
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2025

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!


Table of Contents

Their First Party

Asking For Permission

The Swingers’ Party

Enjoying The Show             38

A Cuckold’s Reward             50


Caitlin’s Game: Parts 13-17

Their First Party

Here we go again.

That was what I thought, or part of what I thought, anyway, as I watched my wife once again prepare herself for an adventure outside our marriage.

It wasn’t like I had gotten used to it. Maybe you never get used to something like that. And maybe I didn’t want to get used to it, suspecting as I did that a huge part of the thrill of what we were doing lay in the naughtiness and kinkiness of Caitlin’s game.

But there was some undeniable familiarity to the scene as I sat in our bedroom, watching my wife get ready once again.

These days, not many things seemed to make Caitlin happier than this. Floating around our bedroom fresh out of the shower, her hair dried and styled to perfection, her makeup enhancing her already beautiful features. Picking out outfits to make herself look sexy for someone other than me.

Though of course, it wasn’t like I was completely cut out of the loop, I thought. She didn’t ask me to watch, but she didn’t ask me not to, either. And I felt like I couldn’t help but do it, no matter what. There was something so enticing about watching her transform herself, taking her already formidable natural beauty and turning it into something almost supernaturally desirable. She could look absolutely amazing when she wanted to, I knew. And tonight, I knew she wanted to.

“What do you think?”

Caitlin stood over by the closet, wrapped in her towel, holding a blue dress out in front of her. I looked at it, imagining that fabric draped over her skin. It was small, one of many dresses from my wife’s provocative collection. I had never seen her wearing it before, but that wasn’t exactly rare, either. Caitlin had a taste for clothes that, in normal times, outstripped the occasions she got to wear them to. Maybe that was some hidden benefit of the life we were living now. All these dates my wife was going on were giving her a chance to wear a lot of new things.

“It’s short,” I said, and Caitlin smiled. The dress fluttered as she lowered it, walking across the room toward the bed where I sat.

“Good,” she said. “That’s the idea.”

Putting the dress down on the mattress, she unwrapped the towel around her body. She let it fall to the floor, letting me see her nakedness. My eyes travelled all over her body, as always, taking it all in. Somehow, it was always the first time. Somehow, I never got used to the shock of that beauty, those curves, that hungry desire they invariably sparked in me. It was like she was only getting more beautiful with time. As stunning as she had been when we first met, I was more attracted to Caitlin now than I had been then, if such a thing were possible.

And lately, that was even more true. Now she was this insatiable slut, and it made her so sexy, I could hardly even stand it.

“Push-up bra, of course,” Caitlin said, almost as if she were talking to herself. But I knew better. This was all part of the game, like some carefully choreographed dance. She wanted to turn me on, even if she had no intention of doing anything with that desire, at least not right away. In fact, maybe she especially wanted to turn me on then.

Her big breasts bounced as she walked over toward the dresser where she kept her underwear, her hips swaying from side to side with every step she took. Her perfumed skin was glowing, and it was all I could do not to groan as she opened the drawer and bent over it, her big round ass seeming to grow even bigger and rounder as I stared right at it. My cock was already bulging in my pants, my desire already running dangerously high. We had a long, long night ahead of us.

Caitlin pulled her bra out of her drawer and wrestled her magnificent boobs into it, adjusting the cups and closing the fastener. I stared without even a modicum of restraint at the incredible cleavage the bra gave her, almost whimpering at the thought that other people would get to see it. And maybe do more than just see it, too. My wife wanted to look provocative, wanted to be sexy, and she wanted everyone who saw her to know that she was available for fun with anyone who caught her eye. I was trying my best to deal with that, but it seemed like it was never going to get easy.

“Matching panties, too,” Caitlin said, continuing to narrate her dressing as she reached into the drawer and found the partner for her bra. “Even though it’s going to cost me a fortune if people keep taking these from me. I wonder what he’s doing now, that guy I fucked last week. I wonder if he’s thinking about me. I wonder if he still has my panties.”

Caitlin glanced across the room at me as she spoke, and giggled. She could pretend to be nonchalant all she wanted, but I knew those words were for me, specifically designed to make me jealous. To drive me crazy. And it worked, of course. I cringed at the thought of some guy out there remembering his wild night of sex with my wife, remembering the married slut he had fucked in his hotel room. And if he ever forgot, he had a pair of Caitlin’s panties to remember her by. I felt the hairs on the back of my neck bristling with silent rage as I contemplated that, and my wife knew she was playing a dangerous game. But she had abundant faith in her ability to handle me. And after all, she was right to have it.

I watched her pull her panties up her legs, wiggling her hips as she pulled them into place. Both bra and panties were a kind of dark green, decorated with abundant lace. A sexy lingerie set that made me want her even more as I stared at her, as if somehow, the provocative garments were even sexier than seeing her naked. But looking, for now, was all I was going to get to do.

Dressed in her underwear, Caitlin moved slowly back across the room toward me. She was staring right at me, and there was a new fire smouldering in her beautiful blue eyes. Her hips swayed slowly with every step she took, her breasts bouncing in the push-up bra, every move she made calculated to turn me on even more, to make me want her, to drive me wild with lust. It never failed. And she stood in front of me where I sat on the bed, her hands on her hips, her fingers slowly sliding down over the lacy front of her panties. Teasing herself as she teased me, as her confidence grew, fuelled in part by the look of pure desire on my face when I looked at her. She wasn’t just getting into an outfit. She was getting into a new persona, the confident, naughty, sexy persona she needed to do what she planned to do.

Caitlin lifted a foot from the floor and placed it high on my thigh. I was already fully dressed, in slacks and a button-down shirt, but my wife could clearly see the way my cock formed a visible tent in those pants, and she giggled as she rubbed her bare toes against it, making me groan.

“Do you think they’re going to like me at this party?”

“They’re going to love you,” I said. And, unable to help myself, I reached out and ran my hands up the muscular calf of her leg, feeling the softness and smoothness of her skin, all of it only serving to make me even more crazy with desire.

Caitlin giggled. And then, shifting her weight a little, she leaned further forward. Reaching out, she placed one hand on my shoulder, and at first, I thought it was to help her balance. But then, she closed her fingers around the back of my neck and pulled me closer to her. Pulling my face toward that panty-covered pussy, so that I could smell the soap of her shower and the perfume she had applied, and underneath it all, the smell of her. That intoxicating scent that I knew so well, that smelled in some ways like home, and in other ways like the wildest pleasure imaginable. I breathed it in deeply with every breath I took, inhaling her as if I wanted to absorb her completely, atom by atom.

“I wonder if someone’s going to take these panties off me tonight,” she said in a soft voice that dripped with seduction. “But it won’t be you.”

“Why not?” I said. I hated the desperation I could hear my voice, but I couldn’t help myself, the words just bursting out of me. And they made Caitlin laugh.

“Because you’re my cuck, that’s why,” she grinned.

I cringed at the word, just like she knew I would. It wasn’t like it mattered. Whatever you called it, I was a man whose wife enjoyed sleeping with other men. The name was the least of my concerns, or should have been. But it just conjured up visions of such patheticness to me as it came from those beautiful shapely lips.

Of course, that was exactly why she said it.

“But you can kiss me, if you like,” Caitlin went on, her glowing eyes looking almost closed under her painted lids as she looked down at me. “Go ahead and kiss my panties. Be gentle.”

It didn’t even occur to me to say no. Before I even knew what I was doing, I was leaning forward, pressing my lips against the lace pattern on the front of her underwear. She chuckled, and I kissed again, a little lower this time. Through the fabric, I could feel the shape of her lips, her pussy separated from me by the thinnest scrap of lace, and my cock surged even harder against her toes as she stood above me, thrusting her hips forward, driving me crazy with what I could almost but not quite have.

“See? You can be a good boy when you want to. And you get so obedient when you want me like this.”

It was true, of course. Another shameful twist to what was going on between us, another source of cringing embarrassment to me, unable as I was to deny the truth. When I wanted Caitlin like this, she could get me to do just about anything. And these days, I wanted her like this almost all the time.

I didn’t answer her. There was nothing I could say. Instead, I went on kissing, smelling the clean smell of the fabric and the clean smell of her skin and running my hand up and down her leg, desperate for any part of her she would give me.

And she seemed in a giving mood, at least a little. Releasing her grip on the back of my neck, she abruptly turned away from me, placing both feet on the floor again. She turned to look down at me from over her shoulder, sweeping her long hair out of the way with one hand. Then, she placed a finger on her ass, the long nail sinking just a little into the muscular flesh. The panties she wore had a thong back, so her entire ass was exposed to me, and each flawless cheek almost made me drool with how badly I wanted her.

“Kiss my ass, cuck,” she said. And there was a new note of command in her voice, a kind of sureness that hadn’t been there before.

I looked up at her in astonishment. It wasn’t like her to play the dominatrix, although lately these days, it wasn’t exactly unheard-of, either. And I’ll admit, it was always sexy when she did. I still had misgivings about being bossed around by her, but I knew it turned her on so much. And I knew how badly I wanted her. Doing what Caitlin said was always the best way to get what, at this point, I felt I needed more than anything else.

I leaned further forward. Placing my hands on her broad hips, I pressed my lips against the cheek of her ass, right below her finger. Caitlin laughed out loud, overjoyed with her power over me and this act of blushing submission on my part. But after all, it wasn’t the worst command she could possibly give me, not by a long way. If any ass deserved to be adored, it was hers.

“Again, cuck.”

And of course, I kissed her ass again. And again, showering her skin with kisses as my desire got the better of me. The firm feel of her body under my lips was driving me crazy, and Caitlin yelped a little as she felt my teeth on her.

“No biting,” she ordered. “Just nice kisses. I don’t want you leaving a mark.”

So without saying a word, I returned to kissing her, worshiping that glorious ass while she giggled and laughed, lit up with this newfound sense of power.

When she had decided she had had enough, she stepped away from me. Then she moved back toward the bed, picking up the dress and removing it from its hanger. I watched as she unzipped it, pulling it over her body. The dark blue fabric clung to her every curve, conforming beautifully to the hourglass figure underneath. It ended high on her thigh, showing off what looked like miles of those gorgeous legs she had. She was stunning. Just as I knew she would be. And she would be an object of desire for every man who saw her dress like this, and maybe, just maybe, one of them would get to have her.

“Zip me up.”

She didn’t say please. She wasn’t asking anymore. She knew she didn’t need to. Still without saying a word, I stood up and stepped up behind her, reaching for the zipper of her dress. The blue fabric grew even tighter around her as I zipped it up, my hands almost shaking with the force of my desire. And she smoothed the fabric over her body, stepping away from me so that I could admire the full effect of her beautiful blue dress.

Then she sat down on the bed, the skirt of the dress rising even higher on her legs. She snapped her fingers and pointed toward the closet.

“Go get my gold heels.”

She was really getting into bossing me around now. And I heaved a deep breath as I stood there, contemplating telling her where to get off. But part of me knew I never would. After all, why would I draw the line here? I would let my wife sleep with other men, but I wouldn’t let her boss me around? It seemed ludicrous. Besides, it wasn’t like I let her do anything. She just did it, and I was powerless to stop her.

I walked toward the closet and crouched down to rummage through the rack that contained her shoes. So many of them, several pairs for every occasion, including occasions that probably haven’t been invented yet. It took me a while, but I found the ones she was talking about. Gold sandals with a stiletto heel and a network of straps that hung down from the sole on either side. She had worn these before, I was fairly sure, but not often. After all, they were shoes with a limited number of appropriate occasions. Clearly, this party was one.

I carried the shoes back toward my bossy little wife. Her eyes were glowing as she watched me, a barely suppressed smile showing on her full lips. She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t need to. I knew what her next order would be before it came out of her mouth. And I sank to my knees on the floor in front of her, clutching her shoes in my hands, knowing she wanted me to put them on for her.

One after another, I slid the shoes onto her feet. Wrapping the thin straps around her ankles proved to be a difficult task, and she had to give me some terse instructions to help me out. But finally, I got the idea. I tied the straps gently in little bows, one after the other, and Caitlin kicked her legs happily as she watched the shoes sparkle in the bedroom light. Meanwhile, I kept my eyes on her legs, my mouth almost watering as I studied every inch of her body that the skimpy dress revealed.

