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Their Good Girl




I knew trouble was waiting for me before I even got the door open. Two wineglasses on the counter meant Jess was here, and two wineglasses before five o'clock meant they'd been at it for a while. I dropped my keys on the side table and heard them before I saw them. My wife only hit that specific pitch of laughter when her best friend was around.

They were curled up on opposite ends of the couch, a half-empty bottle of rosé between them. My wife, Callie, had her legs tucked under her, still in the oversized flannel she'd clearly been wearing all day. Jess sat cross-legged with her dark hair piled up in one of those messy knots that still managed to look good, her bare feet propped on the cushion between them.

They both looked up when I walked in. Something passed between them—one of those wordless exchanges women perfected in some class men were never invited to—and they burst out laughing again.

"Hey," I said, loosening my tie. "Good to see you, Jess."

Jess pressed her lips together like she was physically trying to hold something in. She glanced at Callie, then back at me, and just said, "You're right."

I stopped and looked between them. "Right about what?"

That set them off again. Callie covered her mouth with her wine hand, which was dangerous for the couch, and Jess tilted her head back against the armrest with her eyes squeezed shut.

"Okay." I crossed my arms and leaned against the doorframe. "What are we talking about?"

Callie collected herself first, barely. She had that look. The one where her eyes got bright and her cheeks flushed and I could tell she felt clever.

"I was just telling her how pretty you are," she said.

Jess nodded, entirely too serious. "Yep." Jess popped the “p.”

I stood there for a second, waiting for the rest of it. But that was apparently the whole joke. My wife thought I was pretty, her best friend agreed, and this was the funniest thing that had happened to either of them all day.

"Pretty," I repeated.

"Gorgeous," Callie corrected, swirling her glass. "I said pretty, but I'm upgrading."

I shook my head, smiling. I couldn't help it. There was something about the two of them together that turned my thirty-four-year-old wife into a sorority pledge, and I'd stopped pretending it bothered me a long time ago. If anything, I liked this version of her—loose and giggly and a little reckless. It usually worked out in my favor later.

"You're both hilarious," I said. I pushed off the doorframe and headed for the kitchen, pulling open the fridge. I grabbed a beer and cracked it against the edge of the counter the way Callie always told me not to. "I'm going to take my pretty face upstairs. You two try not to finish that bottle before dinner."

"No promises," Jess called after me.

I took the stairs two at a time, their laughter trailing up behind me like perfume. It was warm and easy and I didn't think anything of it. That was the problem. I didn't think anything of it at all.

I never thought there’d be more to it.
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I was halfway through brushing my teeth when I heard the front door close and the deadbolt turn. A few seconds later, Callie's footsteps came up the stairs, light and quick. She was still riding the high of a good night.

I caught her reflection in the bathroom mirror as she appeared in the doorway, cheeks pink, eyes still bright from whatever the last hour of conversation had been about.

"Did you have fun tonight?" I asked around a mouthful of toothpaste.

She leaned against the doorframe. Her smile hadn't faded at all. "Oh yeah. I always do with her."

I shook my head and kept brushing. There was something about the way she said it that felt loaded, but everything felt loaded when Callie and Jess had been hanging out. I spit, rinsed, and reached for the towel.

She came up behind me before I got there.

I felt her first—the press of her body against my back, her chin hooking over my shoulder, her arms sliding around my waist. She was warm, and smelled like the shea butter lotion she always put on her hands. I watched our reflection for a second. Me in just my boxers, her behind me in that oversized flannel, her fingers spread flat against my stomach.

"Hi," she murmured against my shoulder blade.

"Hi yourself."

Her hand moved down. Her fingers slipped past the waistband of my boxers and wrapped around my cock with the kind of confidence that only came from years of marriage. I was already half-hard from the press of her body, and her grip finished the job in about two seconds.

I braced one hand on the edge of the sink. "Fuck."

She squeezed gently and started stroking, her palm warm and firm, her thumb dragging along the underside in a way that made my vision blur. I spit the last of the toothpaste into the sink because it was either that or choke on it. My hips pushed forward into her fist without any input from my brain.

"God, you're hard," she whispered. Her voice had dropped into that low register she used when she wanted something, and I could feel her smile pressed against the back of my shoulder. "I'd love to see this huge cock stuffed inside . . ."

My eyes rolled back. Every nerve in my body zeroed in on her hand, her voice, the image she was building. My thighs locked and I felt the orgasm rising fast—too fast—building from somewhere at the base of my spine.

". . . a pair of my panties."

