready to pop right now. We need to be careful with a loaded gun like that.”

“What, this old thing?”

Giggling, Caitlin lunge forward, and I groaned as she wrapped her hands around my cock. She gave it a few quick pumps, then took her hand away just as quickly as she had grabbed me, leaving me groaning with frustration and despair, hovering right on the edge of orgasm. I was almost tempted to reach out and grab it myself, to take myself over the edge, but I resisted the urge. I knew I could get something far, far better than that, if only I could hold out. If only I could please these wild women the way they wanted me to.

“Yeah,” Charlotte smiled. “But we have to be careful with it. We can’t have it going off too soon. Does he usually cum quickly?”

I almost gasped at the impertinence of the question, but I knew that the time to be coy was long past.

“Not usually,” Caitlin said, her eyes flickering toward me for a moment before returning to her friend. “He usually tries to make sure I’ve had an orgasm before he does.”

“And they say chivalry is dead,” Charlotte said mockingly. “Well guess what, Dan? Now you have two women to make happy. Think you can keep up with us?”

“I’m happy to try,” I said, making both of them laugh.

“Yeah, I bet you are,” Charlotte said. “You can’t be lazy. You’re going to have to work for this. And if you piss us off, or if you’re just boring, this is over, and you can forget about having a threesome with us. But if you’re good? If you actually make us happy? Who knows? Maybe I’ll be willing to play with you again sometime.”

I gasped as she spoke, and my wife laughed. I knew I was being manipulated, but I hardly cared. In that moment, I wanted nothing more than for this game to continue, and it was hard to imagine anything I wouldn’t be willing to do to make that happen. Charlotte knew exactly how powerful she was, exactly the authority her beauty and sex appeal gave her. And clearly, she wasn’t afraid to use it.

“But only if you do a really good job,” she added. “How do you plan to do that?”

I could feel both women looking at me, a new tension entering the air as I racked my brain for answers. I had no idea what Charlotte wanted me to say, but I didn’t doubt that she had a very good idea of what she wanted to hear. I was so far out of my depth, it felt impossible to even begin to guess where she was going with this. But I knew I had no choice but to try.

“I’ll… do whatever you want me to.”

Charlotte’s face lit up as I spoke, her eyebrows rising high on her forehead as she looked past me, toward my laughing wife.

“Did you hear that? All we had to do was play with his pecker a little bit, and he’s ready to do whatever we say.”

“I’m not surprised,” Caitlin murmured, her hand resting on my shoulder as she leaned up against me. “You know what it’s like when they get really horny. You can get away with anything.”

“Don’t I know it,” Charlotte said, shaking her head in amusement. And again, for a moment, I thought of Joe, at home or wherever he was while his wife was out playing with me. It was a vision of my future that terrified me, the influence Charlotte might have over Caitlin sending bolts of fear through my body whenever I thought about it. But I knew that after tonight, I would have no right to complain. After tonight, I would be unable to argue when Caitlin went on her little adventures with other men. And as much as that thought terrified me, it also excited me to know that this was what my wife wanted.

“All right,” Caitlin said slowly, her shining eyes traveling over my face. “Time for you to show us what you can do. I want you to make your wife cum, but you can’t use your cock.”

While I stared at Charlotte in shock, Caitlin exploded with laughter. But while Charlotte was smiling, I knew that she was serious. And my cheeks burned with embarrassment at the thought of what she wanted, but my cock ached with hunger.

I could still feel Charlotte’s eyes on me as I turned toward Caitlin. And while my wife smiled at me, biting her lower lip in expectation of pleasure, Charlotte rose to her feet. Stepping away from the sofa, she turned and sat down on the coffee table facing it, her skintight latex leggings conforming perfectly to the shape of her body as she sat. She picked up her glass of wine again, seeming to settle in for a show. And as self-conscious and outraged as I felt at this intrusion into what had always been so intimate between us, I felt the need to give her one.

I leaned over Caitlin, wrapping my arms around her. And my wife, taking the message, leaned back on the sofa. She swung her legs up onto the cushions, the high heels of her ankle boots catching on the fabric as I climbed on top of her. I pulled up her dress, pressing the heel of my hand hard against her panty-covered pussy. At the same time, I kissed her mouth, her neck, moving down toward those spectacular tits, and she purred with pleasure as I worshiped her beautiful body, spread out underneath me like it had been so many times before, but never quite like this. Never with an audience watching us, coolly sipping wine and studying every move I made with blue eyes that glowed with pleasure and arousal.

I pressed my hand harder between Caitlin’s legs, and was rewarded with another groan of pleasure. As I moved my fingers over her mound, I could feel her wetness soaking into the lacy fabric, and it kept my desire burning at an all-time high. While I slipped my fingers under the waistband of her underwear, she reached down with her own hand, taking hold of my cock and stroking it with a growing desperation that I could feel.

My fingers slipped inside her. I could feel her wetness as I pushed past her tight opening, making her moan with bliss. She lifted her legs, bending her knees and spreading her thighs wider to give me better access, eager for what I could give her. The back of my hand pushed her panties aside as I continued to finger her, and she squirmed under my hands, writhing on the couch as I played with her like I had so many times before, but feeling now a new deviant excitement to everything we did, now that we were being watched.

As Caitlin continued to moan underneath me, I used both hands to pull her panties down. I sat back on the sofa for a moment so that I could pull them down over her bent knees, down her shins, over her high heels. She lifted her feet in turn, letting me remove them, and she smiled up at me with glowing eyes as I looked down at her.

The same glow showed in Charlotte’s eyes as I looked across at my wife’s friend, just for a moment. She didn’t say a word. She just sat there, her legs crossed, latex leggings shining on her thighs as she slowly sipped her wine, one high heel bobbing above the floor. Again, she took a slow sip of her wine, the glass nearly finished now. And I, still unable to believe everything that was happening, turned back to my wife and lowered myself down on top of her.

She groaned as I kissed her neck, moving down to her breasts, plunging my face for a moment into that deep, warm cleavage, engulfing myself in that soft flesh. But I didn’t stop there. I moved down her body, hooking my arms under her thighs as I lowered my face to her pussy. And as Caitlin groaned in pleasure, her friend chuckled in amusement, seeming to find what she was seeing of our sex life funny as I began to eat Caitlin out.

I ran my tongue over those soft, sensitive folds, tasting her wetness, my cock throbbing as I listened to the moan that escaped her lips. It was unbelievably kinky. I enjoy going down on my wife, but I had never been nearly as turned on by it as I was now, with her friend watching everything. And again, I felt that urge to impress, to show what I can do. I plunged my tongue into Caitlin’s pussy, moving it in rhythmic motions over her dripping sex, using every trick I knew to make her happy.

I wanted Charlotte to see. I wanted her to see that I could please my wife, that I knew my way around a woman’s body. And maybe, just maybe, that would convince her to offer herself to me, too.

Caitlin moaned and gasped as I ran my hands up and down her shaking thighs. She gripped the couch cushions underneath her. I glanced up at her, seeing her breasts rising and falling as she panted with pleasure. I couldn’t see much of her face, but the moans and groans she was letting out told me what I needed to know. She was getting close. I knew the responses of her body almost as well as I knew my own, and it was gratifying to know what I was doing to her.

Caitlin let out a long, wailing cry as her orgasm overtook her. She rode the waves of her climax, thrashing on the sofa, and I rode those same waves, my tongue and lips still pressed against her streaming pussy as I drank down her juices.

As Caitlin’s climax came and went, I lifted my head from between her shaking thighs. I could feel my wife’s juices cooling on my face as I looked across at Charlotte. Strange as it was, I felt a kind of triumph at what I had done, even as my cock ached with frustrated desire. I had shown her. I had proved why my wife was with me, that I could make her happy, that she didn’t need anybody else.

But Charlotte didn’t look impressed.

Amused, sure. Aroused, definitely. Her burning blue eyes stared into mine as she sat on the coffee table, leaning forward to show off her own incredible cleavage, the wineglass now sitting empty on the coffee table beside her. Like she was studying all of it, taking it all in. Like me and my wife and our sex was some kind of anthropological experiment for her to observe.

And as I watched, waiting to see what came next, Charlotte straightened up. Her eyes strayed from me toward Caitlin where my beautiful wife lay gasping on the couch.

“Good?”

Caitlin nodded, still out of breath.

“Really good,” she said.

Again, Charlotte turned that knowing smirk on me. Again, she looked me up and down, and I felt self-conscious as I sat there with my hard cock sticking out between my legs, a testament to how much I wanted them both. But after all, there was no point trying to hide it, even if I could. That was what we were all there for.

Charlotte rose to her feet. Kneeling between Caitlin’s legs on the couch, I watched the light shine off Charlotte’s latex leggings. Her eyes held mine as she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of the tight pants, pulling them down and wiggling her hips as she did. Either she wore no panties underneath them, or she pulled those down at the same time as her leggings, peeling the tight fabric down to her knees. And I had eyes only for her pussy, showing under a strip of dark pubic hair that already shone with the moisture of arousal. I could already smell Caitlin’s pussy in the air, but now, the scent of her friend joined it, sending another jolt of monstrous lust racing along my spine, straight to my leaking cock.

“I think I want to see for myself,” Charlotte smirked, looking right at me and pointing one finger to her pussy. “Get over here and lick it.”

Caitlin gasped with shock, but the afterglow of her orgasm turned it into a moan of wild pleasure. And maybe it wasn’t just that. Maybe it was the excitement of what was happening, too, the sheer kinkiness of it all. Certainly, it was having a similar effect on me. I didn’t moan, but I felt like I could as I stared at gorgeous Charlotte, standing there with her skintight pants around her ankles, spreading her legs as far as they would allow. She looked directly at me, the smile never leaving her face, as if she never doubted that I would do as I was told. As if she never doubted my desire for her.

And in the end, she was right not to. She looked unbelievably sexy standing there, her pussy on display, demanding pleasure. Not even asking. It had turned me on when Caitlin got bossy, and now I was feeling an even more intense version of that as her friend ordered me around. Because in the end, I wanted to feel that incredible body against mine, wanted to taste that perfect pussy that shone in front of me, the first I had seen in real life since the day I met my wife years before.

I climbed off the couch. I moved slowly, carefully, as if moving on thin ice. Part of me felt like at any minute, things could change. That these women would call off the whole thing, tell me it had all been some kind of joke. With every moment that passed, with every sexy act we performed, that seemed less likely, but the threat of it was still there, hanging unspoken in the air.

But no one said stop. And Charlotte watched with those blazing eyes as I moved toward her, then sank down to the floor. The way she was standing, there was no other way to reach her pussy except to kneel at her feet, and she didn’t seem to have any intention of moving.

I heard movement on the sofa behind me. I didn’t turn around to see, but I knew that Caitlin was pushing herself upright, not wanting to miss this show. I couldn’t even imagine what she was feeling as I kneeled in front of her friend. I was still waiting for her to stop me, for her to pull out of this crazy game now that she had had an orgasm of her own. But she didn’t. And so I shuffled forward on my knees, positioning myself in front of Charlotte, who grinned down at me with her hands on her hips now.

My hands trembled as I reached toward her, placing them on her hips. My fingers sank just a little into the firm muscle of her ass as I gripped it, and she let me, simply smiling down and taking a tiny step forward as I pulled her toward me. I stared up at her as I craned my neck, finally placing my lips against her pussy. And she kept on smiling down at me, reaching up with one hand to rake her red hair back from her face, but never breaking that eye contact with me.