The sound of our doorbell almost made me jump. And Caitlin’s face lit up, her eyes opening wide and her lips parting to reveal her teeth as she smiled. It wasn’t a surprise. I knew who was on the other side of that door. She couldn’t wait for it, but for me, my stomach was a tangled ball of nervousness to know that Charlotte had arrived.

“Let her in,” Caitlin said. Another order. And again, I did it.

Standing up, I walked out of our bedroom, leaving my gorgeous wife behind as I headed to the front door. And as I swung open the door, I hoped that the bulge of my erect cock wasn’t too visible in the front of my pants, but at the same time, I knew it didn’t matter. I had nothing to hide from Charlotte anymore, just like I had nothing to hide from Caitlin. Both these women knew all too well just how much it turned me on to be treated so badly, just how sexy I found them when they were being mean. That, after all, was the whole point of the game.

I opened the front door, and Charlotte grinned as she saw me standing in front of her. And of course, her eyes dropped almost at once to the bulge in the front of my pants as she looked me up and down. Then again, I did the same to her. My eyes travelled over her body with the same frantic desire they did over Caitlin’s incredible figure. And what I saw was hardly any less enticing than what my wife had already shown me.

Clearly, Charlotte had put in just as much effort with her hair and makeup as Caitlin had. Her vibrant dyed red hair cascaded down one side of her face, carefully styled into gentle waves. Her makeup made her eyes shine, that ever-present naughtiness more visible than ever as she fluttered artificially darkened eyelashes at me. Her lips were a dark red like ripe fruit, drawing my attention inevitably to them, as if she needed the help.

But the rest of her appearance was even more eye-catching. She was wearing a black top with thin straps that had some kind of structure to it that emphasize her feminine figure and pushed her boobs high up on her chest. A kind of bustier, I guess. Along with that, she wore a yellow miniskirt that showed off her sexy legs. Or as much of them as I could see, anyway, through the black mesh of the fishnet stockings that hugged her skin closely. As much as I could see of her legs before they disappeared into the black leather of a pair of high-heeled thigh boots.

She looked incredibly, almost maddeningly sexy. She looked insanely provocative, almost as if she was on her way to go work a corner somewhere instead of to a party. But of course, I knew the kind of party these girls were going to, and I suspected that in that place, Charlotte’s outfit would be entirely appropriate. I couldn’t help but stare as she stepped over the threshold of our front door, her high heels echoing like gunshots as I shut the door behind her.

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom.”

“Good. That will save us some time.”

I didn’t know what Charlotte meant by that, and I didn’t bother to ask. It didn’t seem likely she would tell me anyway. But she stepped down our hallway, her yellow skirt swaying from side to side, the black leather of those hooker boots creaking with every step she took, and I followed. I followed, trying to keep my tongue from hanging out of my mouth as I admired the shape of her body, that gorgeous hourglass she had in common with Caitlin, her ample curves in all the right places, my cock swelling as much as ever inside my suddenly uncomfortably tight pants.

Caitlin was standing when I followed Charlotte into the bedroom. The two women stepped toward each other, embracing, and holding each other at arm’s length to admire the outfits each was wearing.

“You look amazing,” Charlotte said.

“Look at you,” Caitlin replied, looking over her friend’s body. “You look so fucking hot.”

Charlotte giggled, but she had to know it was true. And this wasn’t just the normal barrage of compliments female friends often give each other. They were both telling the truth. They both looked phenomenal, and if Caitlin’s outfit was a little more elegant than Charlotte’s, the other woman’s more than made up for it in pure sex appeal. Looking at them standing there, I felt almost lightheaded with desire, desperate for them both and knowing, with a bitter sting in my heart, that either of them could have any man they wanted, looking like that. And that the lucky man, as Caitlin had already said, wasn’t likely to be me.

Charlotte turned toward me, that familiar look of mischief in her eyes.

“You think he’s ready for this?”

“I don’t know,” Caitlin said, shaking her head slightly. “It might be too much for him.”

“Don’t worry, cuck,” Charlotte said, and I noticed with a stab of anger that she used the same dismissive term for me as my wife had started using recently, something they had probably cooked up between them. “There’ll be lots of pretty women there for you to drool over. Whether you’ll get lucky or not, though, is a different question.”

Charlotte carried a small bag over her shoulder, and as she spoke, she reached into it. Caught up in the way she looked and the things she was saying, I barely paid any attention until I saw her take something out of it. It was a padlock, in the shape of a heart. It was open, and she let it dangle from one finger as she stepped toward me.

“I can see you’re hard already,” she grinned as she stood in front of me. “Why don’t you pull those pants down and let us have a look?”

I didn’t say anything. Just a few weeks ago, that idea would’ve been shocking, but after everything that had happened, that was no longer the case. Still, I hesitated a little. But hope is never far from the heart of a horny man, and stuck in a room with these two goddesses, I was as turned on as ever.

Feeling my wife’s eyes on me, I unzipped my pants. Charlotte chuckled to herself as I produced my cock, visibly hard, desperate for action I still didn’t really believe was coming. As it turned out, I was right not to. Charlotte had other ideas.

“I came up with an idea. I’m going to lock this on you. If you meet someone, you can come see me, and I’ll take it off. But I want you to have to ask.”

As she spoke, she held up the pink heart-shaped padlock in her hand. As I stared at it in disbelief, I could see that it was engraved with a single word: cuck.

“You can’t be serious.”

Charlotte just smiled in response, and over on the bed, Caitlin burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, that’s so kinky,” she said. “Go on, honey, do it. I think that will be so hot.”

I stared at my wife in disbelief. Lately, it sometimes felt like nothing could surprise me, but then, inevitably, something did. Caitlin’s eyes were shining in that way that they had, her face glowing with happiness, and she pressed her hands together in front of herself, weirdly desperate to see this latest display of submission from me.

That seemed to be all the encouragement Charlotte needed. She stepped forward, and I groaned as she reached out and touched my cock. But not to give me pleasure. Instead, she reached down and took hold of my balls instead.

My hands moved instinctively to push her away, but then I reconsidered. There was no point fighting these women. And Charlotte moved quickly to make sure I didn’t have much time to object, placing the lock against my body and swinging the arm into position so that it locked around the top of my scrotum. As she let go of it, it hung from my balls, and I stared down at it in disbelief, hardly able to process what had just happened.

Charlotte stepped back, a smirk on her face as she admired what she had done. And Caitlin stood up, stepping forward to get a closer look. She clapped her hands together with glee at the sight of the lock hanging from my genitals.

“Oh my God, that’s so cute,” she said. “All night long, you’ll know we have your balls locked up. We’ll decide if you get to play with anyone. But you don’t get to decide that about us.”

“That’s right,” Charlotte grinned. Reaching into her bag again, she pulled out a tiny key. I knew at once what it was for. And in my earlier appraisal of her outfit, I had missed the chain that hung around her neck, with a similar key already hanging from it. She threaded the new key onto the necklace, letting it dangle next to the other one, above her spectacular cleavage.

How had I let them talk me into this? How was I letting them get away with this? I didn’t even know. All I knew was that I was so turned on, so desperate for both Caitlin and Charlotte, and the more dominant Charlotte was, the more desperately I wanted her. She looked like a sex goddess, and she was acting like one, taking control of me within seconds of stepping into our house. And the fact that my wife just encouraged it only made it all so much hotter.

“Okay, you can put that away now,” Charlotte said dismissively, a flicker of her eyes indicating my cock. “It’s not getting used yet, I can promise you that much. After all, you don’t need that to be of use to us, do you?”

Again, I said nothing. There was nothing I could say. And both women giggled, basking in their outrageous power over me, knowing there was nothing I could do to stop them.


Asking For Permission

Charlotte was grinning as she stepped away from me. She always took so much pleasure in these moments, basking in her power. It was sexy as hell to give in to Caitlin, to do whatever my wicked wife wanted. But somehow, it was even sexier when Charlotte was the one giving the orders.

Maybe because we weren’t married, weren’t in a relationship. Maybe because I didn’t love her. Anything she and I did together was purely about sex, even when it wasn’t. It turned her on to be cruel to me, and my wife loved using her own formidable persuasive powers to get me to do whatever her friend said.

Charlotte sauntered toward the bed in that loose-hipped way she had, that swaggering movement that told the world she knew just how sexy she was. She sat down on the edge of our mattress, and her tiny skirt rose even higher on her thighs, showing off the top of her thigh-high fishnet stockings. I almost groaned just from that, just from the glimpse of more of her thighs, while my cock surged and ached inside my pants. And of course, both women knew it. They knew how badly I wanted them both, and how just about every movement they made only made me more desperate for them. They relied on it to keep me under their control, and it worked embarrassingly well.

Charlotte was clearly in a mood to flex that control. Slowly, she ran her hands over her thighs, looking straight at me, her skirt sliding ever higher. Then, slowly, she parted her legs.

“I need to get in the mood. Get over here and make me cum, cuck.”

Caitlin howled with laughter at that. Like it was the funniest thing she had ever heard in her life. And maybe from where she was standing, it was pretty amusing. But for me, it was nothing but more humiliation, more embarrassment. Again, that part of me that resented being treated like this bristled, telling me that I should resist, should refuse. But of course, I wouldn’t. Just like being ordered to kiss my wife’s ass earlier, Charlotte was only telling me to do something that, deep down, I wanted to do.

I stepped forward. As I moved, I glanced toward Caitlin, but she just looked back at me with a happy little smile, her arms folded under her magnificent breasts that swelled over the top of her low-cut blue dress. And as I moved closer to Charlotte, Caitlin moved closer to us too. She didn’t want to miss a single detail of what was going on between me and her friend. I remembered what she had said about how watching me with Charlotte didn’t make her jealous the way her being with other men did for me. She enjoyed it. She loved it. As if the idea that her friend wanted me, and that I wanted her, made me more desirable in my wife’s eyes. I didn’t fully understand it, but then again, I didn’t fully understand my own desire either. Why was I letting Caitlin get away with this? Because, for whatever reason, it turned me on. It didn’t have to make sense. The most powerful things often don’t.

I sank to my knees on the floor of our bedroom in front of Charlotte, just like I had to put Caitlin’s shoes on. And those same shoes echoed on the floor as Caitlin stepped even closer, sitting down on the bed beside her friend. Both sets of blue eyes watched me where I kneeled in front of the women, feeling totally subjugated, completely outmatched, and utterly humiliated. And I can see the desire that shone in both of their faces, another reminder of how much they loved being in control, how they loved ordering me around. Especially when they got together. They each encouraged each other, seeming to bring out the dominatrix in both of them. And it wasn’t like I thought of resisting Caitlin very much anyway, but with the two of them together, I knew I had that much less chance of standing up to their deviant desires.

Hesitantly, I leaned forward, reaching toward Charlotte and sliding her yellow skirt higher up her legs. It still felt weird to me, being with anyone but Caitlin. It felt even weirder to me having Caitlin watch while I did it. But it was achingly sexy, for all of us. And my mouth watered as Charlotte parted her toned legs a little more, giving me access to her pussy.

“I didn’t wear any panties,” she said to my wife. “Seemed they would just get in the way.”

“I thought about that myself. But then I thought, what will the guys keep as a trophy?”

Charlotte laughed out loud at that as I cringed.

“You make a good point. But I’m not worried. No one forgets pussy like this. Do they, cuck?”

I stared up at Charlotte with some bitterness, but she just smiled back down at me. Not caring if she made me angry. Knowing that for her, there were no consequences. Her beauty and my desire for her shielded her from anything I might say, giving her, in her eyes at least, the right to demand whatever she wanted.

I leaned further forward, ready to do the task she had given me. But Charlotte’s boot creaked as she lifted a foot from the floor, placing it on my shoulder. The heel dug in a little as she kept me at bay, her pussy brazenly on display now, but just out of my reach.

“I asked you a question.”

She stared down at me challengingly, and again, I thought that this was one of those moments. One of those pivot points when I had a chance to make a stand for myself, and if I didn’t, things would enter another level of the game we were playing. It was like a long descent, like I was sliding down a ramp, and along the way, there were these little handholds I could reach out for, but somehow, never did.

This was another one like that.