I came. Not a gradual build, not a slow crest—it hit me like a trapdoor opening. My whole body jerked forward, and I gripped the sink hard enough to hear it creak. I spilled over her fingers, while those words hung in the air between us like smoke from a gun.

She kept stroking through it, gentler now, easing me down. I could feel her chest rising and falling against my back, steady and satisfied. When I finally opened my eyes, I caught her reflection in the mirror. She had this look—not quite a grin, not quite surprise. A smirk. The kind that said she'd gotten exactly what she wanted and was already thinking three moves ahead.

"Well," she said softly. She pulled her hand free and kissed my shoulder. "Good night."

I stood there gripping the sink while she washed her hands next to me like nothing had happened. She hummed something under her breath, dried off, and padded into the bedroom. By the time I followed her, she was already under the covers, phone in hand, scrolling like she hadn't just detonated something inside my head.

I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling.

It didn't mean anything. I came because she was touching me, because her hand was on my cock and she was whispering in my ear. I was a simple goddamn machine that responded to simple inputs. The timing was coincidental. That was it. She'd been building me up and the words just happened to land at the same moment the orgasm did.

Except I kept hearing it. A pair of my panties. And I kept feeling the way my body had reacted—not with hesitation, not with confusion, but with a full-throttle, zero-resistance release that had left me shaking.

I rolled onto my side and looked at her. She was already asleep, lips slightly parted, one hand tucked under her pillow. Peaceful. Done with it.

I wasn't done with it.

I lay awake for a long time, turning it over and over, trying to find the angle that made it make sense. The house was quiet. The ceiling fan ticked softly overhead. Callie's breathing was slow and even beside me, and I envied every single exhale.
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It had been four days, and I still couldn't stop thinking about it.

I'd tried. I'd buried myself in work, stayed late at the office twice, gone for a run that nearly killed me. But every time my mind went quiet—in the shower, in traffic, in the ten seconds before sleep—it came back. Her hand around my cock, her voice in my ear, and those five words that had no business making me come.

A pair of my panties.

So, when I came home Friday evening and found Callie and Jess cross-legged on the living room floor with a drag competition show on the TV, I felt the universe leaning on me with both hands.

"Hey, babe." Callie barely looked up. On screen, someone in a sequined bodysuit and a wig the size of a traffic cone was lip-syncing to a song I half recognized. Jess was riveted, clutching a throw pillow against her chest like it was a life vest.

"Hey." I stood behind the couch for a moment, watching. One of the queens strutted across the stage in heels I couldn't have stood up in, much less walked in, and I felt something tighten in my chest that I was even having that thought. "What are we watching?"

"Shh," Jess said without turning around. "She's about to get eliminated and I need to mourn."

I grabbed a beer from the fridge and dropped into the armchair, trying to watch, trying to be normal. But the show wasn't helping. Every shot was silk and lace and transformation—men who'd turned themselves into something else entirely. Something beautiful. My beer went warm in my hand. I wasn't watching the competition anymore. I was watching the details. The way the fabric moved. The way it sat against skin.

I took a long pull from the bottle and stood up. "I'm gonna head upstairs for a bit."

Neither of them noticed. Jess had her hand over her mouth and Callie was laughing at Jess's reaction to whatever was happening on screen. I might as well have been furniture.

I took the stairs slowly, telling myself I was just going to change. Take off my work clothes, put on sweats, come back down. That was the plan. That was the whole plan.

Our bedroom was dark except for the light spilling in from the hallway. I walked past the bed, past the bathroom, and stopped in front of our dresser. The top drawer. I knew what was in the top drawer.

I pulled it open.

Her underwear was organized the way she organized everything—loosely, with good intentions that had collapsed within a week of implementation. Cotton on one side, the nicer stuff on the other. Date night versus weekdays. I stood there looking at it like I was defusing a bomb.

My hand moved before my brain gave permission. I reached past the plain cotton, past the black seamless pairs she wore under leggings, and my fingers found something lacy. I pulled out a pair of pink, delicate, panties with a tiny ribbon at the front of the waistband. They weighed almost nothing. I'd seen Callie wear these a dozen times and never thought twice about it. They were just underwear. Her underwear.

I rubbed the fabric between my thumb and forefinger. It was softer than I'd expected, which was a strange thing to think because I'd touched them before—pulling them off her, finding them tangled in the sheets, tossing them into the laundry. But I'd never touched them like this. Feeling the way the lace caught slightly against the rough skin of my fingertips.