And so, I began to lick.

With my wife watching, I began to lick and kiss the pussy of her best friend. And as kinky as it had been to go down on Caitlin with Charlotte watching, doing it the other way around was absolutely mind-blowing. Charlotte grinned, reaching toward me and running her fingers through my hair, but it didn’t feel like affection as much as it did a kind of possessive impulse in her. Holding the back of my head, she pulled me closer to her, thrusting her hips forward at the same time. And I gripped her ass, slowly spreading her cheeks apart as I plunged my tongue inside her, feeling her tightness and wetness while my cock throbbed desperately between my legs.

She tasted so different from my wife, but no less delicious. And as a low moan escaped her throat, I increased my efforts to please her. My cock was throbbing desperately, frustrated and ignored, but it was clear to me that the path to my own pleasure ran straight through that of these two women. And so, kneeling on the floor of my own living room, I ate Caitlin’s best friend’s pussy while my wife watched, sitting on the sofa basking in her own orgasmic glow and taking in a show neither of us had ever imagined her seeing.

Charlotte gripped my head a little harder, pressing her hips against me a little more. And as she tilted back her head, closing her eyes, letting a long moan of pleasure escape from her throat, I knew I was getting to her, too. I ran my hands over her ass, over her thighs, feeling her body trembling with excitement. Unsurprisingly, my cock throbbed in desperation, but I tried to ignore the constant ache of desire. I knew what I was there for. And I knew how close I was getting. Charlotte might taste different from Caitlin, and her body might respond in different ways to different stimuli. But in the end, I knew what I was doing to her. I knew how close she was, and with every second that passed as she climbed the slope toward the peak of her pleasure, I felt like my own long-awaited reward was getting closer, too.

Charlotte let out a moan that was almost a roar as she came. I spluttered as she spurted her hot juices down my throat, and behind me on the sofa, I heard Caitlin gasp. But the sound was almost drowned out by Charlotte’s moans and screams, and she gripped my head tight with both hands now, trapping my face against her pussy as she spurted her juices out, as if she wanted me to drink every drop.

And I did. I swallowed as much as I could of her hot, streaming fluids, my lips and tongue and chin coated in the essence of her pleasure when she finally released her grip.

Charlotte breathed heavily as she stared down at me, and I sat back on my knees. Clumsily, she stumbled backward, sitting down heavily on our coffee table again, her skintight leggings still around her knees. She stared at me with wide eyes, as if astonished at what I had done, as if she had never imagined anything like this before.

“You were right, Caitlin,” she said, looking at me the whole time she spoke. “He is good. I’ll have to remember that, next time I need my cunt eaten.”

Playing With His Wife’s Friend

The air in our living room was electric, crackling with sexual energy. Female pleasure floated in the air, both Charlotte and Caitlin glowing with what I had done to them. And to nobody’s surprise, my cock throbbed and raged with wild arousal, my desire completely off the charts as I stared at both women in astonishment, trying to process what was happening.

They were both still dressed, kind of. Halfway to being undressed, their pussies exposed for pleasure. Charlotte with her skintight latex pants around her knees, and Caitlin with her dress pulled up around her waist, her panties discarded. There was no pretense anymore. No disguising the reality of what was going on. I was having group sex with my wife and her beautiful friend, and just because I had never imagined such a thing happening didn’t mean I wasn’t completely thrilled to be experiencing it now.

And even though I had given both women an orgasm, it was clear to me that they weren’t done. Far from it. As if their pleasure had only encouraged them, only fueled the desire for more. They were taking a minute, but I didn’t doubt for even a second that the adventure was not over yet.

I certainly hoped not.

And the look on Charlotte’s face as she grinned down at me gave me hope. I was still on my knees, still with my cock throbbing between my legs, and she was still sitting on our coffee table, her legs spread as far as her tight pants would go. Her eyes were shining with that blue fire I was coming to know so well, that addictive excitement that encouraged my own, that made me want her even more than I would anyway, given the shape of her body.

She looked so sexy sitting there above me, so completely unashamed of what we had done, this married woman I had known for years suddenly on the menu. Again, I thought of her husband Joe, though only briefly, with a pang of guilt over what we were doing. But after all, if his wife didn’t care, why should I? Besides, Caitlin had told me that Joe was into these games, into the thought of his wife getting sexual pleasure somewhere else. I couldn’t fully understand that. But I would have to be stupid to argue with it now that I was the one reaping the rewards.

Besides, his wife looked sexy when she came. Now, I could say that from experience. And who knows? Maybe he was getting more out of this than I realized. Probably his wife, like mine, had found something she could offer him to talk him into giving her what she wanted.

But I didn’t think about Joe for long, or the details of Charlotte’s marriage. Ultimately, it didn’t matter to me.

Charlotte was still grinning at me as a new idea seemed to occur to her. She knew I wanted her, of course. If it wasn’t already obvious, the enthusiastic way I had just licked her pussy would have told her everything she needed to know. She knew how badly I wanted her, and that knowledge seemed to help light her up from inside, filling her with the confidence she needed to be as dominant and in control as she seemed to be now.

Her foot swung slowly toward me as she lifted it from the floor, straightening her leg. The heel of her shiny boot pointed straight at me.

“Take my shoes off,” she said.

It wasn’t a request. It was an order. I noticed that, and from the way she laughed, it seemed that Caitlin noticed it too. But both women knew, just as I did, that I was going to do it. It would never be easier for them to get me to do what they wanted than now, when I wanted them so badly. I barely even realized what I was doing before my hands were already reaching for Charlotte’s foot, and Caitlin laughed behind me as she watched from the couch. It made my cheeks prickle and burn with shame, but it didn’t stop me from doing what her friend wanted.

I pulled down the zipper at the side of her boot, sliding it off her foot. As I set it down on the floor in front of her, I looked up at Charlotte with an unspoken question, and she gave a barely noticeable nod of confirmation. So I pulled off her socks as well. Still without saying a word, she put her bare foot down on the floor, then extended her other foot toward me. And I could feel both women watching, two sets of glowing blue eyes locked on every movement of my body as I submissively took Charlotte’s other boot and set it down on the floor next to the first one.

They really were incredibly sexy shoes, and Charlotte had definitely dressed to impress tonight, choosing an outfit she knew would get me going. Now she was reaping the benefits of that, the power and control her beauty gave her encouraging her to treat me any way she wanted.

I took off her other shoe and the sock, and Charlotte just watched, her breasts rising and falling steadily under her shimmering top as she enjoyed the show.

Then, when I had both shoes removed, she leaned forward and pushed her clinging latex leggings further down her legs. Slowly, she slid her feet out of them, peeling off the clinging fabric so that she was naked from the waist down. Then, sitting up straight again on the coffee table, she pulled her shimmering top over her head, her dyed red hair springing free as she tossed the garment carelessly aside.

I watched, barely even breathing, as Charlotte reached behind her back to unfasten her bra. The whole time, she kept those glowing eyes on me, as if daring me to look anywhere else. There was a big smile on her face as she undressed, freeing her heavy breasts from confinement and dropping her bra to the floor. Now she sat on the coffee table in our living room completely naked, every enticing curve of her body on display, and looking at her in all her naked glory made it hard to even breathe.

“Let’s go to bed.”

Charlotte stood up a she spoke, and I took the opportunity to take in more of her naked form in front of me as I rose to my feet. Caitlin was still sitting on the sofa in her sexy blue dress, and as I turned to look at her, she just smiled at me. More than willing to go along with what her friend said, more than willing to let Charlotte take charge and guide us both down this exciting path. I wasn’t going to question it. With my cock throbbing desperately, there was nothing I wanted more than to go to bed with these two astonishing beauties.

I stood up, and Charlotte, still smiling, stepped closer to me. Without her high heels on, the height difference between us was greater than before, but she tilted her head upward to keep her eyes on mine as her hands reached down. Behind me, I heard Caitlin gasp as she watched her friend reach down and wrap her fingers around my cock again.

Charlotte gripped my manhood tight, giving it a playful tug. I groaned, and she laughed. There was no denying it; she certainly knew her way around a man’s body, knew exactly where and how to touch to keep me brimming over with excitement. And it would’ve been a strange feeling anyway, being handled like that by any woman who wasn’t Caitlin, after so many years of faithful monogamy. But the whole situation was given an extra thrill of excitement by having my wife there, smiling and condoning all this, seemingly as excited by it all as I was.

But I turned my attention back to Charlotte as she pulled on my cock again. A little more firmly this time, at the same time pulling and stepping away from me. As she moved across the living room, I had no choice but to follow her beautiful naked body as she led me by the cock, and on the sofa, Caitlin burst out laughing at the sight of it. Her friend in such total control of her husband’s body, my desire making me unable to do anything except submit.

I followed Caitlin through the living room, down the hallway, led through my own house like a captive, and not wanting to be free. And behind me, I heard Caitlin climb off the sofa and follow us, her high heels echoing on the floor. Charlotte knew her way around our house, and she led me straight to our bedroom, guiding me toward the bed. As she released her hold on my cock, she climbed onto the mattress, rising up on her knees, and I took another opportunity to let my eyes wander over the curves of her body, taking in her pure sex appeal with a sense of astonishment that I was getting to have her.

Unsure of myself again, I glanced over my shoulder toward my wife. Caitlin stood just inside the doorway, still dressed in her sexy outfit, still smiling that same smile. She wanted this. For reasons that were beyond me, watching me with another woman was exciting her, and that was an opportunity far too good to pass up.

No one needed to tell me to take off the rest of my clothes. I dropped them to the floor immediately, my cock standing out proud from my body with both women smiling at it. Feeling completely on display, I climbed onto the bed where Charlotte waited, my desire more than equal to my self-consciousness. My body knew exactly what to do, even if my mind was racing, struggling to understand this new development. Nothing mattered now except having Charlotte, and I shuffled toward her on my knees, my hands reaching out for her already while  my wife watched from over by the door.

Charlotte placed her hands on my shoulders. Her smile never faded as I reached out and took her big breasts in my hands, feeling their weight, my thumbs moving toward her swollen nipples and teasing the sensitive flesh. She closed her eyes just for a moment, her dark eyelashes fluttering, her smile deepening even more as she purred with pleasure. But they soon opened again to stare at me as I caressed her body, my hand moving steadily down toward her pussy.

But Charlotte wasn’t going to just lie back and take it. Shifting her position on her knees a little, she pushed harder on my shoulders, and I smiled too as I got the message.

I lay down on my back, letting her push me down onto the mattress, letting her climb on top. Her red hair hung down on one side of her face, her eyes burning and boring into mine as she stared at me, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip. Still pinning my shoulder down with one hand, she reached with her other down between her legs, between us, and I suppressed a moan as she took hold of my cock and stroked it again.

“I like to be on top,” she said softly in a voice designed for the bedroom. “I like to be in control. Think you can handle it?”

“Absolutely,” I said, making Charlotte laugh.

“We’ll see,” she said.

And then, in a moment that came back to replay itself over and over again in my mind in the days that followed, she turned her head to look over her shoulder at Caitlin. Charlotte’s naked body mostly block my view of my wife, but the idea of the two of them sharing a look, sharing this moment, sharing me, sent another thrill of pure desire through my body, making me almost tremble underneath Charlotte as she straddled me.