“Yes,” I grunted, making the women laugh.

“See? You can be a good boy when you want to be. You just need the right cuckold training. You’re lucky I’m here to give it to you. I’ve already made my husband my bitch, and now I’m going to show your wife how to do the same to you. Now, get licking.”

While Caitlin laughed at her friend’s words, I leaned forward and pressed my mouth against Charlotte’s sex. It tasted just how I remembered, just as enticing, just as erotic. As I slid my tongue over her lips, I could feel that she was already wet, and as I teased her pussy with my mouth, that lust quickly grew. Her free-flowing juices lubricated my mouth as I ran my tongue over her quivering flesh, and after a while, a happy sigh escaped from her lips.

“I like a man who really worships pussy, you know? A guy who eats it like it’s his last meal.”

“Well ,you know what they say,” Caitlin replied. “Practice makes perfect.”

“True. And I think he’s going to be getting a lot of practice. Just like Joe. That’s almost all Joe does these days, you know. If he’s not out doing errands for me or working, he’s got his head between his legs while I tell him all about my latest boyfriend.”

“You’re so mean,” Caitlin said. But her tone gave the game away. If anything, she wholeheartedly approved of what her friend was saying. It excited her, I knew. For that matter, it excited me too. And I could still feel the weight of that padlock locked around my balls, hanging down between my legs as I serviced my wife’s friend.

“Yeah, that’s good,” Charlotte said, running her fingers through my hair and grabbing a fistful of it, tugging on it gently. “Right there. Keep going.”

And of course, I did. It was so demeaning and so sexy to be instructed like this, to be ordered around and basically forced to pleasure this gorgeous woman, and I knew I wouldn’t get anything back. Charlotte seemed to see men as disposable toys who existed for her pleasure, and somehow, she got away with treating them like that. Because she was just too sexy to resist. Because she was just too confident and too powerful to say no to.

And the wet sound of my tongue and lips moving over her body filled our bedroom, and Caitlin watched approvingly as I went down on her friend. The sexual tension in the air was incredible, my cock aching with desire almost as much as my balls did from the weight of Charlotte’s padlock. And that he rose and fell on her chest as she breathed, her breath slowly getting faster, her pleasure slowly getting the better of her. Her juices flowing out of her to shine on my face as I continue to lick, as I thrust my tongue into her tight hole, as I rubbed my face against her.

“Oh fuck,” Charlotte groaned, and her boot creaked loudly in my ear as she draped one leg over my shoulder. I was getting to her, and in the situation I was in, it was about the only power and control that I had, so I clung onto it. I swirled my tongue all over her dripping sex, keeping a steady rhythm and only slowly increasing it, and soon, Charlotte’s moans of ecstasy matched that same rhythm. Like I was playing her body like an instrument. Like I was forcing those moans and groans out of her, even though we all knew she wanted nothing more than that.

I kept licking, and Charlotte kept moaning, and Caitlin kept watching. And after a while, I felt Charlotte’s grip tighten in my hair, felt her thigh pressed tight against my head, felt her pussy tighten around my invading tongue. I felt her orgasm building inside her before I heard it, before her groans of bliss filled our bedroom. Her juices bloomed between her thighs, and I lapped them up, her taste changing as her pleasure peaked.

Gently, she pushed me away. And I sat back on my knees, tasting her in my mouth as she beamed down at me from the bed I share with my wife, her pussy teased to orgasm on command.

“Good boy,” she said. And she pushed herself upright, balancing with some difficulty in her high-heeled boots. She stepped past me, heading toward our bathroom, going to clean herself up.

When she was gone, I looked at Caitlin. My wife was staring at me, a broad grin plastered across her beautiful face.

“She’s amazing, isn’t she?”

“She’s certainly something.”

Caitlin raised her eyebrows as she looked at me.

“Don’t try to deny it. You fucking love eating that pussy, you little slut.”

She smiled as she said it, softening the impact of her words, though only a little. And of course, a big part of the sting of what she was saying came from knowing it was true. I loved Charlotte’s taste, and I loved making her moan, and I loved the way she ordered me to drop to my knees and give her head at the slightest impulse. It would never even occurred to me to do the same to her, as sexy as the idea was. I imagined that if I tried, she would only laugh at me and tell me to fuck off. That was, after all, where their power came from. From my inability to say no to them. From that desire I had that made me want to do whatever they said.

Charlotte returned from the bathroom, and I felt the steady thump of her high heels through the floor I kneeled on before she appeared in front of me. Still smiling, she looked from me to my wife and back again. There was only the faintest flush on her cheeks, the tiniest glow in her eyes, to tell anyone looking that she had just had an orgasm. Other than that, she looked her normal, sexy, beautiful self.

“Shall we go, then?”

Caitlin nodded, and stood, smoothing her blue dress over her legs as she did. And I rose awkwardly to my feet too. Heading to the bathroom, I wiped the remnants of Charlotte’s orgasm off my face, then met the girls over by the door.

I drove. We didn’t really talk about it, about whose car we would take or who would do the driving. It just seemed natural. I got behind the wheel, and Caitlin climbed into the passenger seat, and Charlotte got in the back. The girls chatted as we drove, Charlotte interrupting her stream of conversation occasionally to give me directions.

I said nothing. My stomach was fluttering with fear, my heart vibrating with doubt, and every mile we got closer to our destination, it only got worse. But the women just seemed excited, like they couldn’t wait for what was about to happen. And if I had been them, if I had been as sexy and desirable as they were, maybe I would have felt the same way, too.

It was Charlotte’s idea, of course. She knew far more about this world than either me or Caitlin. Caitlin had jumped at the opportunity. And of course, she hadn’t had too much trouble talking me into it. All she ever had to do was smile, bat those eyelashes, vaguely hint that whatever new adventure she had in mind would get her turned on and might, if I was lucky, lead to me having sex with her. And I would do it. I would do whatever she wanted.

I didn’t know what I was expecting, but I was almost surprised when we arrived at a normal-looking suburban house. As if events like this should be held in Gothic castles or something instead of somewhere so similar to where we lived. But the driveway was full of cars, and the street outside was also crowded, and it took me a little while to find a place to park.

When I did, we all got out, and the sound of high heels echoed in my ears as I walked with the two women toward the house. Caitlin took my arm, beaming at me as if to encourage me. And, to my surprise, Charlotte took the other. Walking up to the door of the house with two gorgeous women on my arms should have been an ego boost, but knowing what I did, it was the opposite. In fact, it felt as much like they were frog marching me toward some new humiliation as it did like any kind of triumph.

Charlotte knocked on the door, and after a moment, it swung open. A woman dressed in black, with her hair cut in a black bob that almost reached her shoulders, smiled in greeting at us.

“Hi, Charlotte,” she said, making me wonder how many times my wife’s friend had been to events like this, how many times she had done crazy kinky things without us knowing about it. “I see you brought your friends.”

“Yeah, this is Dan, and this is Caitlin,” Charlotte said. “Guys, this is Amanda.” While we murmured our hellos, Charlotte spoke to the dark-haired woman again. “They’re new to the scene, but they’re learning a lot. I think they’re ready for the next step.”

“Well, I guess they’ll find out in good time,” Amanda said. “Come in, guys. Get comfortable. Mingle. Remember, we’re all just here to have fun. No one has to do anything they don’t want, but we get to do anything we do want.”

She stepped aside, holding the door wider, and Charlotte led the way inside. Caitlin followed, and I brought up the rear. Again, a voice in my head screamed at me to turn around and leave, but I knew I wouldn’t. I knew I couldn’t. I was in this now, and it felt like there was no stopping it.

Inside, people stood around the house or sat on the furniture with drinks in their hands, making conversation and laughing with each other. Honestly, it was surprisingly normal. Everyone seemed to have put some effort into their appearance, but for now, it was just a normal party. I looked around at the mixed groups of men and women, noticing that, just as Charlotte had promised, there were some attractive women to look at. And I wasn’t exactly surprised to see that many of the outfits the women wore were on the more provocative side. I was allowed – strange way to think of it – to hit on any woman who caught my eye, and do more than just hit on her, maybe. But I felt the weight of that padlock hanging from my balls like a reminder of the inferior position I was in, as if it were Charlotte’s hand holding on to me, keeping me in check. I supposed it wouldn’t really stop me having sex if I wanted to, but it could certainly make things awkward. And certainly make them humiliating. And that, I knew, was all part of the plan.

Charlotte had never been a wallflower. As she and Caitlin walked into the room, I saw several heads turn to look toward them, both male and female. And Charlotte, grabbing Caitlin by the wrist in her excitement, led her toward a group of people it seemed like she knew. I followed, not knowing what to do with myself, as Charlotte made introductions. I barely listened to the names of the people she pointed out. Scott, Lydia, Andrew; a few others. The men were looking wolfishly at my wife, and I felt that anger swirling inside me again. Maybe I wasn’t ready for this. Maybe it was too much, too soon. But we had our arrangement, Caitlin and me. Besides, for whatever reason, I didn’t want to be the one to chicken out.

Scott said something, and everyone laughed. Charlotte added something else, and everyone laughed even more. But for all the seeming normality of the scene, I could feel the tension in the air. Everyone was checking each other out, and given the situation, why wouldn’t they? We all knew what we were there for.

“Drinks are in the kitchen. Go get us some.”

Charlotte’s voice seemed to jolt me out of my little daydream that I had been in. I could tell she was talking to me by the way her tone changed, shifting to a command instead of casual conversation. I bristled at her giving me an order in public like that, just the way I knew I was supposed to. What was I going to do, argue with her? That would only have made me seem even more foolish and drawn attention to the relationship between us.

So I went to the kitchen, where more groups of people stood around and chatted. As I poured out some glasses of wine, I noticed a woman looking in my direction. She had dyed blonde hair that showed dark at the roots, bright red lipstick on, and hazel eyes that flashed coquettishly in my direction. As I filled the second glass, she turned slightly toward me from the group she had been standing with.

“Hello,” she said. “I haven’t seen you at one of these before.”

“First time,” I said, trying with only limited success to force a smile onto my face.

“You’re with someone, I assume?”

“How did you know that?”

“Single men aren’t allowed to attend,” she said with a smirk. “I’m Alice.”

“Dan.”

Her hand was warm and soft as I took it gently in mine. It felt so weird to be talking to another woman with my wife in the building. Even after everything that had happened. Even though I knew I had every right to do this and anything else I felt like. Caitlin could hardly complain. And I knew she wouldn’t. But I couldn’t get my mind off her and off Charlotte, the whole situation throwing off any game I might have had.

“Was it her idea, or yours? I always wonder about that.”

“Hers.”

Alice’s carefully sculpted eyebrows rose on her forehead.

“Really? That’s unusual. Usually it’s the guy who wants to do these kinds of things.”

“Well, it was as much her friend’s idea as anyone’s.”

Alice only smiled more.

“Well, sometimes we all need a little encouragement,” she said. “It can take a while to loosen up with these things. But once you get into the swing of it, if you’ll excuse the pun…”

I smiled halfheartedly. I kept my attention on her, but close behind her, a couple were making out. Loudly and unashamedly. It was the first visible display of affection I had seen at the party, but it felt like it marked a change. From an ordinary gathering to something more sexual, more kinky, darker in some way.

“I don’t know about that.”

Alice looked me up and down as she spoke, and the naked appraisal in that stare made my cock throb, just a little. She was an attractive woman, if not the absolute knockout my wife was. And if nothing else, the scene we found ourselves in seemed to encourage a boldness in women you rarely see anywhere else.

“Well, I can show you the ropes,” she smiled. “Maybe even literally.”

And I did smile at that, in spite of myself. How could I not? It was obvious to me now, this woman was propositioning me. And after all the shame and humiliation I had been through lately, it felt good to be wanted. I knew Caitlin wanted me, of course. Charlotte, too, in her way. But that was all wrapped up in the game, made complicated by everything that was going on between the three of us. There was something fun about being hit on by a stranger. Maybe I understood my wife a little better than I thought.

But there was that weight hanging from my balls, the slight weight of the padlock Charlotte had locked in place. I hadn’t forgotten it, not even for a moment. And now, I remembered what she had said, that I would need to come and find her and ask for the key that hung around my neck to unlock it if I wanted to do anything with anyone. Was I ready to do that? Maybe. Maybe the only way to ensure what was likely to happen tonight was to get some action of my own.