I wasn't picturing them on her. That was the problem. I was picturing them on me. Picturing the lace stretched over my hips, the fabric pulled tight across the front, the waistband sitting low where my boxers usually sat. The image hit me with so much clarity it felt like a memory instead of a fantasy.

My cock stiffened against my thigh, sudden and undeniable. I looked down at myself like my body had betrayed me in broad daylight.

"Fuck," I whispered. "Why am I hard right now?"

I knew why. I just didn't want this to be the reason.

"Oh my God."

The voice came from the doorway. I spun around and the panties were still in my hand because I’d been caught off guard. Callie stood in the doorframe with Jess right behind her, both of their faces lit up with identical expressions of delighted shock.

Callie's eyes dropped to my hand, then to the open drawer, then back to my face. Her lips parted. I watched the grin build in slow motion, starting at the corners of her mouth and spreading until it reached her eyes.

Jess leaned past Callie's shoulder and looked at me with her eyebrows halfway up her forehead. She didn't say a word, but her mouth formed a perfect little O that collapsed almost instantly into a grin that matched my wife's.

I stood there holding my wife's pink lace panties in the dark bedroom with a hard-on pressing against my khakis. "What are you two doing up here?" My voice came out about half an octave higher than I wanted it to.

Callie had a small black tube in her hand that I hadn't noticed before, and she held it up like a hall pass.

"I wanted to show Jess this new lip stain I bought," she said. Her voice was innocent. Her face was not.

"Yeah," Jess added, nodding slowly"I was going to try it on." She paused just long enough for the silence to grow teeth. "Looks like you want to try something on too."

I shoved the panties back into the drawer and shut it, possibly harder than necessary. The little ceramic dish on top of the dresser rattled and I caught it before it slid off. Real smooth.

"Nah," I said. I leaned back against the dresser and crossed my arms, going for casual and landing somewhere in the neighborhood of desperate. "I just like to smell my wife's pussy on her panties sometimes."

It sounded worse out loud than it had in my head, which was impressive because it hadn't sounded great in my head either. I'd been going for aggressively masculine—the kind of thing that would steer the conversation back toward territory where I was a red-blooded husband who liked the way his wife smelled and nothing more. Instead, I sounded like a man who'd picked the first available lie and ridden it straight off a cliff.

Callie tilted her head. Jess pressed her lips together. Neither of them said a word for about three seconds, and in that silence, I watched my excuse die a quiet, dignified death.

"Uh-huh," Callie said.

"Totally," Jess agreed.

They moved at the same time, stepping into the room like they'd choreographed it. Callie came around to my left and Jess drifted to my right, and before I fully registered what was happening, I was cornered against the dresser with nowhere to go. The drawer handles pressed into the small of my back.

Callie stood close enough that I could smell the shea butter on her skin. She pushed out her lower lip in a pout that she'd been weaponizing since our second date, and her fingers found the front of my shirt. She tugged the fabric gently, pulling me toward her by a few inches.

"Please," she said. "Let us play a little dress-up." Her eyes were soft but her grip wasn't. She tugged again, and I felt the cotton go taut across my shoulders. "It'll be our little secret."

I looked at Jess. She was standing just to the side with her arms at her waist, watching me with an expression that was equal parts amusement and curiosity. When she caught my eye, she raised her right hand and pressed three fingers together in a scout's honor salute. Her grin was the least reassuring thing I'd ever seen.

I looked back at Callie. She was still pouting, still holding my shirt, still standing close enough that I could feel the heat of her through the flannel. Behind us, the drawer full of panties sat closed but hardly forgotten. Downstairs, the drag show was probably still playing to an empty room.

I exhaled through my nose and stared at the ceiling for a long moment.

"Fine," I said. "But just for tonight."

Callie's pout broke into a smile so fast it was like watching a magic trick. She looked at Jess and something passed between them—that silent language again, the one I'd never been taught—and when they turned back to me, they moved together.

Callie's hands went to my shirt buttons, starting at the top, working down with quick fingers. Jess stepped closer and reached for the hem, pulling it free from my waistband. I stood there with my arms slightly raised, feeling the cool air hit my stomach as the fabric parted, and I had the distinct sensation of standing on the edge of something I couldn't see the bottom of.

"Just for tonight," I said again, quieter this time. I wasn't sure who I was reminding.

Neither of them answered. Callie pushed the shirt off my shoulders and Jess caught it behind me, tossing it onto the bed. My wife's fingers trailed down my bare chest—light, exploratory, like she was seeing me for the first time. Then her hands found my belt buckle and she looked up at me with those bright, scheming eyes.