Charlotte turned her attention back to me. Shifting her position, she used her hold on my cock to position it right where she wanted, the swollen head pressing against the entrance to her pussy. I could feel her wetness, the same wetness I could still taste in my mouth from the orgasm I had given her in the living room, and it felt absolutely amazing to be so close, to be about to have sex with my wife’s friend.

Charlotte sat back, guiding my cock slowly inside her. As she did, she closed her eyes, letting out a long moan. And I moaned too as I watched her breasts rise and fall on her chest, those swollen nipples bouncing in those acres of enticing flesh, the pleasure of sex racing through my body as I lay underneath and watched her lower herself down, inch by inch, onto my cock. The skin of her thighs was smooth under my hands as I touched her, and she tipped her head back, her eyes still closed, her mouth open, every line of her body seemed to radiate pure pleasure. She looked absolutely amazing, her hourglass figure beautifully on display, and again the thought flashed through my mind that Joe was crazy to allow this, and I wasn’t going to argue even a little bit.

Slowly, at first, Charlotte began to ride. She tilted her head back down toward me, opening her eyes to smile at me as she took my cock deep inside her. She leaned forward, placing her hands on my chest for balance, and her upper arms pushed her big boobs even closer together, bouncing with the movements of her body.

She was moving more quickly now, picking up the pace as her pleasure grew, and so did mine. After everything I had been through, after all the teasing and desire, after going down on both of these women in my own living room, I felt like I was already about to explode. But more than ever, I felt a desperate urge to resist that, to keep my pleasure at bay.

I had to please these women. Both of them, ideally. This was already about the best night of my life, and I knew that if I wanted anything like this to happen again, I had to impress them. I had to keep them happy.

But it was hard. Maybe even impossible, as I watched Charlotte bouncing up and down on top of my cock more vigorously, my shaft sinking deep inside her soft snug pussy with every thrust. Her cries of pleasure grew louder and faster, soon ringing out in the bedroom in a way I had never imagined they would.

Quickly, Charlotte’s passion and pleasure got the better of her. Soon, she was bouncing on top of me with almost reckless desperation, her gasps and moans of delight echoing in my ears. And I was groaning too, my fingers sinking deeper into her thighs as I gripped her tight, as if I could resist the orgasm building inside me by pure muscular effort.

Meanwhile, Charlotte held nothing back at all. All she wanted was pleasure, and that was exactly what she was getting, her body lit up by the joy of sex as she rode my cock. I felt her pussy spasm around my shaft, gripping as tight as her hand had earlier, and I gritted my teeth, trying to stay calm, trying to stay in control as her orgasm swept through her in a great wave of ecstasy.

She let out a long wild cry that bounced back from the walls of the bedroom, echoing in my ears. She slumped forward, her arms on my chest, almost on my neck, her red hair tickling my skin. I could feel the heat of her breath against me as she panted and gasped, her whole body shaking and trembling as her legs gripped my sides.

I held her by her hips, feeling the weight of her breath on my chest, feeling the weight and warmth of her entire body enveloping me like a blanket. To say nothing of her pussy, still snug and warm around my cock.

And somehow, I hadn’t cum. As unbelievably difficult as it had been, I had managed to hold back my orgasm, even through the wild waves of hers. In fact, this break she was taking was doing me a favor. With my manhood still buried inside her pussy, I was still desperately turned on, but not enough to plunge over the edge into the release I was trying to resist, for now. Knowing I would, eventually, knowing that when I did, it would leave me gasping. As much as I looked forward to that moment, I knew I still had a job to do here, for these women.

Slowly, Charlotte recovered. Her breathing slowed, becoming less ragged, less labored. I grunted at the feel of her weight shifting on top of me as she used her hands on my chest to push yourself more upright again.

She beamed down at me. Her face was flushed with pleasure, her eyes shining with it, a goofy grin spreading across her pretty face to let me know exactly how I had made her feel. I felt a little pride at that. She had taken such easy control of me and my sex life, coming into this house and giving out orders like she owned the place, and it was sexier than I would ever have imagined it was. But it was nice to know I had made her cum. Nice to know that, when we were going to cheat on our spouses, that at least it was deeply sexy.

And it was.

As Charlotte pushed herself upright again, I tilted my head to try and look at Caitlin. And when I saw her, I felt another shot of excitement and surprise and wild sexual energy.

There was a chair in the corner of the bedroom. Most of the time, it got used for clothes that weren’t exactly clean, but weren’t quite dirty either. Occasionally, Caitlin might use it to put on a particularly tricky pair of shoes.

But now, my wife was sitting in that chair, still wearing her blue dress, but with it hiked up around her waist again. Her legs lewdly spread, her eyes glassy as she stared at the bed I lay on with that unreadable expression on her face.

And one hand hovered between her thighs, leaving me in no doubt. My cock surged with pure arousal at the recognition that Caitlin had been playing with herself while she watched me have sex with her friend. That was how much this turned her on. That was how much it excited her to see me with another woman. I felt a wild surge of hope and happiness in my heart at that, combined with those old doubts and fears about what we were doing. After all, this was only my turn.

Caitlin had her own plans, and they involved other men, and now, after this had happened, I couldn’t exactly refuse her desires without being a massive hypocrite. That was the deal. That, ultimately, was what all this was about.

But I pushed those fears and doubts away, trying to stay in the moment. My hard cock was buried in a gorgeous woman’s pussy, the air in the bedroom dripping with sex, and that was all the distraction I could possibly need. Tomorrow could take care of itself. For today, I was having the time of my life.

And so was Charlotte. Orgasm or not, she was smiling down at me like she was seeing me for the first time, like she had never imagined me being as capable of giving pleasure that I had turned out to be. Again, that made me feel good. And it made me want to show her what I could do all over again, to prove myself over and over again to this surprisingly slutty woman.

If she wanted a guy she could cheat on her husband with, I was more than happy to be that guy. Especially now that I could see how much it turned Caitlin on, too.

“Not bad,” Charlotte said with a smile, her words almost grudging but her expression undercutting them completely.

“Not bad?” I said. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself quite a lot.”

“Yeah, I did,” Charlotte admitted, smiling all the while. “Honestly, I never thought you had it in you. Even if really, I did all the work.”

“Oh yeah?”

She was teasing me, I knew. She knew exactly what she was doing. Her words were flirtatious, as if she was still trying to seduce me. As if I wasn’t already completely sold on her and on what we were doing together.

But knowing what she was up to didn’t change anything for me. If anything, it only made me want her more. And Charlotte yelped as I suddenly moved underneath her, planting my feet on the mattress and holding her by the hips as I suddenly rolled over. I threw her down on the bed and rolled on top of her, my cock still buried inside her, her feet scrabbling on the mattress as I got my knees underneath me.

Once I had her pinned down, I paused.

Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed. She draped her arms over my shoulders, running the fingers of one hand through the short hair at the back of my head, and I stared down at her smiling face, feeling some emotions that were suddenly uncomfortable. It was fine when this was just sex, or so I told myself. That was the only way I could imagine playing games like this. But it’s not so easy in the moment. When you’re on top of someone, inside of someone, and she’s looking up at you with eyes like that, her face flushed with pleasure, but still opening herself up for more.

Charlotte was one of Caitlin’s closest friends, and that made her a big part of my life, too, over the years. I didn’t want to feel anything for her except friendship and, now, lust. But this was intimate. There was no getting away from that. Holding her in my arms and having her wrap her arms around me felt so strange, like a betrayal of Caitlin. Even though my wife was watching and masturbating in her chair right by the bed.

And that thought managed to return me to myself and what I was doing, helping me lock into a more appropriate mindset. That growl of lust had never really left, and now it came roaring back as I stared down at Charlotte as she spread her legs to receive me. Supporting my weight on my arms, I drove my hips forward, and she moaned as I put my cock once again into her dripping pussy.

“Caitlin,” Charlotte called out in a voice that already dripped with pleasure. “Do you have your phone?”

“Yeah,” I heard my wife say, and her voice was hardly any less honeyed than her friends, her own total bliss audible as she spoke.

“Film us,” Charlotte gasped.

And as she spoke, I plunged my cock deep inside her, turning that gasp into another moan of pleasure.

She was so kinky, so naughty, so wild, and it turned me on so much. It made me want to fuck her harder, made me want to make her scream even more. Almost like I wanted to punish her for being so naughty, except we both knew it was no kind of punishment. It was exactly what this married slut wanted. Inside my head, I growled and snarled as I fucked her harder, making the bed bounce. And behind us, I listened to my wife moving. I didn’t turn my head to look at her. But I could imagine her recording the moment on her phone, just like Charlotte seemed to want, and I couldn’t believe how sexy this all was, how it lit me up with wild desire and made me vibrate with pleasure at the pure deviance of it all.

I fucked Charlotte. I made her body bounce, made the bed bounce, made her scream as her legs waved in the air. And she held nothing back. She hooked her arms under mine, holding onto my shoulders, sometimes wrapping her legs around my waist as she screamed in ecstasy. She closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and her voice rang out almost deafeningly loud in our bedroom, leaving no one in any doubt about what she was feeling.

I felt that pussy spasm around my cock again, and this time, there was no holding back. This time, I didn’t even try. As Charlotte exploded in orgasm, as she wailed and screamed and thrashed on the bed underneath me, I growled against her neck, my cock swelling as I spurted into her body.

With a sigh, I collapsed on top of her. Just as we had when she was on top, we lay there for a while, both our bodies shaking now with the pure release of sex. And for a while, nothing else stirred in the room. Just our heavy breathing, just our hearts beating against each other, just the echo of sex seeming to bounce back from the walls as we lay there, still intertwined, our bodies practically melted together.

Then, behind me, I heard the chair creaking.

Caitlin moved. I heard her walking toward us, and I turned my head to look over my shoulder and watch my wife approach. She sat down on the edge of the bed, her dress riding high on her thighs, her blue eyes glowing as she looked at both of us.

Charlotte didn’t look back at her. She still had her eyes closed, her mouth open, still breathing hard as she struggled to recover. But I looked at my wife without saying anything, and she looked at me, and in that moment, it seemed that no words needed to pass between us.

She had seen something neither of us ever imagined she would, and I had done something I never intended to, and I didn't regret it. Not a single moment of it. But we both knew with a painful certainty that after this, nothing was ever going to be the same. There was no going back. No matter what, I would always have had sex with her friend, she would always have been a woman who masturbated while watching it, turned on by her husband’s infidelity. And turned on, probably, by the thought of her own to come.

Slowly, almost tentatively, as if she wasn’t sure of the reaction she would get, Caitlin reached out toward me, placing one hand gently on my arm. And I rolled off Charlotte, Caitlin's friend groaning as my cock slid easily out of her dripping pussy, while I crawled over to my wife and kissed her.


Caitlin’s Date Night

I felt sick. My stomach was a mess. I kept feeling like I had to go to the bathroom, only to realize I didn’t. Because deep down, I knew that wasn’t the issue. It wasn't anything I ate, or something I picked up from anyone else. It was the situation I found myself in, this unbelievable arrangement I had with Caitlin.

The sex was amazing. The sex with Charlotte had been some of the best of my life, though I had no intention of telling my wife that. Not just because Charlotte was sexy and a very enthusiastic lover, although she most definitely was. But because it was someone new. Because it was my wife's friend. And because my wife had watched the whole thing, even recording it for posterity on her phone. It couldn’t help but be absolutely thrilling.