“I’d like that,” I said. “I just have to go talk to someone first.”

“Oh,” Alice said, her crestfallen expression making my heart contract. “I see.”

“No, it’s not like that,” I said hurriedly. “I just – I need to bring these drinks to them, and just check in. But after that –“

“Don’t worry about it,” Alice said, shaking her head. “I should know better, really. Things often get… messy with first-timers.”

“No, it’s not messy,” I said. But already I could see that I had lost her. And now, I was feeling increasingly desperate for something that a moment or two ago, hadn’t even been on the radar.

“Just wait here,” I said. “I’ll be back in just a couple of minutes.”

Alice shrugged, a faint and almost sad smile on her face as she turned back to the group she was with. A glass of wine in each hand, I hurried back out to the living room to find my wife and her friend.

Charlotte and Caitlin were exactly where I had left them. Was it just my imagination, or was Caitlin standing a little closer to one of the men in the group? Charlotte definitely was. Already, Scott had his arm draped around her waist, his hand on her hip, pulling her close. And she was laughing with delight, soaking up the attention the way a flower soaks up the sun.

I moved through the crowd toward them, and handed each of the women a glass of wine. My lip trembled as I looked at Charlotte, while she gazed with obvious excitement at the man standing next to her. I wondered if he already knew he was almost certain to get lucky. I wondered if he knew what a slut she really was.

“Charlotte,” I said, and cleared my throat.

Her blue eyes blazed as she turned them on me, as if reluctant to tear them away from the guy beside her. And although I didn’t look in my wife’s direction, I could feel her looking, too. Taking in every moment, every word and gesture, the way she always did. Studying the way her friend behaved as if memorizing it for her own use later.

“I need to talk to you,” I said.

“No you don’t,” Charlotte said, prompting a little laughter from the group standing around us.

“No, I need to ask you… Something.”

The grin that spread across her pretty face was chilling.

“Wow, that was fast,” she said in a voice that to me, in that moment, felt uncomfortably loud. “Are you asking me for your key? Did you meet someone? Well, too bad. I’m not letting you out, not yet.”

My cheeks burned with shame. Around us, people looked at one another, perhaps not fully understanding what she was saying, but getting the general tone. And I could feel Caitlin trying without much success to suppress her laughter, seemingly completely overjoyed with what her friend was doing to me.

“Charlotte,” I hissed between clenched teeth, but my beautiful tormentor just shook her head.

“I said no. And if you want any hope of turning that no into a yes anytime soon, you need to be a good boy and not nag me, okay? I might think about it later tonight, but not yet. I need to have my fun first.”

The man standing beside her laughed at that and pulled her a little closer, and she grinned at him as she let him do it. My heart pounded in my chest, the weight of the lock hanging from my balls tormenting me with my total submission to these wild women, my mind racing as I tried to find a way out. But I couldn’t. It was no longer even my wife controlling me, but her friend, and as sexy as that was, I felt the deep frustration of it echoing in my brain as I stood cringing with shame in front of a group of strangers.

I had a long night ahead of me. And Charlotte, I knew, was only going to make it as difficult as she possibly could.


The Swingers’ Party

As the night went on, the whole mood changed. People loosened up, and what had started out as an almost surprisingly pedestrian party soon showed its true nature.

It started with people making out with each other. Just like I had seen in the kitchen. The passion seemed to spread, one couple after another giving in to temptation and pressing their bodies against one another.

And then, suddenly, it was more than just kissing.

I noticed it before Caitlin did, before Charlotte did. Maybe because they were more absorbed in the conversation they were having with strangers, while I was on the periphery of it, looking around the room. There were three people on the sofa, two men with a woman sat between them, and I noticed that she was kissing them both. Turning her head from one to another of them and ultimately making out with each one of them. And they were all over her. Before long, I can see the way their hands pawed at her, the way their mouths moved over her body.

She was a little on the heavier side, but curvy with it, and she had her hair in long brown curls that cascaded down over her shoulders, framing her smiling face. She seemed to be having the time of her life, and really, why wouldn’t she?

And as their movements got more urgent, the tension in the room slowly shifted toward them. Not just mine, but everyone’s. Bit by bit, the crowd was beginning to watch, and that didn’t slow down the three lovers on the couch. Far from it. If anything, it only encouraged them.

One of the men was kissing her, his hand tangled in those dense brown curls. The other was behind her, his arms wrapped around her, feeling up her huge boobs. The woman moaned in the back of her throat, and there was a murmur of approval from the watching crowd. We could all feel it; I didn’t need to look at the faces around me to know it. We all knew what was coming, and there was a silent urge in the air that seemed to will them on, the watching crowd wanting exactly this.

The woman turned, shifting on the sofa to face the other man. And while she did that, the man she had just been kissing busied himself with peeling her top off. Her heavy breasts strained against the bra she wore as he threw her top down to the ground, everyone at the party now watching every move they made, without trying to disguise it at all.

Sometimes, someone just needs to be the first. The passion of these three people that we were all watching soon started to inspire a reaction. Around the room, others were getting busy themselves, kissing and touching and grinding against each other to the music that played in the background.

It was my first time experiencing anything like this. My wife’s, too. Of course, we knew that stuff like this went on. It had just never appealed much to me, and I had thought not to her, either. We had always been enough for each other. But obviously, that wasn’t true anymore. Now we were in Charlotte’s world, in this strange environment where strangers played with each other in full view of everyone, and no one batted an eyelid.

One of the men on the sofa was frantically grabbing at the breasts of the curly-haired woman. And as she continued making out with the other men, her bra came off. A low murmur of approval rose from the watching crowd, at least those who weren’t already busy with partners of their own.

The woman on the sofa giggled as one of the men handled her. He pulled her toward him, at the same time moving backward and rising up on the sofa, and as he reached for the front of his parents, she eagerly helped him unfasten them.

At the same time, the man behind her saw what was going on. He kneeled on the couch, and she, without turning around to look at him, leaned forward, getting her own knees underneath her and balancing her weight. At the same time, she arched her back, thrusting her ass toward the man behind her, and he began peeling off her pants while she smiled up at the man in front.

We all knew where this was going now. The respective positions of the bodies of the people on the sofa left no room for doubt. The man at the back peeled off her pants and her underwear, dropping them carelessly on the floor, and now she was naked in front of us all. It was so surreal, to stand there with a drink in my hand, just watching, with so many other people doing the same, as if this were just some mildly amusing show. Then again, lots of other people were doing more than just watch, the sexual excitement in the room climbing all the time toward some unignorable peak.

The man at the front took out his cock, and the woman gasped in pleasure at the sight of it. As if she had been waiting for just that, and maybe she had. She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t so much as look at the watching crowd, seeming to be lost in her own world of deviant pleasure now. She was totally focused on the task in front of her, single-mindedly locked into the idea of pleasure.

Sweeping her brown curls back from her face, she took the cock he offered into her mouth. And she hummed with pleasure like it was the most delicious thing she had ever tasted.

Meanwhile, the guy behind her was taking out his own weapon. And everyone in the room heard her long moan of passion as he slid it slowly inside her.

Between the two men, she rocked back and forth, impaled by two cocks and loving every moment of it. And as I watched, I felt my own desire, already inspired by the crazy situation we were in, growing by the second. As strange as it was to be here seeing this, watching something I felt like I really ought not to be watching, it was inarguably sexy. The way she gave herself to it, hungry for it, almost desperate to feel the pleasure we all knew awaited. The pleasure we all wanted now.

As the woman’s muffled moans rose into the air, I looked over at my wife. She was watching every minute, her blue eyes blazing with excitement in that way that they did as she took it all in. As if she sensed me watching, she turned her bright smile on me for a moment. She didn’t say anything, but her face seemed to speak volumes. She was so excited by all this, and I could only imagine the devious ideas that were probably swirling in her own brain.

For one painful moment, I found myself wondering if my wife envied the woman getting railed on the sofa. Was that what Caitlin wanted? To have every eye on her, watching her in the most intimate throes of passion? And as my cock throbbed and surged, as I felt the weight of that humiliating padlock hanging from my balls, I wondered why I had even thought of such a thing. Was it, perhaps, so damningly and shamefully, something that part of me wanted? Why else had such a thought occurred?

Caitlin turned her eyes away from me, back to the outrageous spectacle in front of us. And I looked away from her, over at Charlotte. She was watching too, her eyes just as wide and just as bright as those of my wife, just as eager to take everything in. She was standing with her body pressed against the guy beside her, Scott, and he still had his arm around her waist, his hand still on her hip.

He was watching the show too, but with Charlotte’s incredible body under his hands, I knew exactly what he would be thinking. He would be thinking about doing something similar with her, about how good it would feel to have his cock buried in Charlotte the way the guys on the couch did in this other woman. And I felt a ridiculous spasm of jealousy at that thought, even though I knew that Charlotte could and would do whatever she wanted. I wanted her, and married though I was, I felt as if I had some kind of claim on her, after what we had done together. Even though I knew nothing could be further from the truth.

The woman on the sofa let out another long moan, and I turned my attention back to her. The men were really going for it now, fucking her ass and her mouth while she howled and gasped in pleasure. None of them were holding back a single thing, none of them masking how they felt. After all, even I knew that was the point of a night like this.

From the corner of my eye, I saw movement. And as I turned toward it, I saw Charlotte turning toward her new friend Scott. He smiled as he bent his head down toward her and pressed his lips against hers, kissing her deeply and passionately. Just as I would have, given the chance. But I felt like I wasn’t going to be given the chance today, that this just wasn’t my night. Both the women, Charlotte and Caitlin, seemed to want to prove to me that they had all the cards, that they had so many options, and I didn’t. Caitlin had given me permission to sleep with someone else, but the lock around my balls made it a challenge. But probably the worst thing of all was the way it made me feel. It robbed me of my confidence, making it almost unthinkable to hit on a woman, even in an environment where that was clearly encouraged.

But Charlotte was clearly brimming with confidence. Being so desired, so wanted, not just by the man who had his arms around her and his lips pressed against hers, but by others, too. Certainly by me. And my eyes travelled up and down her body even as I watched her play with someone else, taking in the vision of her curves displayed by her short skirt and tall boots and the tight top that showed off her boobs, knowing with a sick feeling in my stomach that she was probably going to have sex with this man instead of me.

I looked over at Caitlin again. As if for reassurance that we were okay, even though I knew there would be nothing like that coming from her. The game she was playing relied, in some sense, on my doubt, my fear, my nervousness. And it relied on her being cruel, being selfish, acting, at least, as if my feelings meant nothing to her. She had gotten so good at playing that role, taking to it like a natural. So good, in fact, that I often found myself wondering if there was more reality to it than I cared to admit.

I knew she loved me. At least, I hoped I was right about that. And she went to lengths to show me that she did, in those moments when we put aside the pretense and seriously discussed what we were doing. But the whole game relied on my insecurities and fears to some extent. I was destined to never feel completely safe.

Because Caitlin didn’t want me to.

As she stood there in the living room, surrounded by strangers, looking absolutely radiant in her sexy outfit, her eyes glanced down to the floor and back up again as she looked me over. I knew what she was thinking. Part of it, anyway. I knew she was thinking about that lock hanging from my balls, thinking about the key around Charlotte’s neck, thinking about the raw power the women’s beauty gave them over me. And I trembled as I wondered if she was thinking about what she could do with that power. If she was thinking about what she could get away with, the adventures she could have that she had to know by now, I wouldn’t stop her from having. No matter how much they hurt. It was all fear and doubt, all terror for me. And that meant more excitement for my wicked, wicked wife.

“Go get me a drink,” he said, raising her voice a little to be heard over the increasingly loud moans coming from the sofa and, now, elsewhere in the room, too. And I noticed that just like Charlotte earlier, she didn’t ask. She just ordered. Both of them were getting more and more comfortable with bossing me around, and it worried me, but what worried me most was how sexy I found it. Seeing them in the full flood of feminine power was such a turn-on.

So I did it. Once again acting like a lowly servant, I turned without a word and headed toward the kitchen, feeling my wife’s eyes following me as I did. Charlotte, meanwhile, didn’t even look at me. She was engrossed in making out with Scott, purring like a kitten as he ran his hands over that incredible body, every cell of her lighting up to his touch as if she had never wanted anything more.