"Just for tonight," she echoed.

Callie undid my belt with both hands and pulled it through the loops in one smooth motion, dropping it on the floor without looking. Jess was already crouching to untie my shoes, and I stood there with one hand on the dresser for balance while she pulled them off one at a time, followed by my socks. The efficiency of it startled me. They weren't fumbling. They weren't hesitating. They moved like they'd talked about this before.

My pants came down next. Callie hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them over my hips, letting gravity do the rest. I stepped out of them and she kicked them toward the growing pile on the floor. That left me in my boxers with both of them standing close enough to touch, and the room felt about ten degrees warmer than it had two minutes ago.

"These too," Callie said, snapping the waistband lightly against my hip.

I swallowed. My hands went to my waistband and then stopped, because Jess was right there. She'd seen me shirtless at the pool, at barbecues, but this was different and we all knew it. Callie didn't wait for me to sort it out. She tugged them down herself, and just like that, I was naked in front of both of them.

I told myself the reason I was half-hard was obvious. Two women. Undressing me. Any man in America would've had the same reaction, and I clung to that explanation like a life raft because the alternative was a conversation I wasn't ready to have with myself.

Callie turned back to the dresser and opened the top drawer. She reached in and pulled out the pink pair I’d been holding, and held them up between us with both hands like she was presenting a gift.

"Step in," she said.

I looked down at them, then at her. Her expression was steady and warm, almost tender, like she understood that this moment was heavier than the laughing and teasing that had gotten us here. I put one hand on her shoulder and stepped in, first the left foot, then the right.

She pulled them up slowly. The lace grazed my calves, then my knees, then the inside of my thighs, and the sensation made every hair on my legs stand up. When she eased the waistband over my hips and settled the fabric into place, I felt the lace stretch across my cock—snug, impossibly soft, nothing like the cotton I was used to. My breath caught in my throat and stayed there.

I was hard. Fully, unmistakably hard, and the panties did absolutely nothing to hide it. The pink lace pulled taut over my erection, the head visible through the pattern, the ribbon at the front sitting just above where the shaft began. I stared down at myself and didn't recognize what I was looking at.

I glanced toward Jess. She was watching the whole thing with an expression I couldn't quite read. Her eyes moved from the panties to my face and back again, and I saw her throat work as she swallowed. She wasn't laughing anymore. Whatever this was, it had crossed some line for her too.

She'd never seen me naked before. We'd known each other for years, shared dinners and holidays and the kind of easy physical affection that came with being close friends. But she'd never seen my cock, and she'd certainly never seen it straining against her best friend's underwear. The fact that she was still here, still watching, still looking at me the way she was looking at me, made my pulse hammer inside of my wrists.

Callie opened the drawer again and pulled out a bra—blush pink, not quite matching but close enough. It was simple, lightly padded, with thin straps and a clasp in the back that I'd unhooked a hundred times from the other side.

"Arms up," she said.

I raised my arms. She slipped the straps over my shoulders and reached around to fasten it behind me. Her breasts pressed against my chest while she worked the clasp, and I felt the band settle around my ribcage, snug and foreign. The cups sat flat against my chest, empty but present, and I became hyperaware of the straps pulling gently at my shoulders.

Jess walked to the closet. I heard hangers sliding along the rod, and she emerged a moment later holding a dress I vaguely recognized. It was a little black thing with thin straps and a hemline that hit about mid-thigh. She held it up against herself first, checking the length, then looked at me and nodded like she'd solved an equation.

"This one," she said to Callie.

They put it on me together. Jess gathered the fabric and lowered it over my head while Callie guided my arms through the straps. The material slid down my torso like cool water. It clung in places I wasn't used to being clung to. It caught on the bra, settled over my hips, and stopped just above my knees. The fit wasn't right, obviously. My shoulders were too broad and the chest sat wrong and the hem pulled higher on one side than the other. But it was on me, and I was in it, and the mirror on the back of the closet door showed me someone I didn't entirely recognize.

Jess stepped back and studied me with her head tilted, one finger tapping her lower lip. Then she looked at Callie with that silent language again, and her grin came back.

"We should try the new lip stain on him," she said.

"No," I said. "Absolutely not. The clothes are one thing, but I'm not⁠—"

"Please." Callie stepped between my knees and put her hands on my shoulders. She dipped her chin and looked up at me through her lashes, deploying a move that had been ending arguments in this house since before we were married. "Just a little. Just the lip stain. I want to see how it looks."