And it wasn't just me who was thrilled by it. And not just Charlotte, either. I knew Caitlin was so turned on by it, knew that she had stroked herself while she watched me fuck her friend.

And after everything was over, my wife was horny in a way I hadn’t seen in years. Maybe not ever. She could hardly wait for me to recover, desperate for me to get hard again so that I could fuck her.

And I did, while Charlotte watched this time. My wife's friend lying there in the bed beside us, a smile plastered on her pretty face as she watched me pound Caitlin into the mattress. Caitlin had cum over and over again, seemingly having no inhibitions whatsoever in front of her friend. I didn't remember the last time I had made her scream like that, the last time she had cum so many times, the last time we had left the sheets absolutely soaked in our sweat and the juices of her orgasm.

It was incredible. We all knew it. And in the strained silence that followed our sex, we all sat there, thinking different thoughts that nevertheless traveled along the same lines. It wasn't Charlotte’s first time stepping outside of their marriage, I knew. But for me and Caitlin, it absolutely was. And it was hard to wrap our heads around what had happened, hard to believe that this was even real. But there was no denying the way it made her feel. There was no denying the pleasure it gave us to play with Caitlin’s friend.

When everything was over, Charlotte had left. Returning to her husband, probably with a new story to tell. And as I lay there with my wife in my arms, I tried not to think too much about that, even if it seemed unavoidable. Because I knew what came next. I hadn't forgotten the deal I had with Caitlin, even if in the heat of the moment it became easier to ignore. Now, it was washing over me all over again with horrible clarity, reminding me of what I had agreed to in exchange for this group sex that I had wanted and, frankly, had not let me down.

Next, it was Caitlin’s turn.

And that was how I found myself sitting on the edge of our bed, my stomach churning with fear and anguish, my whole body vibrating with nervousness and doubt and dread. Part of me still insisted that I could stop it if I tried, but all I had to do was say the word. But that wouldn’t be fair. Especially here, in this bed that had been the scene of such wild pleasure, me enthusiastically cheating on my wife while Caitlin watched.

I could hardly say she wasn’t a good sport about it. Not only had she let me do it, but she had helped set up the whole thing. And when it happened, she had done absolutely nothing to stop it. If anything, she had encouraged the whole adventure.

I wasn't going to do that for her. I suspected my wife knew that. But all she seemed to require was that I go along with it. And that was what I was trying to do, even while my heart demanded I do anything else. Fair or not, we want what we want and fear what we fear, and the idea of my wife so much as touching anyone else made me sick.

But those were the rules of the game.

Caitlin, of course, looked amazing. She had stepped out of the bathroom with her hair and makeup already in place, those blonde waves falling down around her shoulders to frame her exquisite features accentuated by skillfully applied makeup. Her lips were big and pink and welcoming, her eyes shining between her made-up eyelids, her skin looking flawless and faintly flushed in a simulation of the afterglow of pleasure I had seen that unforgettable day with Charlotte. Stepping out of the bathroom with only a towel wrapped around that irresistible body, my wife looked every inch like a woman intending to get fucked. But not by me.

In anguish, I watched her move toward her closet and dresser. She moved lightly, walking almost on tiptoes, almost as if she was levitating with the excitement of knowing what lay ahead. The same thing that oppressed me, that seemed to crush me down to the earth, buoyed her up, so that she practically floated around the bedroom as she made her preparations.

And for a while, she ignored me. Busy with her own tasks, focused on the night ahead. Focused on preparing herself, making herself look as irresistible as I knew she could. It made my heart flutter in my chest, made the breath catch in my lungs, as if someone had poured sand into my chest, leaving me gasping for air.

My breath only got shorter as she shed the towel.

She had chosen some underwear, and she carried the tiny items across the room, completely naked, her flawless skin shining from her recent shower. She left the towel in a pile on the floor, its magic gone now that it was no longer wrapped around those wicked curves. Instead, I watched her move across the room, standing in front of her dresser as she stepped into her tiny panties, pulling them up her shapely legs and stretching the black fabric over her round hips as she pulled the underwear into place.

A tiny black lace thong barely covered her pussy. Through the sheer front, I could still see the shape of her lips, the dark patch of her pubic hair, and the back of the panties that disappeared completely between the toned cheeks of her ass, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. My cock was rock hard in my pants as I watched, her nearly naked body tormenting me with its almost unendurable beauty. And there was so much more to go.

Still not looking at me, she pulled on her bra. She lifted her heavy boobs with both hands, guiding them into the cups before reaching behind herself to fasten the clasp. The black lace bra matched the panties, and hid almost as little as they did. But there was enough support to lift her boobs high on her chest, to push them together in an unbelievable cleavage, to make me desire her over and over again as I watched, almost trembling with the force of what I wanted and knowing I couldn't have it.

Maybe Caitlin was right about that, in a way. I always wanted her, no matter what. But this frustration, this tease of not being able to have her and worrying that another man could made her even more unspeakably sexy to me. My hands twitched at my sides as I watched the whole show, vibrating with frustration and disbelief and wanting my wife as much as I ever had, if not more.

Dressed now in her skimpy black underwear, Caitlin moved back across the bedroom. I watched her go, unable to turn my eyes away even if I had wanted to. And I didn't. I couldn't.

I watched that delightful ass sway side to side with every step she took, watch that perfect hourglass shape of hers move slowly away from me, back toward her overflowing closet.

I wondered what she would pick out, knowing already that she was going for maximum sex appeal. In the end, though, I could hardly get any more terrified and turned on at the same time than I already was.

And still I said nothing. As if the fear I felt had frozen my tongue, as if the doubt I was experiencing silenced my mind. There were so many thoughts racing through my brain, but putting them into words seemed impossible. All I could think to say was to beg her not to do this, and I knew I couldn’t do that.

Caitlin went through her clothes, the hangers hissing on the rack. I watched as she made choices, feeling that every decision she made was one step further along in this betrayal. I guess it was. But ultimately, the decision had already been made, and by both of us.

Draping her chosen clothes over her arm, Caitlin walked back toward the bed. Everything was black. Black clothes over her arm, and a black pair of stiletto high-heeled pumps in one hand. Her big boobs strained against the push-up bra she wore as she bent forward, setting the shoes down on the floor, dropping the clothes down on the bed next to me. I watched it all, my tongue barely moistening dry lips as I waited in fear for what I knew was coming.

Caitlin started with her skirt. As she picked it up, I almost groaned to see that it was leather. A black leather pencil skirt that looked absolutely tiny in her hands, that I knew was going to cling to every desirable curve of her body and show off that incredible figure I couldn’t stop lusting after.

She unzipped it, stepping into the gleaming black leather tube, and my cock throbbed as I watched her pull it up her body, over her thighs, over her round hips. The leather grew tight as she zipped the skirt up again, stretching and straining around her, showing off her incredible curvaceous form.

I almost gasped at the sight of it as she ran her hands over her hips, over her thighs, smoothing out the clinging garment. Finally, she turned her gleaming blue eyes to me. She wasn’t smiling; not exactly. But the look on her face with the next thing to a smile, her full painted lips lifted a little in the corners.

She was pleased with herself, pleased with what she was doing to me. And the way her eyes flickered over my face let me know that she wanted to see how I was reacting, wanted to see exactly what she was doing to me. As if she could possibly not know already.

The tight skirt pulled her thighs together as she took a halfstep and reached for the shirt she had chosen. Black, too, shining black silk that perfectly matched the gleaming leather of her skirt. She slid it up her arms and over her shoulders, buttoning it into place and leaving several of the top buttons undone to show off that mouthwatering cleavage.

She tucked the bottom of the shirt into the waistband of the skirt, maintaining that slinky silhouette that she already knew was driving me wild. The shirt, apart from the cleavage it showed off, was relatively modest, covering her shoulders and her arms. But in that sense, it only balanced the scandalous skirt, allowing her to show off the entire lower body and still give teasing glimpses of her boobs without looking trashy by going any further.

“What do you think?” she said, standing with her hands on her hips as she looked at me again. I looked her up and down, my eyes traveling hungrily over that spectacular body, so beautifully displayed in this sexy outfit.

For a moment, I was genuinely speechless. She just looked that good. And it wasn’t like I hadn’t seen my wife look amazing before. But it had never been like this.  It never had this wild spike of possessive desire, not since the early days of our courtship when she was still a prize to be won, when I knew I still had the whole world to compete with four her attention. Now, that doubt was back. And, if I’m being honest, the excitement that came with it.

“You look fucking amazing, Caitlin,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief at the vision of pure feminine sex appeal in front of me.

And my wife giggled, but I wasn’t paying her some empty compliment. She really did look stunning. Looking at her, I was struck for what felt like the thousandth time by surprise that I was even married to a woman like her. But now, that sense of surprise was almost poisoned by this insecurity and fear that she took so much pleasure in putting me through.

“I hope so,” she said. “This is so much fun, isn’t it? Getting all dressed up, going out with someone else. I have to admit, I have butterflies in my stomach. When was the last time that happened? This is so great. It’s like the best of both worlds. I’m still married to a man I love, but I’m also getting date a whole bunch of new guys.”

“Great for you,” I said, looking down at the floor as I spoke. Even in my peripheral vision, I could see how Caitlin tilted her head to one side, her golden hair shining against the black silk of her shirt, a new expression appearing on her pretty face.

She didn’t say anything. Not right away. Instead, she stepped forward, that skintight skirt gripping her thighs again as she moved. Placing a hand on my shoulder, she sat down in my lap, her hips swelling against the clinging leather and my cock swelling under the weight of her body as she sat on top of me, draping an arm over my shoulders.

She chuckled quietly, and I knew that she could feel the way my cock pressed insistently against her soft yet firm ass, feeling my arousal through the thin and supple leather that separated her body from mine.

“Don’t be like that,” she said softly. “You know we had a deal. And you weren’t complaining when you were sleeping with Charlotte, were you?”

I knew she was going to say that. But after all, it was the truth. I knew it was irrational to be mad at her for saying what we all knew, for reminding me why I had agreed to this insane deal in the first place. And yet it still pissed me off. As I had known for years and as I was being reminded again and again lately, there’s no rationality when it comes to relationships. The heart listens to no explanations.

And with her leather-clad ass in my lap, with her arm around my shoulders, her face so close to mine, I couldn’t think straight. Did she know that? Was that all part of her plan? Or did it just come naturally to her, her ease in manipulating me just a reflection of how badly I wanted her and how impossible I found it to resist my gorgeous wife?

“No, but –“

“But nothing.”

Caitlin’s voice was soft, but her words were firm all the same.

“Fair is fair. You knew the deal before you agreed to sleep with Charlotte. You can’t back out now.”

I knew all that, of course. I knew the rules, and I understood the logic behind it. I even knew that this moment would come, the moment when I regretted what we had done and would have taken it back if I could. Maybe. Then again, as I sat there on the bed with Caitlin in my lap, with my desire bubbling and boiling inside me like it so often did with her around, I had to confront the fact that maybe I wouldn’t. Maybe the incredible sex I had with my wife and her friend was worth this. Maybe not. Either way, Caitlin was clearly adamant that this was going to happen.

Unexpectedly, she leaned toward me and pressed her lips against my cheek. Then, she shifted in my lap, and it took all the self-control I had not to groan at the feeling of her body moving on top of mine. She pushed herself away from me, sitting down on the mattress beside me, her legs still draped over my lap. And now she was smiling as she looked at me, mischief and delight showing in those stunning eyes.