What a slut, I thought to myself as I entered the kitchen, but I didn’t really mean it. I was just bitter from not getting what I wanted, from being forced to see someone else get it instead. And I looked around the kitchen to see if Alice was still there, but she wasn’t. Instead, the kitchen was full of people making out, their bodies pressed against each other as the erotic tension rose, everyone partnering up and getting ready to enjoy themselves.

Except me.

I poured Caitlin a glass of wine and headed back to the living room. By now, the sounds of sex were filling the air, and not just from the sofa, either. Over in a corner, a man was holding a woman up off the floor, her back against the wall, her legs wrapped around his waist, her face frozen in an expression of pure lust as she moaned in pleasure. Another couple were having sex on the floor near the TV, him lying on his back, her riding on top of him. It was absolutely obscene, completely insane, and utterly unignorable. Moans and groans of passion filled the air, and my cock ached with desperate lust as I moved through the crowd, not knowing where to look, trying to find my wife again.

Except she wasn’t there.

I reached the spot where Caitlin and Charlotte had been all night, but they had gone. So had the group that we had fallen in with, dispersed to other areas of the house, looking for more fun elsewhere. Holding the glass of wine in my hand, I looked around with increasing desperation, feeling that ever-present fear rising and blooming inside me like a great wave under my heart.

I tried not to panic as I moved around the room. I had to push my way past couples and groups pressed against each other, people having sex right in front of one another. What had started out as a somewhat surreal but undeniably erotic situation was now turning into something that felt more like a nightmare. And my heart raced as I ran around a stranger’s house, looking everywhere for my wife or her friend and finding them nowhere.

A hallway led to some bedrooms at the back of the house. Every door was closed. But that didn’t stop the sounds of sex from echoing in the hallway as I walked along it, shaking my head in disbelief. And even though I didn’t want to, I stopped outside one door and listened. Something familiar had caught my ear.

I waited. I waited for what seemed like forever, the minutes stretching into hours, while silence reigned on the other side of the door.

Then, I heard it. A woman’s voice; not exactly unusual in this context. But one I recognized. It was Charlotte, her laughter making its way through the wooden door to where I stood on the other side, and without thinking, I reached for the handle of the door.

Then I stopped myself. I knew exactly what Charlotte would be doing on the other side of that door, or about to do, at least. After all, I haven’t seen Scott anywhere as I frantically searched the house, either. I didn’t particularly want to walk in on them having sex. But maybe Charlotte might know where Caitlin was.

And while I stood there like a statue, frozen in a moment of hesitation, events made my mind up for me. I heard another female voice, and this time, it wasn’t Charlotte. It was Caitlin.

I flung open the door. Inside were the two women who had brought me here, the two women who were driving me crazy, the two women who had both had sex with me recently, and both loved to flaunt their ability to have sex with a man in front of me. And of course, they weren’t alone.

The room had a king-size bed, but it was still crowded. Caitlin and Charlotte were in the middle, both still dressed, both still wearing their sexy shoes. On the outside of the bed were two men. Scott, of course, Charlotte’s new friend. And on the other side of the bed, next to my wife, some other man who had been part of the group. Andrew, I remembered.

Rage bristled inside me as I stood there, the glass of wine still ridiculously in my hand. Scott had both his arms wrapped around Charlotte, one resting high on her thigh, almost hidden under her bright yellow miniskirt as he reached for the treasure we knew it hid. But Andrew had his arm around Caitlin, too. And she had her body pressed against his, one leg raised over his lap, her blue dress riding up to almost expose her ass.

I should have done something. I knew it even at the moment. There was that voice inside my head again, screaming at me to put a stop to this, screaming at me to take control again, to be a man, to not allow this to happen. But as always, there was that other voice that stopped it. The one that spoke less in words and more in images, in feelings, in the strange excitement I got from seeing my wife like this.

She looked so sexy, lying there on the bed. So seductive, so playful. So ready for her selfish fun. I knew she wanted it, and I love her, and I wanted to let her have whatever she wanted. But that wasn’t what this was really about. What obsessed me in that moment was the idea of her as a wanton slut, the thought of her being so promiscuous, so uninhibited, that she was going to have sex with a man she didn’t even know in the house of a complete stranger while I just stood there.

Caitlin smiled at me. In fact, everyone did. But I had eyes only for my wife, at least for now. I didn’t want to look at anyone else, didn’t want to meet their gaze. Didn’t want them thinking about who I was or why I was allowing this to happen.

All my focus was on Caitlin as she pushed herself upright. Pulling her dress back down as if it was me she had to protect her modesty from, instead of the strangers. She crawled toward the foot of the bed, smiling at me the whole while, then stood. And I stood there as if turned to stone, not knowing what to say, barely even knowing what to think as my wife took the glass of wine from my hand and drank it.

“There you are, cuck,” she said, smiling as I bristled at the word, just like she knew I would. “Are you going to be a good boy?”

There was a slight slur in her words, barely detectable except for someone who was watching her every move with almost obsessive fascination, like I was. Maybe she was a little drunk; Caitlin doesn’t drink often, and her tolerance isn’t high. But more than anything, I guess, she was drunk on the situation she found herself in, drunk with her sexual power and ability to do whatever she wanted.

“What are you talking about?”

But she didn’t answer me, not straight away. Instead, she put her hands on my shoulders, still holding a now-empty wine glass as she pushed me backward. There was an armchair in the corner of the room, next to an old-fashioned wooden dresser, and that was where Caitlin pushed me. As the back of my knees touched the chair, I fell down onto the seat, and my wife smiled as she stood above me, one hand still on my shoulder as she set the wine glass down on the dresser.

“Ooo, good idea,” Charlotte said.

Her tall leather boots creaked as she moved on the bed, disentangling herself from her lover. Her skirt barely covered anything at all anymore as she, too, crawled to the foot of the bed and got up. Stepping past Caitlin, she went to the dresser and opened the drawers, rummaging around. She didn’t seem to have the slightest hesitation about going through somebody else’s property, but then again, given her lack of inhibition about other things, I suppose that was probably one of the least shocking things about her.

What kind of house has rope in a drawer on a bedroom dresser? The kind of house, I suppose, that hosts group sex parties. Because that was what Charlotte produced, a length of white rope that she carried in both hands toward the chair I sat in. And as she smiled, dropping long strands of the rope on the floor as she untangled it, I felt my fear rising. Again, I knew that I only had moments to stop this, only a short time to protest, before any agency at all would be taken away from me. And again, I did nothing as Charlotte handed one end of the rope to my wife, who took it with a smile.

The two men watched smiling from the bed as Charlotte crouched down on the floor next to the armchair I sat in. She passed the rope underneath the chair, wrapping it loosely around one of the legs and then pulling it up toward me. She took hold of one of my hands, and I thought of snatching it away, but I didn’t. While she tied the rope around my wrist, Caitlin moved over to the other side of me and began to do the same.

I let them do it. Like it was impossible to resist them, like I couldn’t even think of such a thing. I let them tie my hands and pull the rope tight so that my arms were pulled down straight on either side of the armchair, and they tightened the rope by wrapping it around the legs at the front of the chair and binding my ankles together. Giggling like a couple of schoolgirls playing with their favourite toy, Charlotte and Caitlin immobilized me completely, tying the rope in tight knots that were well out of my reach. And there I was, tied to a chair where my wife and her best friend were in the bedroom with two strange men, and sexual tension vibrated in every atom.

When they had me tied up, the women stood. Both of them grinned down at me, both sets of blue eyes blazing. They were always so happy in moments like this, always so excited by their ability to get away with whatever they wanted.

“Now that’s where a cuckold belongs,” Charlotte said with satisfaction, while Caitlin nodded. And then, smiling at one another, they turned and headed back toward the bed.

I tried not to groan. I tried not to vocalize the despair I felt filling my heart as I watched first Charlotte, then Caitlin, climb back onto the bed. I watched them move back toward their partners, Charlotte crawling toward Scott,  Caitlin’s blue dress sliding high up her body as she moved toward Andrew. I watched them both wrap their arms around the men, watched them both kiss their partners. And I watched my wife’s burning eyes turn toward me even as Andrew had his mouth locked on hers, his tongue exploring her mouth.

She wanted to know how I felt, and truthfully, I couldn’t have put it into words if I had been asked. At the same time, I had a feeling she would know exactly what was going through my head and my heart. How else can you feel when you watch your wife making out with another man? Furious and despairing and betrayed and humiliated. But also, deeply, desperately, embarrassingly turned on. She looked so sexy sitting there on the bed in her skimpy dress, surrendering completely to her sex drive, putting aside all normal considerations and becoming the slut I found so exciting.

And of course, the men they were with took full advantage.

Charlotte was pressing herself against Scott like a bitch in heat, and soon, he had that hand up underneath her skirt again. I thought of her bare pussy that I had licked just a couple of hours earlier, thought of the pleasure she had demanded from me and taken for herself, that now she was going to share with another man. He didn’t even take her skirt off; he didn’t need to. He just pushed it up around her hips, and she lay back on the bed as he climbed on top of her. I saw Caitlin watching as her friend eagerly undid Scott’s belt and pulled down his pants and underwear, taking out his cock. And he lay down on top of her, guiding it inside her, her leather boots creaking as she wrapped her legs around his waist.

That seemed to encourage Caitlin. Again, she looked at me, and again, she didn’t say a word. As her lover lowered his head, showering her breasts with kisses, she ran her hand through his hair, just the way she sometimes did with me, and I felt the electricity of that touch like it was a ghost of the relationship we used to have.

He wrapped his arms around her body. He reached for the zipper of her dress. And Caitlin allowed it all, smiling at me the whole while, so smug and satisfied, so completely in control.

And I just sat there and watched.


Enjoying The Show?

Charlotte lay on the bed, clinging on to her lover with her arms and legs both wrapped around him. Scott was pumping away on top of her, making the whole bed shake to the rhythm of their passion. And she held absolutely nothing back. In no time at all, he had her screaming in passion, moaning in pleasure, her beautiful body shaking as her orgasm inevitably approached. I was sitting there in the chair, burning up with jealousy, wishing it could be me on top of her, my cock buried inside her, those sexy legs in their sexy boots wrapped around my waist, creaking to the rhythm of her sex.

That feeling of jealousy was like nothing at all compared to how it felt to look at my wife.

Caitlin and Andrew were only just getting started. They were focused completely on each other, ignoring the wild sex that was happening right beside them. Andrew had drawn down the zipper of my wife’s dress, and he was peeling it off her body, and she was letting him. Enjoying every scrap of his attention; savouring every moment of this unbelievable scene.

But as caught up as she was in what he was doing, she hadn’t forgotten about me. From time to time, she looked in my direction, those stunning blue eyes catching every moment of this torture, and I knew just how much this was turning her on. To know that I wanted her so badly and could do nothing about it, to know that I was going to sit there desiring her desperately and watching her get fucked, pressed every button in her sadistic little brain. And for me now, somehow, it did the same thing. It was such a turn-on to watch her, so unbelievably hot to be a witness to something I knew I should never have to see. And as much as a tortured me to watch her, as much as it tormented me to see her play with another man, I couldn’t deny the truth. It was about the sexiest thing I had ever seen.

I had imagined it before, of course. Caitlin had gone out of her way to tell me all about the first time she had cheated on me, the amazing sex she had had in a hotel room with a man she didn’t know, would never see again. It burned me up to hear about it, and it turned me on so much. But watching it was a whole other level of desire and despair.

And they were only just getting started.

Andrew peeled off Caitlin’s dress. I watched him uncover her gorgeous body, inch by inch, his movements getting more frantic as he exposed more of her. There was that fantastic underwear I had watched her put on to come to this crazy party, that clung her curves and enhanced her body and showed her off in such a sexy way, I knew no man could resist.

But worse than that was the way she reached for the front of his pants. The way she began touching this man she didn’t even know, as familiar with him and his body as she was with mine. Caitlin, of course, knew her way around a man’s anatomy, but that’s not the kind of thing a man likes to think about his wife. Not normally, anyway. But I was having these strange experiences, these wild visions and impulses that I couldn’t understand, let alone control, and everything she was doing to torture me was turning me on more than I would ever have believed possible.