“Can you put my shoes on for me?”

I didn’t know why she asked; I didn’t bother to ask.

I felt the silky smoothness of her skin as I placed one hand on her ankle and bent over her feet, my other hand reaching for the shoes she had left on the floor. I picked them up, feeling her eyes watching me all the time, her full and enticing lips pressed slightly together now, as if she was trying without much success to suppress a sly little smile.

Maybe she got a kick out of ordering me around. Maybe it appealed to some sadistic part of her to make me help her get ready for a date with another man. Or maybe, I thought as I slid her shoe onto her foot, she was remembering how Charlotte had made me take her boots off. Bossing me around my own home, knowing that her beauty and my desire for that beauty would let her get away with it. Well, the same was absolutely true with Caitlin. Maybe more so. And maybe that was a big part of what scared me, knowing how helpless I was to resist her. Knowing that if she ever figured out the power her looks gave her, I would be well and truly screwed.

Maybe that day was coming. Maybe in some ways, it was already here. Because Caitlin smiled as she watched me do as I was told, sliding her sexy stilettos onto her feet, helping her look even more stunning for her date with another man.

And when I was done, she swung her legs out of my lap, placing her feet on the floor. The mattress bounced underneath her as she pushed herself up, smoothing her tight leather skirt over her legs again once she was upright. I didn’t even try to stop my eyes dancing over her body, taking in the sight of her all dressed up, her ass pressing against the skintight leather, her boobs thrust against the black silk of the shirt to counterbalance it.

She strode across the bedroom, moving elegantly in those slender high heels. I watched the cheeks of her backside alternately press against the black leather. At her dresser, she picked up a bottle of perfume and applied it to her neck, her breasts, and, with a cheeky little smile at me, to her cleavage. I couldn’t miss the implication, the signals she was sending me. Some other guy might well end up with his unworthy face buried in that mouthwatering valley, and anger boiled inside me at the thought, even as my cock surged and throbbed.

“So I really look good?”

Caitlin turned to me as she spoke, placing her hands on her hips, her elbows thrust out to the side emphasizing that insane hourglass figure she had.

“You really do,” I said miserably, unable to lie. Caitlin smiled.

“You want to fuck me right now?”

As my head snapped upward, she burst out laughing.

“I’m not offering,” she said, holding one hand up to stop me from jumping to my feet. “I’m just asking.”

“Of course I do,” I said. “I always do.”

“But even more now? Now I’m going on a date with some other guy?”

I trembled at her words. I knew it was true, and so did she, but even so, hearing it said out loud was like the culmination of a magic spell. Like it made it somehow more real. Certainly, it drove my humiliation home even further. Bad enough that I was tolerating this, but what did it say about me that it turned me on? Nothing I was comfortable with, that was for sure.

“I guess so.”

Caitlin smiled as I spoke the words in almost a whisper, as if saying them more quietly could make them less damning. But of course, it couldn’t. And for a moment, we both waited in the silence that followed that terrifying admission, her basking in the knowledge of her sexual power, me practically crushed to the ground with shame and despair.

“Take it out.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” Caitlin said. There was a new look on her face now, an almost triumphant look, mixed with a mischief I could see shining in her eyes. I had seen that look before, and recently. The look she got when she was doing something naughty, when she was pressing against the boundaries, testing the limits of my desire for her and what our relationship could withstand.

Just like she probably knew it would, hope swelled in my heart. I didn’t trust her, didn’t trust her mood or the light in her eyes, but I wanted her so badly, I couldn’t help but hope for release. And she was right; I had heard her.

I pulled down my sweatpants and my boxers in one go, using my other hand to pull my cock out into the light. Caitlin smiled at the sight of it, watching it rise above my lap, rock hard and desperate for her. It throbbed in the empty air like an accusation, like a symbol of my inability to resist her, my weakness for her beauty that let her get away with something so transgressive.

“See? This turns you on, you naughty boy.”

“You turn me on,” I said. Caitlin’s smile never faltered. Her eyes were locked on my cock now, watching it throb nakedly in front of her. But then, she raised them to meet mine.

“Stroke it.”

“What?”

“You know you want to. Stroke it for me. I want to watch.”

As usual, my head was spinning. As usual, I couldn’t believe what was happening. And as usual, I was powerless to resist. I closed my hand around my cock, and Caitlin bit her lip as she watched me stroke it, her eyes once again between my legs.

I stroked my cock, my hand moving slowly up and down. In all the years we had been together, Caitlin had never asked me to do this. And of course, with her standing there looking so sexy, there were many things I wanted to do far more with my member. But I was completely under her thumb now, my sexy wife directing everything, my mind too shattered by desperate desire to be able to form coherent thoughts. Again, it was all up to her.

With me still stroking, Caitlin stepped forward. I watched her approach, watched that stunning hourglass body sway in front of me, the silk shirt and leather skirt shining with two different kinds of lustre as she moved toward me. She stood above me, grinning down at me, her eyes traveling up and down my body. And then, I almost gasped as she leaned forward, the tight skirt making her movements awkward as she lowered herself down onto her knees at my feet.

“Oh my God.”

“That’s right,” Caitlin grinned mischievously up at me. “I’m just feeling so naughty right now. And I might be going out for dinner with another man, but that doesn’t mean I can’t have a little appetizer first, does it?”

Gently, she pushed my hand away from my throbbing cock, and replaced it with her own. I groaned at the feel of her warm and soft skin, and the smell of her perfume rose around me, that teasing glimpse of her cleavage in the open front of her shirt exciting me as I stared down at my gorgeous, sexy, slutty wife.

She smiled up at me as she stroked my cock with her hand. And then, using her other hand to sweep her hair back from her face, she leaned forward.

I groaned from deep in my chest as she stuck out her tongue and ran it along my boiling shaft. The pleasure was immense, the feeling almost too powerful for words. And then, once she was done teasing me with her tongue, Caitlin leaned further forward and took my cock between those full, painted, beautiful lips.

I let out a desperate moan of pleasure as she tightened her lips around my cock. I trembled and groaned, gripping the bed sheets I sat on, gripping the edge of the mattress, and her cheeks sank inward as she sucked my cock. Caitlin gave good head, but it wasn’t like her to initiate like this, especially when she was on her way out of the door. But something had taken hold of my wife, some deep desires stirred up by the naughtiness of what she was doing, and just like when I had played with her friend, I felt like I would be stupid to complain. Even if it terrified me to think of her going on a date with another man. Caitlin seemed determined to show me that there were benefits to this new arrangement for me, and she sucked my cock like a pro, using every skill she had learned over the years to bring me to ecstasy.

“I’m going to cum,” I gasped.

That was the deal. That was the way we always worked, me giving her a warning so that she could pull free.

Except this time, she didn’t. This time, she just let out a little moan at the back of her throat, and sucked my cock harder.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, gasping even more, gripping the mattress even tighter as I felt my orgasm rising. And Caitlin, my gorgeous wife, sucked the cum right out of my balls, right there in our bedroom, on her knees in her sexy outfit, pleasuring me in such an unforgettable way.

She gasped and gagged, but still didn’t lift her mouth away. Instead, I watched with disbelieving eyes as she swallowed my load, something she had never done before. And when she had drained me of every drop of cum, she sat back on her knees, grinning up at me and wiping the residue of my orgasm off her chin.

I shook my head as I looked down at her, this sexy goddess behaving so wantonly, making me wonder who it was I had even married. And Caitlin held out both hands toward me, and I took them, and held them tight as she pulled herself awkwardly to her feet again.

“There,” she said with a smile. “That’ll give you something to think about while I’m out on my date.”

And she stepped away from me again, moving toward the open door of our bedroom. I watched her go, still shaking my head in disbelief, still watching that tight leather skirt strain over her hips and thighs and ass, her incredible body still calling to me despite the orgasm that was still glowing inside me, that she had given me.

I had no idea what had come over my wife lately. But I couldn’t argue with the way she made me feel.


Hearing About His Wife’s Date

It was a long night. Well, that’s a massive understatement. The night felt years long as I waited for my wife to come back from her date. Even thinking of it in those terms sent a hot flush of rage and shame through me. It was the exact reversal of what was supposed to happen, the exact thing that should never happen when you’re married to someone. So naughty and transgressive, so clearly dangerous. But of course, that was part of the thrill. For Caitlin, and even for me.

That was hard to admit, even to myself. Some things you don’t want to be true. Easier and better, I thought, to channel all the strange excitement and arousal I was feeling at her. And that wasn’t difficult to do. With the way she looked as she stepped out on me, all dressed up in that tight leather skirt and her high heels, it was impossible not to be constantly thinking of her. And she had been so generous and giving before she left, treating me to what I had to admit was one of the best blowjobs of my life.

I’m not stupid; I knew what she was doing, at least in part. She wanted me to be confused, to be totally bewildered and out of my element. It was working only too well. I felt like I couldn’t keep up with her, couldn’t possibly hope to match Caitlin’s wildness and her creativity. And sometimes, part of me even felt bad. If Caitlin had had this wild side to her all along, and I had never known it, had I really been that good of a husband? If some part of her was going unfulfilled, that made me feel bad. It made me want to up my game, made me want to try, at least, to keep up with her, even if lately, it seemed impossible.

Maybe that, too, was just a way of lying to myself. A way of pretending that the fascination of this game was all altruistic on my part, something I was doing because I love my wife. Easier to tell myself that than to face the uncomfortable reality that this turned me on.

I had so much time to think about all this, and it was not in the least bit welcome. I hated it, hating being left alone with my thoughts, when my thoughts were all of her. And as the night wore on, seemingly determined never to end, those thoughts only got more painful. I wondered where she was, what she was doing. And the longer she was away, the worse my fears got.

Had she been gone only a couple of hours, I could have told myself that all she did was have dinner. I could still maintain the kind of lie I had been telling myself, that really, this was all a game. Caitlin loved to tease; there was no denying that. Maybe she was just doing this to mess with my head. Maybe just reminding me that she could find someone to cheat on me with if she wanted to would be enough. Things would settle down, and we could go back to having fun with Charlotte, and no one else.

I didn’t actually believe that, not for a minute. However else I might feel about Caitlin’s recent actions, I couldn’t say she hadn’t been clear about what she wanted and what turned her on. I couldn’t really lie to myself, no matter how much I might want to. And with every minute that passed with her still on her date, those lies got harder to maintain.

And my cock raged, with no one there to see it. Sparing me at least that embarrassment. But it all added to my inability to deny the truth, to hide behind the mental games I was desperately trying to play with myself. This turned me on. The idea of my gorgeous wife out there, looking the way she did, an object of desirefor some stranger. I couldn’t help getting hard as I thought about her, as I wondered what she would doing. As I imagined her laughing at his jokes, flirting brazenly with him, sexual tension no doubt crackling in the air as they stared at one another. He would be thinking about that body under those revealing clothes, I knew, just like I was.

He would be thinking about undressing her, getting her somewhere alone, making her moan. And she would be thinking about the same thing. Deciding if she wanted to go through with it. Knowing that if she did, I could hardly complain after what had happened with Charlotte. Even at the time, I knew it was a trap, but I blundered right into it anyway. The offer was just too tempting. I tried my best to focus on that now, to remind myself how I got into this unbelievable position. Had it been worth it? Right now, with my wife out on a date, it didn’t feel like it. But predictably, my cock pulsed even harder as I thought of Charlotte and what I had done with her, and even in the depths of this uncertainty I was feeling, it was hard to regret it.