He had his arms around her as she pulled his cock out. It sprang to attention, rockhard and ready, just as mine would have been if she had shown an interest in it. There was already a sizable bulge in my pants, a disgraceful exhibit of how this turned me on, how sexy it was to be so completely rejected.

Caitlin’s eyes flashed in my direction as she ran her hand up and down his shaft. He groaned softly, but for now she seemed to ignore it. Just like she ignored her friend on the bed next to her, moaning in pleasure, practically screaming with bliss as Scott fucked her. Caitlin’s boobs bounced in her bra to the rhythm of Scott pounding Charlotte, and my wife sat there like some queen on a throne of pure debauchery, loving every minute of what she had done so far and what we both knew she was about to do.

Because there was no going back now. No way to stop things or change things. This was going to happen, just as she and Charlotte wanted it to, and the ropes tying me to the chair were there to remind me how little choice I had in what followed.

She didn’t say a word. Instead, she turned her attention back to him, her sparkling eyes almost willing him on as she continued to stroke his shaft with her hand. And Andrew didn’t need any encouragement. Leaning forward, he lowered his head down to her cleavage and began to kiss those incredible boobs while my wife carried on toying with his cock.

The sexual tension in the air kept on going. I couldn’t take my eyes off everything that was happening. All these people in the same bed, all craving each other, desiring each other, and me, on the outside, watching at all. A captive audience, helpless in a way I knew enhanced my wife’s twisted pleasure, as if she needed the help. And just like her, I said nothing, helplessly watching the whole spectacle of all and wishing it could be me, not him, in bed with her and Charlotte.

Andrew kissed his way over my wife’s incredible cleavage, and as she ran her fingers through his short hair, she looked again in my direction. As if there was ever any doubt where my attention would be. I couldn’t possibly look away, couldn’t even think of it. Couldn’t stand not to see the erotic sight in front of me that felt like it was killing me.

His hands travelled down her voluptuous body. She smiled with satisfaction as his fingers slipped underneath the waistband of her green lace panties, and she purred with pleasure as he touched her. A tiny little gasp escaped her lips, a teasing taste of her satisfaction sending shockwaves across my body, keeping me breathless and dizzy where I sat in the chair. He was fingering her. He was fingering my wife, and she was loving it. I could see the effect it was having, see the way it fed her desire even more, how she leaned closer toward him, how she wordlessly begged for more.

And of course, he was more than willing to give it to her.

He was warming her up for the next act, getting her wet and ready for him. But from the way my wife was behaving, the way she was starting to moan in pleasure, I felt like she couldn’t possibly be more ready.

Caitlin’s lover rolled closer toward her, ready to make his move. He leaned forward, reaching for her panties, and she smiled indulgently as she shifted, too, lifting her hips off the bed to let him pull her underwear off. He pulled it off her long legs, and was about to cast it aside when she made a grab for it instead.

He watched without fully understanding what she was up to, and so did I as she balled up her panties. Then she threw them at me. Andrew laughed, and so did she, but I didn’t. Her sexy underwear hit me in the chest and dropped down into my lap, partially covering the almost aching bulge of my erection as I watched her getting frisky. With her panties off, Caitlin also removed her bra, throwing it onto the floor beside the bed with zero ceremony. And now, totally naked herself, she began to undress her partner.

He helped her, squirming his way out of his clothes as she undressed him. In no time at all, she had him just as naked as she was, lying beside her in the bed with his rock-hard cock sticking out, ready to claim all that irresistible female beauty in front of him.

He made a move to climb on top of her, exactly as his friend had done with Charlotte, still pumping away and making the bed bounce beside them. But Caitlin playfully pushed him back. I knew that look of mischief on my wife’s face, that look of sexual excitement; I had always thought I would be the only man to see it. But now I saw that she was behaving with him just the way she did with me, and it made my heart burn with shame and disgrace.

Caitlin pushed Andrew down on the bed, and I tried not to groan as I watched what she was doing. She climbed on top of him, and he lay back on the pillows, his arms reaching out toward her, more than happy to let her climb on top. She looked so aggressive, almost possessive, and her gorgeous body was on full display in a way that Charlotte’s wasn’t. Was that deliberate? I had to assume it was. Then again, Caitlin likes to go on top sometimes. I had always been the guy who got to enjoy the view of that incredible body giving in to passion. Watching it while tied to a chair and unable to do anything about it was a completely different experience.

Caitlin reached down between her parted legs and took hold of his cock again. She let out a loud moan as she guided it into her waiting pussy, and he moaned too. She spread her legs wider, taking him ever deeper inside as she lowered herself down on top of him. And I watched, transfixed by the sight of her gorgeous ass, watching her move on top of him, watching her take what she wanted without any hesitation at all.

Her thighs gripped his sides, the toned muscle of her ass showing as she bounced up and down. Her hair bounced too, the gentle waves falling over her slender shoulders as she leaned back, grinding her hips back and forth, riding him expertly.

My cock strained inside my pants, as if trying to break free. She was so beautiful, so irresistible, and I felt like I had never wanted her more. Even after everything she had put me through lately, all the wild heights of desire the two of us had scaled together. Somehow, my wife kept finding a way to raise the bar. And somehow, I seemed to fall for it each and every time, as wrapped up in her beauty and the desire it inspired in me as ever, even though I knew what that would put me through.

Caitlin was starting to moan, but now, Charlotte’s own cries drowned her out. On top of her, Scott was still pumping away, and I heard her yell as she abandoned herself to the passion of the moment. I heard the catch in her throat that told me she had achieved orgasm, and I tried not to tremble with pure frustration, with rage and jealousy and despair at what these women were doing to me.

Charlotte came, her leather boots creaking as she finally disentangled herself from her partner. He lay on top of her for a while, both of them breathing heavily, still moaning and groaning, still radiating the pleasure of the sex they had had right in front of me. And while Caitlin continued bouncing up and down on top of Andrew, her movements getting more aggressive by the minute, Charlotte squirmed her way out from underneath her own partner. She twisted her body on the bed, rolling over so that she was on her hands and knees.

And then, while my wife continued to fuck another man, her friend turned to me.

Her face was flushed, of course, glowing with the orgasm she had just had and lit up with excitement at the pleasure she was allowing herself. A pleasure, I knew, that, like my wife’s, was only enhanced by me being there, having what I wanted flaunted in my face and denied me.

But if anything, Charlotte was even more sadistic than Caitlin was. Charlotte didn’t love me. Charlotte didn’t have a marriage with me to worry about. As she fixed those eyes on me, I knew that there was only one thing on her mind, and that was pleasure. Her own pleasure, that came at the expense of mine. And I didn’t know what she was going to do next; always part of the thrill of a woman like her. But I didn’t doubt that whatever it was, it was going to be teasing and humiliating and torturous for me.

She crawled toward me, a slow smile spreading across her beautiful face. Her red hair hung down messily on one side of her head, framing those features and making her look, to my desperate eyes at least, even more beautiful. Unlike my wife, she was still dressed, her eager lover not even waiting to get her clothes off before claiming that body I wanted so badly.

And Charlotte knew it. She slunk toward me like some jungle cat, moving slowly but with purpose, building up the tension in the room with every move, every look, every gesture.

Caitlin was busy, still riding Andrew’s cock, but I saw her turn her head a little to look toward her friend. But now that she had cum, Charlotte’s attention was all on me. And behind her, her new partner watched, not really understanding what she was up to but content to go along with whatever she wanted. After all, it had got him here.

Charlotte crawled toward the foot of the bed. Then, she stopped, looking right at me. The smile on her face was almost terrifying, downright evil, as she looked me up and down. Enjoying what she and my wife had done to me, how they had stripped me of any kind of power and agency and left me desperately waiting on them and their crazy whims.

“Enjoying the show, cuck?”

She really leaned into the insult, enunciating it clearly and loudly enough to be heard over the ever-growing noise of my wife’s sexual pleasure.

“Not really,” I groaned. Charlotte chuckled at that, and Caitlin let out another moan.

“No? Your cock tells a different story. Look at that naughty little boner you’ve got, watching me and your wife get fucked. You wish it was you so badly, don’t you? You wish we were having sex with you instead of these studs.”

“Yes, I do,” I said truthfully. There was no point denying it. After all, the whole game we were playing relied on exactly that.

“Well, that’s just too bad,” Charlotte said, grinning in a way that left me in no doubt that she did not see it as a bad thing at all. Quite the opposite. “Because we are having so much fun here. It’s so nice to get fucked by a real man, a guy who actually knows what he’s doing. I mean, you’re not a bad pussy licker. I’ll give you that. But honestly? That’s kind of all you’re good for.”

Another groan from Caitlin left me wondering if her moans now stood in for laughter. I knew she was enjoying this, just as she was enjoying having his cock buried deep inside her vibrating pussy. Just like Charlotte, she was having the time of her life, and it was very much at my expense.

Charlotte turned her head, looking back over her shoulder toward her partner. Scott was lying back on the bed, watching the whole show, rarely taking his greedy eyes off Charlotte, unless it was to look at my wife, riding his friend’s cock there right beside him. Maybe he came to these parties regularly, and events like this one weren’t unusual for him. Still, I coulnd’t imagine it was a regular occurrence for him to get to be with women like these two. So beautiful, so sexy, so unbelievably cruel, taking so much sadistic pleasure in what they were doing to me to make their sex even better.

“Why don’t you come over here and show this loser what he’s missing out on?”

Scott didn’t need to be told twice. There is a big grin on his generically handsome face as he pushed herself upright, moving on the bed in front of me. He rose up on his knees, crawling down the mattress until he was behind Charlotte, and she grinned back over her shoulder at him, the look of wanton desire on her face only encouraging him to do what they both wanted. He placed one hand on her hip, and took his cock in the other, and sitting facing the front of the bed, I couldn’t see him enter her, but I knew exactly when he did. I heard them both groan, and I watched Charlotte close her eyes, her body seeming to vibrate with pure bliss, her throat exploding with long moans and groans of lust as if she had never felt anything so good in her life as his cock entering her from behind.

Once he was inside, he put both his hands on her hips. She turned her smiling face back to me, making eye contact with me as he began to fuck her.

It was so intense. He wasted absolutely no time, in a hurry to chase more of his own pleasure. And that, of course, was exactly what Charlotte wanted. Balancing herself on her elbows, her hands gripped the edge of the mattress, I watched her body rocking to the powerful thrusts he was plowing into her. She moaned and groaned, she started to scream at her pleasure rose inside her again, even though she closed her eyes again and again with the pressure of this wild pleasure, she kept opening them to look at me. As though to make sure I was still watching. To make sure I wasn’t missing a second of this torture, this humiliation.

Charlotte’s big boobs bounced in the top of her black bustier, quivering with the motions of her body. Her red hair swayed around her face, her eyelids fluttering. Her mouth was a perfect round O as she hurtled toward another orgasm, her breathless body contorting and writhing in his hands while he grunted and groaned and fucked her from behind.

It was an unbelievable spectacle. So raw and so sexy and so intense, in fact, that it managed to do the impossible. It managed to distract me, at times at least, from the unbelievable and unignorable sight of my wife getting fucked by someone else, right in front of me.

My eyes did a frantic dance from Charlotte to Caitlin and back again, not even knowing which of them I wanted more. Knowing it didn’t matter, because I couldn’t have either. Knowing that these wild and wicked women had decided that this was all I was good for, all I deserved. To be tied up and made to witness the unbelievable spectacle of the two of them getting completely fucked, over and over again, and being able to do absolutely nothing about it except watch.

Caitlin’s back arched. I all but howled in despair as I heard her shriek, listening to her cum on his cock inside her. Even though she had done this before, even though she had already violated our marriage – and, as she was quick to remind me, so had I - this felt like something new. A new boundary being crossed, a new outrage we would never be able to come back from. I would never not have seen this, and she would never not have done it, and as I watched her cum so hard around his cock, I found myself wondering with terror if I had ever once made her feel as good as she was feeling now.