Still, the price I was paying now was astronomical. Even if it kept me hard and throbbing. Even if it turned me on more than I would ever have imagined, more than I wanted to admit.

I couldn’t stay in that state of almost painful desire forever. The night wore on, and nothing happened, and everything did. I had nothing from my wife, and even when I panicked and sent her text check-in, I got no response. Clearly, she was busy. Too busy to respond to me.

That did it. Even after the blowjob she had given me, I couldn’t control myself any longer. I jerked off right there on the living room couch, thinking of her, and as my pleasure peaked, my thoughts got more and more wild. In my mind’s eye, I could see her in some room with some faceless man who wasn’t me. I could see her high heels in the air, her legs shaking with the onrush of pleasure, her phantom moans filling my ears in the silence of our living room. It was too much. I came with a desperate cry, instantly horrified by what had only just been going through my mind, the wild and uninhibited thoughts you get right before orgasm.

And with my mind full of shame and guilt and remorse and fear, I fell asleep on the couch, desperately waiting for her.

The sound of the front door woke me. There was a brief moment of mental freedom, a moment when I didn’t quite remember what had happened the night before. But it quickly ended, the full horror of what was going on descending on me like a storm as my mind raced, reconstructing the previous night and piecing together what had to be happening now.

Caitlin was home. That was what the sound of the front door opening had to mean, and I flailed as I pushed myself upright on the sofa, my mouth filling with questions and accusations, my heart filling with fear.

But so much of that melted away the moment I saw her. It was like I couldn’t ever really be mad at her, not in her presence. When she wasn’t around, I could rehearse all the arguments I liked, tell myself what I was going to say to her, how I was going to lay down the law. And all I had to do was look at that beautiful face lit up by a smile at the sight of me, and all that resolve instantly vanished.

Caitlin crept into our house, moving as quietly as her high heels would allow her to. But when she saw that I was awake on the couch, she loosened up. That smile spread across her face, that light shining deep in her bright blue eyes, and it made me just as breathless as it ever had, the very first time I saw her. And in some way, as I had observed before, our life now felt closer to those first intoxicating days of our courtship. Caitlin was still my wife, but now, she was also a prize to be won. This beautiful, desirable woman who had other options and was willing to explore them. I’m not sure I ever really took her for granted, but I certainly wasn’t now. For the first time in years, I found myself in competition with other men for my wife’s affection, and even if most of me hated that, I couldn’t deny that it somehow made her even sexier to me.

“Morning,” she said, beaming at me as she walked around toward the couch. “I hope you didn’t wait up for me?”

I didn’t say anything right away. Instead, I just stared at her in astonishment as she moved around our sofa, that skintight skirt shining on her hips and thighs with every move she made, taunting me with her feminine figure. The dress groaned like I wanted to as she sat down on the sofa, with me pulling my legs in to make room for her. She looked so pleased with herself, and it irritated me. Then again, I wasn’t sure how I wanted her to seem. Contrite? Remorseful? Those emotions might have flattered my ego a little more, but maybe they would have been worse than the satisfaction I was seeing now.

Or maybe not. But perhaps unfortunately for me, I had to deal with reality as it was, not as I might wish it to be. And honestly, looking at my gorgeous, sexy, naughty wife sitting on the sofa next to me with that smile on her face, I was no longer even sure what it was that I wanted.

“You stayed out all night.”

My voice was a dry rasp in the back of my throat, and I croaked the words at my wife. Was it an accusation, or just a statement of fact? Hard to say. At this point, it hardly mattered. Caitlin couldn’t deny the truth, and from the completely unremorseful smile on her face, I guess that she had no intention of doing that.

“Yeah, time kind of… Got away from me,” she said. “I kept meaning to check in with you, but then… I never quite found the opportunity. Sorry. Anyway, here I am.”

Just like that. As if she had forgotten to pick up bread at the store, instead of the real truth that I couldn’t avoid anymore. She had been out cheating. I knew it. I couldn’t think of any other reason why she would have spent the night away from home after her date with another man. And my heart was on fire as I sat there on the sofa, unable to believe what had happened. Unable to believe that this was my life now, married to a cheating wife. A cheating wife who didn’t seem in the least bit sorry about what she had done.

“What happened?

Again, my voice croaked as I spoke. And I already knew the answer, of course I did. I’d have to be stupid not to. But some part of me wanted to hear her say it. If only to free me from the illusion, the faint and fantastic hope that things were other than the way I knew they were. Better, I felt, to face it head-on. To admit the truth to myself, that I had an unfaithful wife, and see where we could go from there.

Caitlin bit her lip. Her eyes gleamed as she looked at me, that excited smile still on her face. Whatever happened, it was obvious she had enjoyed herself. Whatever had happened, I got the sense that she couldn’t wait to tell me all about it.

But first, she leaned toward me, her tight leather skirt shining in the light with the motions of her body. She stretched one arm out toward me, putting her hand on my leg. Her movements were a little tentative, a little wary, as if she was feeling me out. As she should be, I told myself. She had no real way of knowing how I was going to react, and we both knew I had every right to be enraged at what she had done. Well, maybe not every right, I corrected myself, thinking of Charlotte again. But I justified that by reminding myself it happened with Caitlin’s eager participation, and in fact would never have happened without her insistence.

She had wanted me to fuck her friend as much as I wanted to do it. Even at the time, I had known exactly why. It was all for this, so Caitlin could do what she wanted to do with a clear conscience, and I couldn’t criticize her for being unfaithful after I had done the same. And it was working for her. That was the worst part.

Well, maybe not the worst part. Maybe it doesn’t make sense to talk about the worst part of anything anymore when the woman you love is openly and gleefully cheating on you.

“Are you sure you want to hear it?”

A fair question, I supposed, under the circumstances. But a question with an answer that wasn’t easy to find. Was that what I wanted? And if so, why?

But I did. Even though I knew it could only hurt me. Even though I suspected it was destined to be the most painful experience of my life. I wanted to know everything, every painful, humiliating, disgraceful detail.

“Yes,” I said.

Caitlin’s smile never faltered for a moment.

“Okay then, you asked for it. Let’s go to the bedroom. I’ll tell you everything there.”

Lifting her hand off my leg, Caitlin rose to her feet. Bewitched as always by the way she looked, I followed her, wincing as if in a dream. Unable to believe what was coming and totally unable to stop it. Unable to even want to stop it.

And as she led me down the hallway, I watched the way her skirt pulled tight over her ass, the way her hips swayed from side to side, feeling simultaneously like the luckiest and most wretched man in the world as my sexy wife strutted in front of me, tormenting me with the sight of that body whether she meant to or not.

But given the circumstances, I got the feeling that nothing about what Caitlin was doing was accidental anymore.

In the bedroom, she stood next to the bed, turning that brilliant smile on me again. The curves of her body were unignorable, her beauty like a passport to let her get away with just about anything. That desire that she inspired in me without even trying was the engine behind all of this, the source of this ferocious power she wielded, and the reason for my helplessness. I couldn’t resist her, and she knew it, and for the first time in our relationship, she seemed ready and willing to use that to get what she wanted.

I couldn’t help myself. I stepped toward her, my arms already outstretched, ready to forget everything else that had happened and lose myself in the pleasure of making love to that incredible body. But Caitlin seemed to have other ideas. As I stepped in close, she let me kiss her, and my tongue invaded her mouth with growing ferocity, growing energy, growing eagerness. But as my hands began to travel over her body, over those breasts straining against the front of her black silk shirt, over the tight black leather gripping her hips, she put her hands on my wrists and gently but firmly pushed them away.

“Someone’s excited,” she said. “Were you thinking of me all night?”

“Of course I was,” I said with a scowl. But my scowl did nothing to dampen her smile. If anything, it seemed to make her even happier to see the discomfort I was in.

“Well, if I’m going to tell you about my night, we can’t have you getting too excited. Take your clothes off. I have an idea.”

She didn’t wait for an answer from me. With all that newfound confidence she seemed to get from knowing how desirable she was, Caitlin strode across the bedroom, heading toward her closet. And of course, I did what she wanted. No matter what she said, the idea of sex with her still hovered in my mind, spurring me on to do whatever it took. Why else would she want me me naked? By the time she turned around from the closet, I had my clothes off, my rockhard cock sticking up like a ramrod from between my thighs.

Her eyes dropped down to it, sparking and flashing at the sight of my arousal. Even though she knew how I was feeling, it seemed to excite her to have the visible proof there in front of her. She stepped toward me, her skirt stretching and shining with every movement, and it wasn’t until she got closer to me that I saw she had grabbed something from the closet. A long leather belt that she held in both hands, the wicked smile on her face making me feel aroused and a little nervous at the same time.

“You really are excited,” she grinned. “But you’re going to need to control yourself, for a little while. Here. Give me your hands.”

I hesitated, of course. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but recent events told me to put nothing past my wicked wife. And yet, I was so excited by all this that any kind of resistance I might present was little more than an empty show. I wanted this. I wanted her. And no matter what misgivings I might have, it was clear that I was going to go along with whatever I had to, to get what I needed.

So I held out my hands. And Caitlin, surprisingly gentle in her movements, brought them together in front of me. Then, she fed the end of the belt through the buckle and put the loop over my wrists, pulling it tight.

I stared at her in astonishment as she wrapped the belt around my wrists. She had never been kinky like this before. Then again, I supposed I could just add that to the ever-growing list of things I had never thought my wife would do. It was like she was a different person now, naughtier and more creative and, honestly, sexier than ever.

Caitlin’s smile never faltered, not even for a moment. She tied the belt off around my hands, then put her hands on my bare chest and pushed me back toward the bed. I sat down, my cock bouncing with the motion, and she loomed over me, grinning down at me, looking sexier than ever as she stood above me fully clothed, and I sat in front of her, naked and bound.

“Stay,” she said. Her eyes widened slightly as she said it, as if she were giving me a warning, but again, that deviant little smile never faltered, undercutting the threat in her words. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t going anywhere. I was desperate to see how this played out, fascinated to see what my wife decided to do next. And I watched from the bed, as horny as ever as she returned to the closet and grabbed another belt. She carried it back toward me.

Her skirt grew tighter as she climbed onto the bed with me. Kneeling, she tied the new belt to the one that bound my wrists together, then reached toward the headboard of the bed. I scooted along the mattress as she used the new belt to tie my hands to the frame of the bed. I lay on the mattress with my arms above my head, tied down, helpless while she kneeled above me. It was so hard, so exciting, so thrilling to be at her mercy like this. At the mercy of a woman who, I felt sure now, had spent last night having sex with another man.

Caitlin bent her body down toward me, sitting there on the mattress on her side with her legs pulled up beneath her. Supporting herself on one hand, she reached out with the other, and I gasped as she ran her fingers over my cock. She giggled to herself, pleased by how easy it was to toy with me, and I lay trembling on the bed, helpless and desperate to feel more of that teasing touch.

“Well, it was a really fun night,” she said, looking at me. “I think I probably had as much fun as you did with Charlotte. Which is really saying something, isn’t it?”

Like she was reminding herself what I had done with her friend, as if that justified her own infidelity. I was wise to what she was doing, but ultimately, it didn’t really change anything. After all, she was right. Even if she had used Charlotte as bait to trick me into this, even if her plan all along had been to get me to cheat on her so she could justify cheating on me. I had known that at the time, and I had still done it, and now the consequences had arrived to drive me crazy with frustration.

“As you know, it was that guy picked up in the bar that night,” Caitlin went on. And I groaned again. Her hand never stopped moving on my cock, these light little strokes that were barely there keeping me frustrated, keeping me desperate for more while she unfolded this outrageous story.

“He took me out to a fancy restaurant, but honestly, I didn’t have much of an appetite. I mean, we weren’t really there for the food. And he was so flirty, so aggressive. God, he wanted me so badly. I mean, I knew that. I knew that the night we met. But he was really pushing hard last night.”

Caitlin giggled as I groaned again.

“He was already hitting on me before we even got our first drinks. He kept talking about his hotel room, and how I should go back there. And… Well, a girl has her limits. I mean, he’s quite handsome, and he wanted me so badly. And honestly, I thought of you back here, waiting for me, and it only made it hotter.

“I mean, I had my doubts. I still wasn’t sure I was going to go through with it. But then, the night went on, and he was so persistent. At one point, he reached under the table and put his hand on my leg. And I have to be honest. Sparks.”

Caitlin smiled down at me, sweeping her blonde hair back behind one ear. Still wearing last night’s clothes, still wearing last night’s makeup, messed up now from the adventure she was telling me about. She still looked ravishing, of course. Maybe even more so. I stared up at her, trying to read the story she was about to tell me in her beautiful face, and I felt like I could see the sex she had had in the patterns of her smudged makeup.

But still that mania was on me that made me need to hear it. Besides, now, I didn’t have any choice. Caitlin was completely in control, basking in this newfound sense of power as she kept me tied to the bed, her prisoner until she decided to free me.

“He had his hands all over me,” Caitlin went on, still studying my face to see my reaction. “Everyone in the restaurant could see. But I didn’t try to stop him. It was such a turn-on, being wanted like that. Knowing that he knew I was married, and didn’t care. He wasn’t going to let it stop him. And I think he guessed that neither was I.

“His hand kept moving on my leg. Sliding over this tight leather skirt. And I’ll be honest, honey. It made me so wet.”

As she spoke, Caitlin lifted her hand from my cock for a moment, running it over her thigh and the skirt that covered her skin. But not for long. Soon she returned that teasing hand to my manhood, drawing another long groan of pleasure out of me as she carried on with her story.

“We got appetizers, and then more drinks. And then, he said we should just get dinner and go back to his hotel room. And you know what I said?”

“Yes,” I groaned, and cleared my throat. “You said yes.”

Of course she did. I knew it. Where else had she been all night? Caitlin smiled in silence for a while, letting the moment hang, letting my fears torment me just for a moment before she confirmed them all.

“That’s right,” she said, tightening her grip on my cock. “I went back to his hotel room. And the minute we got through the door, he was absolutely all over me. Hands everywhere. Kissing me everywhere. Practically tearing these clothes off. Oh my God, he just couldn’t wait to fuck your naughty little wife.”

I let out another long groan, part despair, part pleasure, as she ran her hand up and down my cock again. Caitlin bit her lower lip, smiling down at me, absolutely loving what was happening.

Then, she let go. She rose up on her knees, and I watched as she pulled her black shirt out from her tight skirt, unbuttoning the few buttons that held it together and shrugging it off her shoulders. The skirt came next, the tight leather clinging to her hips as she wiggled her way out of it, sliding it off her legs and tossing it on the floor. Underneath, she wore no panties, her pussy visibly wet as she climbed on top of me, straddling me where she had me tied to the bed. And I gazed up at her in astonishment, barely able to believe that this woman was my wife.

She grinned down at me, her blonde hair hanging down on either side of her face, her legs spread and the head of my cock pressing against the wet and tempting entrance of her pussy.

“He fucked me so good, honey,” she said, almost groaning herself as she spoke. “He was amazing. He made me cum so many times, and every time he did, I thought of you back here at home, wishing you had me.”

Then she leaned further down, her soft hair tickling my bare chest, her lips close to my ear as she spoke.

“At least you get to have me now,” she whispered. “And if you’re wondering where my panties are, he kept them as a trophy.”

Making Up With A Hotwife

Caitlin was unstoppable. She was like a force of nature, totally swept up in outrageous desire. And I absolutely loved it. Even though what I was hearing was burning me up from the inside, sending shockwaves of shame racing through my restrained body.

I couldn’t ignore that, but what was even more pressing was the pleasure I felt. Lying there underneath her, having her want me so badly that she would tie me down to the bed to have me was such a thrill, I could barely even wrap my mind around it. And of course, I didn’t have to. For once, I didn’t have to think about what had happened or ask myself whether this was too much, too far, whether it threatened the very fabric of our marriage. The sex had a way of sweeping all of that aside, at least temporarily.

And in that moment, the temporary was all I cared about. In that bright burning bliss, there was no future, and barely any past. There was just one eternal Now, an everlasting moment that was about nothing else except how good it felt.

Caitlin felt the same way. It was rare that she lost herself in sex so completely. Or at least, it had been. But now that we were exploring, it seemed to be getting more common. These games were transforming our lives completely, changing the way we interacted with each other and even how we felt about ourselves. And it wasn’t like my wife had been a prude before. She had always been a willing partner for sex, bucking the stereotype that really beautiful women aren’t always the best in bed.

But she had never been like this. Not even close. She had never been so uninhibited, so wild, so selfish. And the magic of it all was that the more selfish and cruel she was, the more I wanted her, and the better the sex became.

She rode up and down on top of me, screaming like a banshee. This time, I didn’t try to hold anything back. I was far too worked up for that. Too turned on to even contemplate trying to resist what I knew was irresistible anyway, the wild orgasm that was rising up inside me. But still, it didn’t happen right away.

Caitlin, meanwhile, seemed even more keyed up than I was. And the fact that she had spent all night having sex with a stranger seemed to make her want more, not less. She grabbed at her big boobs in a way that looked almost painful, her eyes squeezed tight shut, the tendons in her neck standing out under the skin as she howled at the ceiling in what looked almost like rage, if I hadn’t known better. But I did, of course. I knew it was just an explosion of pleasure unlike any other, her bliss taking her in its grip and not letting go until she exploded with it.

She did. I heard her cries echo in our bedroom, watched her body shiver and shake as she came. And I felt it too, of course. I felt the way her pussy clamped around my cock, gripping tightly as her body responded. Her orgasm sent pulsating waves of pleasure up and down my shaft, making me groan even more, making me squirm underneath her. But the belts she had tied around my arms and the weight of her body held me in place. Not that I really wanted to escape, anyway. And if I had been able to take exactly what I wanted in that moment, it would’ve been nothing except more of the same. All of this ecstasy, all of her moans and cries of passion, more of this incredible feeling of bliss there was lighting me up from the inside.

It was like magic. A strange, dark form of magic that neither of us could really understand, but could undoubtedly feel. It was sex and jealousy and rage and fear, all rolled into one, as if every emotion I had ever had was condensed into one explosive feeling.

Caitlin rode the waves of physical pleasure as she rode my cock at the same time, gasping and moaning, her eyes opening briefly to look down at me with a kind of disbelief. As though even she couldn’t believe what she had unleashed, couldn’t wrap her head around what we had started here. I certainly couldn’t. And yet, there we were.

I let out a long growl of my own that almost harmonized with the breathless moans and gasps she was still making. Her orgasm was still glowing in her face and rising like heat from her body as my own arrived, and I snarled like an animal as my pulsing cock pumped my cum deep inside my wife’s beautiful body. She gasped as she felt it, even though she knew it was coming. Even though she knew exactly what she was doing to me. And she took so much pleasure in doing it, so much obvious joy shining in her face at just how desirable she was, just how badly I wanted her.

As my climax subsided, Caitlin sighed. She was still sitting astride me, my cock still leaking inside her as she smiled down at me. There was a look of triumph on her face now, my cruel little wife so pleased with what she had done, the situation she had engineered. And maybe that made sense. After I had cum, I felt a wave of remorse wash over me, and another wave of fear. Caitlin had cheated on me. Exactly what I had never wanted to happen, exactly what I might’ve feared in the darkest recesses of my brain. Now, it had happened. And it didn’t make me love her any less. Quite the opposite.

But after orgasm, once the heat of the moment had died down, I gained a horrible clarity that forced me to confront this new chapter of our lives. There was no sign that Caitlin felt the same way. Not a hint of remorse or regret on that beautiful glowing face. Not a trace of doubt about what she had done.

That, somehow, was sexy, too. I couldn’t understand why I wanted this, why it turned me on to think of my wife being such an evil bitch. But it did. And she was playing the role beautifully. So gorgeous and cruel and in control, so pitiless, so pleased with herself. I would never in my life have thought to ask for something like this, would never have imagined getting any kind of joy out of such an unthinkable situation. But now, I felt like I couldn’t ask for anything more.

And my desire had not gone away. Immediately following my orgasm, I had had that moment of clarity, of fear and doubt. But looking at her sitting on top of me, feeling her wet pussy still wrapped around my cock, soon reignited that same fire. I couldn’t resist her. I didn’t want anything more than this, to be inside her, to be admiring that beautiful body, to be giving my wife the sexual pleasure she now seemed to crave so much, she was willing to step outside of our marriage to get it. It made her so sexy, so desirable, so exciting, that I couldn’t even get soft in her presence.

Caitlin leaned forward, bending my cock back toward my stomach as she moved. Her big breasts hung down over my face as she reached for the belts tying my hands together. She giggled as my mouth moved over that soft skin, worshiping those big boobs while she balanced precariously on top of me.

“Stop it, you’re distracting me,” she said. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. And I knew she didn’t really want me to.

Finally, she untied the belts that held by arms against the headboard. As she sat up, I pulled my bound hands down over my head, holding them out toward her. Smiling happily, she untied the second belt and began to unwrap it from around my wrists.

And as she slid the end of the belts out through the buckle, I made my move.

As the belt came loose, I hurled it aside, letting it clatter to the floor. Kaitlin yelped as I took hold of her, sitting up a little and wrapping my arms around her skinny waist. I threw her down onto the bed beside me, rolling over on top of her as I did. She stared up at me with wide eyes, a smile on her face, as I pinned her down on the mattress. I took her wrists in my hands, pushing them above her head just like mine had been tied only moments before. I took both of her wrists in one of my hands, squeezing them tight, and she struggled to break free, but not all that hard. With my other hand, I took hold of her throat, and her eyes flashed as they looked up into mine.

“Oh no,” she said, “am I in trouble?”

“More than you know, you little slut.”

Her eyes widened even more at that, and honestly, it almost caught me by surprise too. I hardly knew where the word came from. Not so long ago, I would never in a million years dream of calling my wife something like that. Then again, not so long ago, she would never have done anything to deserve it. Now she had, and what else was she if not that?

For one absurd moment, I wondered if I had gone too far. Then I remembered just how far she had gone, and that rage came back, married as it was to my wild desire. It was an intense, animalistic feeling, this sense of anger combined with desire that was only getting sharper as I looked down at this goddess lying underneath me.

“Then I guess I need to be punished, don’t I?”

And now there was no doubt. There was still a smile on Kaitlin’s face, and if anything, it had grown bigger. She was so turned on by this, turned on by me taking control, just as she was turned on by taking that control away from me. There were labyrinths of desire hidden inside my wife, it seemed, endless caverns that I was only just starting to explore. But what a thrilling feeling it was.

And if she wanted an animal, that was exactly what she was going to get.