Even in the depths of her own pleasure, Charlotte heard my wife and her teasing moans. She didn’t turn her head to look at Caitlin, but a new look of bliss spread across her face as she bit her lower lip and moaned even harder herself. The pleasure of one woman triggered another, as if each orgasm multiplied the next. Like they were feeding off each other’s outrageous sexual energy, and it looked like there was no stopping what was happening, no way to hit the brakes. We were plunging down the mountain with no way to stop ourselves, and it seemed like I was the only one who even thought about it.

Caitlin trembled as she came, all that slow-building tension releasing itself in a long sigh. And then, with a body tired by pleasure, she climbed off Andrew, his wet cock slipping easily out of her dripping pussy. Turning, she sat down on the bed next to him, her glowing eyes finding me over Charlotte’s shoulder, and finding her friend, too, watching the unbelievable spectacle of Charlotte getting fucked by Scott.

We all watched it. There was no way not to. And before long, more cries of female pleasure filled the air, more screams and shouts of orgasm ringing out in his bedroom. Charlotte closed her eyes at last, her orgasmic shrieks rising from deep inside her chest as her breasts strained against the clothes she was still wearing, every fibre of her being seemingly concentrated now on bliss. She tipped back her head, seeming to almost launch her screams and yells at me, as if she wanted to drive them home even more than she already was. As if there was any way that I could ever stop hearing him, could ever forget what I had seen and heard in this room, watching these two gorgeous women have sex wilder than any I had ever been lucky enough to have.

Scott leaned back, detaching himself from Charlotte and sitting back on the bed. She sat up on her knees, her eyes opening to smile at me again. The whole room vibrated with the echoes of pleasure, thick with the smell of sex, as she stared me down, wanting to drive home every moment of this humiliation and rejection that she so clearly wanted me to feel.

“Oh my God,” she said at last, in a voice that dripped with pleasure so I knew she was telling nothing but the truth, “that was amazing.”

“Yeah, it was,” Caitlin said.

Her voice was soft, but still, I heard every word. After all, it felt like I lived or died by her every glance, my attention locked on her whenever Charlotte wasn’t managing to steal it away with her own beauty and sex appeal.

It felt like my heart would break in that moment. But all the while, my cock was throbbing and surging, desperate for these beautiful women right in front of me, for those bodies they were so enjoying tormenting me with.

And then Charlotte, always the instigator, turned.

On hands and knees, she crawled across the mattress. Toward Caitlin, I thought at first, until I realized the real target. Andrew.

She moved toward him like she had moved toward me, and as she did, I could see the mess of juices sliding down her thighs, and see the puffy lips of her pussy between her legs, sending another shockwave of hunger through me. And as she got closer to Andrew, Caitlin moved aside to make room for her. We all watched as she kneeled beside him, and her hand wandered down his body, moving shamelessly toward his cock.

She didn’t stop there, of course. I watched her in astonishment, barely able to believe how aggressive and insatiable she was. Maybe none of us could quite believe it, even after everything we had already seen. But Charlotte was who she was, and she wanted what she wanted. She never really cared what anyone thought about it.

Andrew’s cock was soft, drained by his sex with my wife. But that wasn’t going to stop Charlotte. She grinned as she stroked it, teasing it back to hardness, and she looked from Andrew to Caitlin to me and back again as she did it, enjoying having the attention of everyone in the room fixed on her.

“What do you think, Caitlin?” Charlotte said. “Wanna switch?”

Caitlin looked in my direction as I gasped at that. I couldn’t help it: the noise just seemed to burst out of me, my shock making me breathless where I sat tied to the chair. And the smile that spread across my wife’s face was chilling. In that moment, I already knew the answer. I already knew that Caitlin would go along with whatever her friend said, whatever wild ideas she had. After the pleasure the two of them had shared, the pure joy they were getting out of being such cruel sluts, there was never any doubt.

“Sounds good to me,” she said.

My wife turned her smile on another man. She looked at Scott a little uncertainly, but he grinned at her, the lucky bastard getting to be with two women that were so clearly far out of my league. And I strained against the ropes that held me to the chair as I watched her move in his direction, as I watched him reach out his arms toward her. As she bent over him, he lifted his head, pressing his mouth against those incredible boobs again.

Charlotte was busy coaxing Andrew’s cock back to full hardness. Scott was soft too after his sex with Charlotte, but with my wife using every trick in her extensive repertoire, I knew that wouldn’t be the case for long. I watched in forsaken silence, the only man in the room at that moment with an erection, and the only one who wasn’t going to get any. Totally emasculated and rejected, completely passed over in favour of these other men by the women I wanted more than anything in the world.

Slowly, the girls got the men ready again. And slowly, erotic tension bloomed once again in the bedroom, the excitement reaching a fever pitch. And Charlotte, bossy as always, had both men lie down on their backs, both their rigid cocks finally sticking up in the air for the women to take a ride.

Charlotte climbed onto Andrew. Caitlin climbed onto Scott. Both women were riding them and in reverse, facing me as they took the stranger’s cocks inside. Wanting me to see every detail, every moment, every humiliating moan and groan as they rode together to orgasm again.

And that’s what I did.


A Cuckold’s Reward

The girls were giddy as I drove them home. As I steered the car through the deserted streets of the city in the early hours of the morning, they kept up a near-constant chatter, laughing and giggling as if they shared some delicious secret. But of course, it wasn’t a secret. I had been there for all of it, a witness to my own betrayal and humiliation, and I was still burning up with the injustice of it all, still on fire with the lust this crazy game provoked in me.

I had watched them both fuck their partners. In fact, I had watched both of them fuck both of the men they had picked up, swapping partners in some kind of sexual experiment to see who could please them more. After all, that was all these women wanted, all they seemingly cared about. Sexual pleasure. It was like a drug to them, something they had become addicted to, could never get enough of. Something they enjoyed all the more because I couldn’t have it myself.

That was the dark magic of it, the secret behind the game. They enjoyed the sex by itself, of course. And while I couldn’t speak for Charlotte on that score, I could for my wife. Caitlin had never been this horny, this sexually satisfied, this aggressive, at any point in our lives before. But part of the thrill came from doing something wrong. From cheating on me, doing what she knew she shouldn’t be doing. That was what turned her head, what got her motor running, what kept her driving us onward to ever greater depths of depravity.

That was what got us here.

When the women and the other men were finally satisfied, they had untied me. Finally I was free, kind of. But I knew it didn’t make any difference. I couldn’t undo what had happened. What could I do, to avenge my wounded pride? Not much. Get into a fight with the guys who had just fucked my wife? What difference would that make?

Charlotte and Caitlin were obviously exhausted after their wild night, and they wanted me to take them home. At least it would get me out of that house, away from these people who knew far too much about my sex life for my comfort. So like always, I did what the women wanted. Charlotte and Caitlin said their goodbyes to the people they knew at the party, and I drove them home.

On the way, I said virtually nothing. It didn’t feel like there was anything I could really say. And it didn’t feel like I was particularly required to say anything anyway. What did my opinion of anything matter? When had anyone started to take that into account? The girls didn’t go to any effort to include me in their conversation, either. They seemed happy enough to talk among themselves as if I wasn’t even there, or as if I were a driver they had hired, my feelings insignificant to them.

But despite everything that had happened, I still had some sense that that wasn’t really true. Caitlin sat in the passenger seat, with Charlotte in the back. My wife sat half-turned in her seat so she could talk to her friend, and I kept my eyes on the road. But still, in my peripheral vision, I felt sure that I could spot her looking over at me from time to time. Like she was feeling things out, like she was wondering how exactly I was handling all this. Not very well, was the obvious answer. But she didn’t ask, so I didn’t tell.

We arrived back at our house, and we all got out of the car. The girls’ high heels echoed on the driveway as they walked with fatigued steps up to the door, and I mutely followed. Once inside, they headed to the bedroom, and without giving it too much thought, I followed. I hadn’t cum, and watching their amazing bodies in their skimpy outfits was having its predictable effect on me. But it was like I was starting to give up any hope of being with them. Like I was starting to accept my role of cuckold, just like they called me.

In the bedroom, they started to undress. Well, actually, they started to undress each other. Charlotte unzipped Caitlin’s dress, helping her pull it off her body. And once she was in her underwear, my wife helped Caitlin with her tall boots, pulling them off one by one while her friend sat on the bed.

I watched the whole thing. Hard to describe the thoughts that went through my head at the time. Maybe there weren’t any. Maybe, after such a wild and crazy night, I had lost any ability I might once have had to even think straight. Now, it was like I was just going through the motions, a shell of a man operating on instinct and muscle memory far more than any conscious plan.

Caitlin was still in her provocative underwear when she turned to me with a smile on her face.

“We’re going to sleep in here,” she said. “You can take the spare room.”

Charlotte giggled at her friend’s words, as if it was some kind of joke. But I knew better. She could smile all she wanted to; she always did. But that didn’t mean, even for a second, that she wasn’t completely serious about what she said.

“Oh, wait,” Charlotte said, stepping forward and reaching for the chain around her neck.

Two keys hung there, but I only cared about one of them. The padlock she had locked around my balls still hung there, its light but unignorable weight still pulling on the most sensitive part of my body. Sweeping her red hair back from her face, she unfastened the chain, holding it in both hands.

“Pull those pants down,” Charlotte ordered, and now it was my wife who giggled girlishly. But with those same automatic movements, that same spaced-out lack of thought, I did as I was told. I unfastened my pants and opened them up, pulling down my underwear at the same time.

Of course, both women laughed out loud at the sight of my tireless erection springing out from the front of my pants. Both laughed at the sight of the heart-shaped padlock hanging from my balls, an unignorable symbol of the power they had over me. And Charlotte slid the key into the lock and took the padlock off at last, setting it down on the dresser in our bedroom.

“Alright, cuck. You can go now.”

There was more laughter from the women at that, how easily she dismissed me. From my own bedroom, in my own house. But by now, the two of them never had to really even think about my obedience. They could just assume I would do as I was told, and they would be absolutely right.

Without a word, I turned away from them both, leaving the bedroom to them while I slunk off in defeat. Their laughter pursued me down the hall, adding to that inescapable weight of disgrace and humiliation I could feel, that it felt like I would never be able to shake.

I lay down in the bed, haunted as always by those feelings of rejection and inadequacy that seemed to be my daily diet these days. But haunted, more than anything, by the beauty of these women, by the memory of how good they looked getting absolutely fucked by men who weren’t me.

It wasn’t going to go away, this desperate desire I had for them. Lying there alone in the spare bed in the vast silence of our house, I never really had any choice. I took my cock in my hand and started stroking, and quickly brought myself to an angry orgasm while my mind replayed all the wild images of Charlotte and Caitlin getting nailed that had been tormenting me all night.

The next morning, I was the first one up. Maybe that wasn’t surprising. We had all had a late night, but mine had been a lot less active than theirs.

Besides, my sleep was torn apart by wild dreams and memories, the twisted fantasies that came from a night like the one we had had. I had woken up several times during the night with a raging erection, and each time I did, there was a moment when I wondered if the whole thing had been a dream. Only to come crashing back to reality when I remembered the truth. My wife had cheated on me, and I could try and avoid the word all I wanted, but the truth was, I was a cuckold. There was no getting around the fact.

Making my way to the kitchen, I brewed some coffee and sat down with a cup. That’s how Charlotte found me twenty or thirty minutes later when she appeared in the kitchen herself, wrapped in a dressing gown she had borrowed from my wife. My coffee cup was empty now, and I hadn’t bothered to refill it. In fact, I hadn’t bothered to do much of anything. I had simply sat there, staring into space, struggling to process the unthinkable. And no matter how my brain twisted and turned, I wasn’t any closer to any possible answers than I had been the night before.

Charlotte smiled when she saw me. A slow, devious smile that spread across her face, lighting it up. She was still so beautiful. Her makeup smudged and smeared, her red hair a tangled mess, unwashed and still tired from the night before, she still looked radiant. She was a woman in the full flood of her sex appeal, almost painfully aware of how attractive she was, and that, in its own way, enhanced the attraction. It wasn’t just the way she looked, although that was enough by itself. It was the way she moved, the way she carried herself. The way she smiled. Maybe these women really were addicted to this crazy lifestyle we were living, but if so, I was addicted to them. I was addicted to them and this feeling of desire they gave me, combined with that sense of inadequacy, of never being quite good enough.