Kaitlin yelped again as I lunged forward, thrusting my cock deep inside her. I felt her cry under my hand, her throat swelling with it, and I squeezed a little harder. She gasped at the way my fingers and thumb sank into the sides of her neck, her eyelids fluttering as she half-closed her eyes, rolling them in pleasure at the same time. There she was, spread out underneath me, her breathing getting laboured as I squeezed her throat and fucked her, loving every minute of it.

And of course, pleasure was rising inside me, too.

I held nothing back. I wasn’t gentle. I wasn’t caring. I wasn’t loving. I was nothing like the man she married, there husband she loved. I fucked her. I fucked like I didn’t even know her, like I didn’t care even a little bit about how she felt. Like she was a piece of meat for me to hold down and devour, to use for my own pleasure and not give her feelings a second thought.

And in that constant paradox of sex, that made her feel better than anything else. Even though I didn’t try to hold anything back, she came again before I did, her body melting in an eruption of pleasure, the sheets underneath us soaking up the hot flood of her juices and my hard cock surging inside her. But my own climax was never far behind. Again, I growled like some wild thing as I spurted my cum into her, her legs wrapped around my waist, the smooth skin of her thighs sliding over mine as we writhed.

Relaxing my grip on her throat, I collapsed on top of her. The room echoed to our panting, hers and mine, as we lay that together in a pool of sweat and other fluids, slowly trying to recover from sex that seemed so monumental, it was hard to believe. It was hard to believe it had taken so long to discover this, when it felt this great. We might’ve gone our whole married lives without ever really reaching these heights, or lows, depending on how you look at it. And if we never knew the difference, maybe that wouldn’t matter. But now we did. Now the door stood wide open, and we knew what lay on the other side of it, and if there was no going back from here, if we would never be able to forget that we had both had sex with other people, what followed from that was also true. Neither of us, I knew, were ever going to forget tonight. Neither of us were ever going to forget how good the sex was, and why. And even if I had wanted to deny it, even if I had wanted to avoid the truth of how I felt, I wouldn’t be able to now. Caitlin would always know how much it turned me on to know that she had cheated on me. Nothing was ever going to change that.

Slowly, I rolled off her. She sighed softly as my cock slipped easily out from between her swollen lips, more of our combined juices spilling on the bed underneath us as I flopped down beside her. I stared at her, lost in her beauty. Lost in the radiance of her face glowing with orgasm, her whole body saturated with pleasure. Those turbulent feelings were back in my heart, those fears and doubts creeping in. But she was never going to be anything less than absolutely gorgeous to me, and somehow, that made everything okay.

Caitlin turned her face toward me and smiled. Her eyes flickered over my face, reading my expression the way she sometimes did. She bit her lower lip, but for once, it was less about desire and more about their own sense of naughtiness. And she reached out, running a gentle hand up and down my arm, wanting to touch me, to be close to me, not in spite of what had happened, but because of it.

“Holy fuck,” she said. “How amazing was that?”

“Amazing,” I said, shaking my head while she giggled. Because I knew that she guessed the truth. I almost regretted it, almost wished he wasn’t as incredible as it was. But things are what they are, and not always what we want them to be.

“So how does it feel? Officially being a cuckold?”

“Don’t say that,” I scowled, but Kaitlin just laughed again.

“What? That’s what they call it. That’s what Charlotte told me.”

“Maybe you need to stop hanging around with her so much.”

But my wife knew I wasn’t serious. In some ways, this whole thing was Charlotte’s fault, but if that was true, then she deserved the credit for it too. Honestly, it was hard to decide if the best sex of my life was what had just happened between me and Kaitlin, or whether it was that time I got to have sex with both of them. But either way, both had happened since Charlotte’s wedding, since she introduced my wife to her unconventional lifestyle. I wasn’t about to thank her for that, but I couldn’t realistically be mad at her for it either.

“You’re not the only one,” Caitlin said, as if that was supposed to make me feel better. “Look at Joe.”

“Yeah, but… I don’t know. It’s hard to take.”

“Why? You get to have your fun with Charlotte, too. You cheated first.”

“I know,” I groaned, well aware of how she had engineered that whole situation to use it just like she was using it now, as leverage for her own infidelity. “I know. But it’s… Embarrassing. A man should be able to satisfy his wife.”

“Oh, honey,” Caitlin said. “You do. I mean, was that ever in doubt? Look at me.”

I looked. I had never stop looking. And looking at her now, I knew exactly what she meant. She was the absolute picture of a sexually satisfied woman, every inch of her skin seeming to glow with the unignorable light of passion and pleasure. I could still feel her juices cooling on my skin, could smell them hovering in the air of the bedroom. I could see the huge wet patch underneath her where she lay on the bed. No, Caitlin’s satisfaction was not in doubt, certainly not tonight. And as ridiculous as it might be, it did give me a little glow of pleasure in my heart to contemplate that.

“Yeah, but… Another guy. Knowing someone else out there had you… It just burns me up.”

“Really? See, I don’t feel that way about it at all. I think it’s kind of sexy that you had fun with Charlotte. And watching you guys was hot as hell. I kind of like knowing that other women want my man, and that he can make them cum as well as he can me.”

“I guess we’re just different that way.”

“I guess so. You can’t deny that that was amazing.”

“Yeah, it was,” I admitted.

“Did you find it sexy even a little bit? Thinking of me out there with another guy? I know you liked the way I looked. I know you got super turned on watching me get ready. Did you think of me getting fucked?”

She really leaned on the curse word, as if she wanted to emphasize it. Or as if she wanted to emphasize just how comprehensively she got worked over by the stranger. I tried to keep my face calm, but inwardly I cringed at what she was saying. And yet, it never occurred to me to say anything except the truth. I don’t know why. I guess I just intuitively saw that there was no point lying, that if this was going to work at all, we had to be completely open and honest with each other about everything. Even when it was embarrassing, or potentially painful. Maybe especially then.

“It was hot,” I finally said, my voice quiet as if I didn’t want to say too loudly, as if I didn’t want her to hear. But of course, she did. And my words confirmed everything she had suspected. Telling her, I knew, exactly what she had wanted to hear.

“I thought so. And I thought it was so sexy too. Going out there like that, all dressed up. It’s like being single again, except not. I’ve already met the love of my life. I have the perfect man to come home to. And the fact he lets me fuck other guys is just the icing on the cake.”

Again, I almost winced at her words, but her hand kept sliding up and down my arm, as if the motion could help smooth out the complex feelings her words were stirring inside me. Maybe it even worked, a little. Lying there in our damp bed, I didn’t exactly feel good about what she was saying. But it seemed to make more sense when she said it than it did when I thought about it in the privacy of my own head.

“So you’re planning to do this again?”

Caitlin paused before answering me. She looked into my eyes, her lips twitching as she formed words that she then decided not to say. And I waited in breathless silence, not even knowing which way I wanted the coin to fall. Not knowing what I wanted to hear her say, and not at all sure that if she decided that this was a one-time thing, never to be repeated, I wouldn’t one day come to regret that decision.

“That depends,” she said softly. “Can you handle it? I know it isn’t easy for you. I didn’t think it would be, and I think it’s so sweet that you’re jealous of these other guys. And honestly, I find that sexy too. She is one of the thrill of it all, for me. I’m just a bad girl, I guess. I like driving you crazy. I like teasing you until you can’t take it. I don’t want to stop. But if you do…”

Caitlin broke off, the hand now still on my arm. For the first time in what felt like a long time, she looked away from me, looking down at the bed between us. Looking at nothing in particular while her mind worked on what she wanted to say, on the complex feelings she, too, was having. From the outside, it might look like she was so much more sure of herself and of what she was doing, but in that moment, I could see that she had her own doubts and fears. Maybe she was just better at dealing with them than I was.

“If you want to stop, we’ll stop,” she said, raising her eyes to meet mine again. “We can’t undo what we’ve done. But we’ve both had a little bit of extramarital fun. We can call it even. One slutty night for both of us. I can leave it at that, if you can.”

Yes, part of me said. Yes, yes, over and over again. Maybe the more rational part of myself, the part that could think clearly without being swayed by the desperate desire for sex and the beauty of the satiated woman lying next to me. Or maybe it was just the more fearful part. The part that resisted anything new, the part that told me to stay with what I had because it was safer than taking a risk that might lead to something even better. Was I being careful, or cowardly? I didn’t know. I couldn’t know, and that was part of what made this so exciting. That’s part of what makes life worth living, the fact that our decisions matter. That there are consequences to everything we say and do, and we can’t always know, when we make a decision, where it will lead us.

Caitlin waited on my answer, and I could feel her nervousness now. She had been admirably clear about what she wanted; I had to give her that. And even if she hadn’t, I could see it in her face. How happy this made her, how sexy it made her feel. I remembered Charlotte at the wedding, her gorgeous body displayed by that provocative wedding dress, the confidence that seemed to rise from her like steam as she worked the room, knowing every man in there wanted her. Knowing she could have any of us if she chose. Of course it was sexy. Of course it was hard to resist. And I had seen that same attitude in my wife, and glimpsed a future where Caitlin behaved just like her kinky friend, and I was past trying to deny that it excited me.

“No. We can do it again,” I said, barely able to even believe what I was saying as the words fell from my mouth. “We just… We need to be careful. There needs to be some rules.”

“Rules? Oh, I have plenty of those.”

“Yeah, I bet you do.”

Caitlin laughed, and at the same time, wiggled her way toward me on the bed. She wrapped her arms around me, kissing me slowly, deeply.

“Thank you,” she whispered, and kissed my cheek after saying it. “This is going to be so amazing.”

“I hope so,” I said.

Kaitlin kissed me again, more urgently this time. And again, and then again. I could feel desire rising in the room with us, almost unbelievably, after everything that had happened. After all the orgasms the two of us had had in such a short space of time.

But there was no denying it, and no resisting it. No way to stop the rising flood of lust I could feel inside me, just as I could feel it inside her. Her lips and her hands moved over my body as if weaving a spell, and as always, I was fully enchanted. It was so easy for her, so simple to get me on board with whatever she wanted, but for once, I didn’t feel like that was what was going on. Instead, this seemed like a true expression of her desire, the wild situation we found ourselves in turning her on so much that she just couldn’t help herself.

And my body responded. Even though, after all the orgasms I had had, my cock should have been useless, somehow, Caitlin had exactly the right formula to bring it back to life. Reaching down my body, she took hold of it, stroking it gently but with growing urgency, and soon, I felt it swelling in her hand. She smiled as she manipulated me, loving every moment of this fearsome power she held, loving it even more because she knew what it meant. That she could get away with anything. She could have affairs with other men, and not only would I allow it, but it would make me want her more.

With a groan, I rolled over toward her and took her in my arms. I got on top of her again, and she smiled up at me, welcoming my touch, welcoming every moment of this.

And this time, I didn’t fuck her like an animal. There was no bondage, no pinning anyone down, no choking or biting or growling.

No, this time, it was sweet and tender and loving. This time, we made love. As if I had reclaimed her body from her last lover with my earlier ferocity, and now, I could treat her like I always did. Like exactly what she was: a woman I loved more than anything, more than life itself.

Slowly, our rising moans echoed through the night, and our lips met over and over again, and we kissed and held each other and basked in that magical feeling of being totally in sync, totally caught up in desire for one another, totally in love. If this was what it meant to be a cuckold, maybe it wasn’t so bad after all.
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