Once upon a time, I would never have imagined being turned on by the idea of not satisfying my wife. But now, it filled my thoughts practically to the exclusion of everything else.

And Charlotte knew all of that. The smug grin on her face seemed to suggest she knew everything. Like she saw into the darkest heart of my deepest desires, even more clearly than I did. She was the architect of all of this, I knew, and sometimes, I thought that I should hate her for that. There was no doubt that Caitlin’s game was a real danger to our marriage, and it was Charlotte who had brought this danger in. But somehow, I couldn’t hate her for it. I wanted her too badly for that.

And of course, there was the always-difficult admission I had to face that after all, this game excited me, too. It might not be right, might not be decent. What we were doing might be a really bad idea. But there was no denying the thrill of it, the pure excitement we both got from exploring this dangerous world.

“Good morning,” Charlotte said, folding herself down onto the far end of the sofa from where I sat. I looked at her in disbelief. Was she really going to act like that? As if everything was normal, as if this was a totally ordinary situation to find ourselves in? I didn’t bother to ask myself how I thought she should act. Truthfully, I had no idea how any of us should act after what had happened the night before. I just stared at her in profound disbelief, almost shaking my head as I tried without much success to process what was going on.

“Quite some night, last night,” Charlotte said. Now it felt like she was prompting conversation from me. And maybe we did need to talk about it, after all. As impossible as that sometimes seemed.

“I can’t believe you did that.”

“Oh, don’t get all accusatory with me,” Charlotte said, her ever-present smile softening her tone as she spoke. “Look, I know how this works. Joe is the same way, or used to be, anyway. I get it. It’s easy to blame us. To make it so these mean women tricked you and cheated on you and made you watch. But as sexy as that idea is, it isn’t exactly the full truth, is it? I mean, sure, we might have persuaded you a little bit. But you agreed to it. You went to a swingers’ party with us. What did you think would happen?”

Unfortunately, she was right about that. And it wasn’t like I hadn’t thought about this long and hard. Every decision we made led us further down this road, but I was doing nothing to stop it. Caitlin had said herself that if I insisted we stop, she would. Even though she didn’t want to. Even though she was having a fantastic time exploring her sexuality with other men, and an even better time shoving it in my face constantly. She would give it all up for me. I believed her when she said that. She might be wild, devious, and a total slut. But she wasn’t a liar.

Charlotte, on the other hand, might be a liar. But she wasn’t lying now. I couldn’t know what kind of promises or threats or enticements had got Joe to go along with this game, but when Charlotte told me that my wife wanted this, and that in at least some form, I wanted this too, I had to concede that she was telling the truth.

“I saw that boner you were packing,” Charlotte went on, the smile on her face only growing by the minute, encouraged by my silence. “You know how sexy it was. I mean, it was fucking amazing. And your wife… Doesn’t she look good with another man’s cock inside her?”

I clenched my jaw. I gripped my coffee cup tight, almost as if I wanted to crush it into powder with my hand. I still didn’t answer. I didn’t feel like I could. Because I could lie, and say what I hoped would make me sound better, like I still had some self-respect, some agency, some control. But Charlotte would know I was lying. Somehow, as shameful as all this was, it seemed even more shameful to be caught lying about it.

“She looked so sexy, getting railed like that. Admit it. You wanted her so badly, didn’t you? I bet you jerked off to it last night too, didn’t you?”

I glared at Charlotte as she spoke. But she was unflappable. She just smiled that contented little smile as she teased me even more, once again in complete control.

Setting her coffee cup down, she inched closer to me on the sofa. The dressing gown she wore parted slightly, and I wondered if she was wearing anything underneath. Probably not, knowing her. Charlotte was many things, but shy certainly wasn’t one of them.

“You’re thinking about it again now, aren’t you?”

I looked her dead in the eye. Her stare never wavered. She met my gaze with that familiar confidence, that total self possession, not even blinking.

“No,” I said. “I’m not thinking about Caitlin right now. I’m thinking about you.”

Charlotte’s smile never faltered. She nodded her head slightly, as if I was only confirming something she already knew. And her teeth showed as she bit her lip, that same mischievous delight lighting her up and making my heart beat faster in my chest.

“Well, that’s kind of naughty, don’t you think? What with you being a married man and all.”

“How much does that mean anymore, when everyone is just fucking whoever they want now?”

“Oh, it still means a lot,” Charlotte said. “Part of the fun, for me. Fooling around wouldn’t be nearly as hot if we weren’t all married.”

Leaning toward me, she placed her hand on my leg. This was it. It was go time. I knew it. I could feel it. And my fears and doubts melted away as if they had never existed, and with Charlotte so blatantly hitting on me, so open to my advances, I felt like a man again.

Her hand slid higher on my leg. And I leaned toward her, reaching out for her. My hand disappeared in the open neck of her dressing gown, and she smiled as I found her naked breasts. Just as I suspected, she wasn’t wearing anything underneath the gown, her beautiful body warm and soft and accessible to me, exactly as I had been longing for it to be through the long hours of the previous night.

She sighed a little as my questing fingers found her nipple. And her hand travelled up my leg to find the bulge of my cock in the sweatpants I was wearing. She toyed with it, stroking it gently through the fabric, teasing me toward a full erection that was never far away.

Shifting on the sofa, I untied her robe and pushed it down on her shoulders. She sat back on the sofa, openly displaying those magnificent breasts to me.

I leaned forward, taking them in my hands, feeling that warmth and weight as I kissed them both. And I thought of how they had bounced up and down as she rode another man’s cock the night before, this amazing slut doing whatever she wanted with whoever she liked and never feeling the least bit bad about it. And clearly never feeling like enough was enough, either. When we had come home last night, both women had been exhausted, but now, already, Charlotte was clearly ready for more. Another thing she was telling the truth about. Doing this turned her on, and being the object of desire for many men only seem to make her own desire even more intense.

I kissed her boobs and sucked on her nipples, and she reached under the waistband of my pants to take my cock in her hand. She stroked up and down, and a gentle moan escaped my lips as she pleasured me. Shifting my position again, I took my hands away from her gorgeous body for just a moment to pull my pants and underwear off completely, and pulled my T-shirt over my head. Then, naked and erect, I all but flung myself at her again, ready to devour her gorgeous curves that I had been denied for so long.

My hand pressed against her pussy. Her gentle sigh encouraged me, and I slid two fingers inside. I felt the warmth of that snug little slot, her neatly-trimmed pubic hair tickling my palm as I fingered her, and she spread those tempting thighs ever wider, inviting me in. Again, she wrapped one hand around my cock, stroking it back and forth more aggressively now, the other fondling my balls. She was wet and ready, getting wetter by the minute as I played with her, her body responding to my touch. Everything I had wanted the night before.

I descended on her, ready to devour her. I kissed her neck with an urgent passion, my free hand moving over those big boobs again while the other continued to slide in and out of her dripping pussy. And she squirmed on the sofa, turning so that she could lie back, yielding herself to me as I climbed on top of her.

I hooked my arms under Charlotte’s legs and pulled them up. She giggled as she draped her legs over my shoulders, and I leaned forward, bending them back toward her. At the same time, I slid my engorged cock into her waiting sex. Her wet juices lubricated us both, making it easy for me to slide inside, but I still grunted at the tightness of her pussy, and she let out an intoxicating little moan. She looked up at me as I entered her, letting me see the smile on her face, letting me see the blush of pleasure creeping across her cheeks.

I could remember everything about the night before, of course. In a way, it was almost like there were two Charlottes, one overlaid on the other. Both of them mewing with pleasure, both of them giving in to their most primal urges. Both of them unspeakably sexy, wickedly desirable, too hot, almost, for me to handle. But now, at last, I had this vixen underneath me, and my lust felt almost like a form of rage as I began to fuck her.

Charlotte cried out. My stomach muscles tightened as I thrust my cock deep inside her, those wet walls pulsating around my shaft until my scrotum slapped against her body. I pulled back out, then plunged in again, driving the weight of my body against her, making the couch creak and groan. At the same time, I held her legs high on my shoulders, plunging my hips back and forth, quickening the pace all the time.

Charlotte let me. She grunted at the force of my thrusts, wincing sometimes, but she never said stop. She never asked me to slow down or be more gentle. She had to be sore from the previous night, but she didn’t say a word. Instead, she just moaned and bit her lip, convulsing with pleasure underneath me as I rode that beautiful body and vented the bitter frustration of the previous night on her now.

Soon, I had her moaning and groaning. Then, I had her screaming. And that only encouraged me more. The louder she got, the more aggressive I became, driving my cock in and out of that warm wet pussy with savage ferocity. As usual, Charlotte held absolutely nothing back, screaming loud enough to wake the dead as I fucked her frantically in our living room, chasing that long-denied pleasure toward a glorious conclusion.

Charlotte let out another wail, and I groaned as I felt her pussy spasm arrhythmically around my shaft. She grew even tighter in that moment, and her legs flailed on either side of my head, her smooth skin rubbing against mine as she convulsed with orgasmic bliss. The climax crashed over her like a wave, and I groaned again at those wild contractions of her pussy as they did what they were supposed to do. With a loud cry, I emptied myself into her, spurting what felt like gallons of cum deep inside the body I had been craving for so long, it felt like forever.

As the peak of my pleasure passed, I gasped, trying to recover my breath. I sat back on my knees, and Charlotte groaned as she slid her legs down off my shoulders. In the wild passion of the moment, I hadn’t noticed Caitlin entering the living room. But there she stood, behind the sofa, looking at us both with glowing eyes.

Even though I knew the rules had changed, a moment of panic gripped me. To have your wife staring at you while you are balls deep in another woman was still novel enough to feel strange to me. But of course, Caitlin didn’t want explanations or excuses. In fact, she was smiling as she looked at me, pleased, for whatever dark reasons of her own, by what she saw.

“You two don’t waste any time, do you?” she said.

Charlotte groaned as I slid my cock out of her, sitting back on the sofa. With awkward movements, she pushed herself upright. Glowing with orgasm, dripping with pleasure, my wife’s borrowed dressing gown still hanging off her arms, Charlotte made no attempt to cover herself. There wasn’t much point in any of us being coy in front of each other anymore.

“Couldn’t help it,” she said breathlessly. “Your husband was looking cute this morning, and after what happened last night… Well, you know how it is. Cock is addictive. The more you get, the more you want.”

Caitlin laughed at that. Then, she circled around the sofa, moving toward the side where I sat. I made room for her, shifting closer to Charlotte, and Caitlin sat down. Draping an arm around my shoulders, she pulled me close to her and pressed her lips against mine. She kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth, letting me feel all the passion she felt and all the love that still remained between us, despite all the naughty things we had done.

Sex with Charlotte had left me completely drained, my feelings of aggression and betrayal dumped into her willing body, as if to free me from a curse. But having Caitlin’s body pressed against mine, having her kiss me so deeply, still tugged at those strings of desire. She was wearing nothing but a T-shirt and a pair of panties, and I felt the smooth skin of her legs under my hands as I caressed them, as she threw one over my lap. Probably she could feel the warmth of my cock against her leg. Probably she could feel her friend’s wetness on my skin. Clearly, all of this turned her on. Clearly, all of this was driving her forward, the rewards of playing this game never more obvious than they were now.

“You’re okay?”

Caitlin lifted her lips to mine to speak. She was close enough to me that her features blurred, but my wife’s voice was as familiar to me as my own. And there was genuine care in it, too. Even after all that had happened, or precisely because of everything that had happened. She had just watched me fuck her friend, but her first thought was how I was doing.

“Yeah. Better than okay,” I said, and Caitlin smiled.

“Good. Because last night was absolutely amazing, and I don’t want to give up doing stuff like that. I get to fuck other guys, and you get to fuck Charlotte. It seems like a pretty sweet deal to me.”

At the other end of the sofa, Charlotte laughed. And even I smiled. I still had my doubts, of course, my fears and misgivings. But with my cum still cooling inside my wife’s friend’s body, I didn’t feel in much of a position to complain. And maybe what we were doing was crazy, and maybe it was even dangerous. But it was clear by now that none of us could say no to it. None of us could turn away. Now that we had opened this door, it seemed like there was no way to close it, and no will to close it even if we could.

Fine by me.
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