"Callie."

"For me." She squeezed my shoulders and let her thumbs trace small circles against the straps of the dress. "Please."

I'd like to say I held out. I'd like to say there was a negotiation, a principled stand, some version of resistance that lasted longer than a single exhale. But the truth was that I'd been giving in to this woman since the night I met her, and we both knew the outcome of this conversation before it started.

"Fine," I said. "Just the lip stain."

"Just the lip stain," she agreed, already turning to grab the little black tube from the dresser.

I sat on the edge of the bed with my hands on my knees and my jaw tight. Callie stood over me and uncapped the tube, revealing a felt tip that was smaller than I expected. She tilted my chin up with two fingers, and I felt the applicator touch my lower lip—cool and slightly wet, dragging from one corner to the other with careful, even pressure.

"Hold still," she murmured. She did the upper lip next, tracing the shape of it with the kind of focus she usually reserved for eyeliner on herself. I sat there breathing through my nose while Jess watched from a few feet away, her arms crossed, her head tilted, studying me like I was a canvas that was starting to come together.

Callie stepped back and examined her work. "Give it a minute to set."

I sat with the stain drying on my lips and tried not to lick them. It felt like nothing—a faint tightness, barely there—but I was acutely aware of it in the way you become aware of something new on your body. After about a minute, Callie came back with a damp washcloth and wiped gently, pressing and lifting, pressing and lifting, until she was satisfied.

"Oh," Jess said quietly from behind her. Just that. Just oh.

Callie looked at her, and whatever she saw in Jess's face made her turn back to me with renewed purpose. She reached for her makeup bag on the nightstand.

"You said just the lip stain," I reminded her.

"I lied." She pulled out a mascara wand and held it up. "Close your eyes."

I closed my eyes. I don't know why. Maybe because it was easier than fighting it, or maybe because some part of me wanted to know what came next. She held my chin steady and I felt the tiny brush against my upper lashes, combing upward in short, careful strokes. She did one eye, then the other, blowing gently on each to dry them. Her breath was warm and sweet against my skin.

"Look up," she said, and I did while she got the lower lashes. The brush tickled and my eyes watered slightly, but she caught the moisture with her thumb before it could smudge anything.

Jess disappeared into the closet and came back with a pair of black heels with a strap across the ankle. She knelt in front of me and lifted my right foot, sliding the shoe on with one hand and buckling the strap with the other. Her fingers were warm against my ankle. She did the left one the same way, and when she was done, she stayed crouched for a moment, looking up at me with an expression that had lost every trace of humor.

"Stand up," she said. "Let me see."

I stood. The heels changed everything. My calves tightened, my posture shifted, and the dress fell differently. The hemline lifted slightly, the fabric pulling against my hips in a way that hadn't happened before. I wobbled for a second and Callie caught my elbow, steadying me.

"Sit back down," Callie said. "One more thing."

She climbed onto the bed behind me and I felt her fingers in my hair. She raked it back from my forehead and started working it with her hands, pulling it to one side, tucking pieces behind my ear, creating a shape that had more style than the way I usually wore it. My hair was long enough on top that she had something to work with. She used a small clip to pin one section back while leaving the rest to fall forward over my brow. Her fingernails scraped lightly against my scalp and I felt it all the way down my spine.

"Okay," she said. She slid off the bed and came around to stand beside Jess. They looked at me. And then they stopped looking at me like a joke or an experiment and started looking at me like something surprising.

Callie's hand found Jess's arm and gripped it. Jess's lips parted. Neither of them spoke, and the silence lasted long enough that I started to feel something shift in the room.

"What?" I asked.

Callie just took my hand and pulled me up from the bed. She walked me across the room, the heels clicking softly on the hardwood, and positioned me in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door.

I looked.

The person in the mirror was me. I knew that because I could trace every familiar landmark—the breadth of my shoulders, the angle of my jaw, the small scar above my left eyebrow from a skateboarding accident in seventh grade. All still there. All still mine.

But the overall picture was something else entirely. The dress draped over a body that suddenly read differently, the bra giving shape beneath the fabric. The panties were invisible under the hemline but I could feel them, the lace pressed against me. The heels lengthened my legs and changed my posture into something that looked almost graceful. And my face—my own face—looked back at me with berry-stained lips and dark lashes and a sweep of hair that softened every angle I was used to seeing.

I looked pretty. No. I looked hot.

"Holy fuck," I said. In the mirror, I saw Callie and Jess standing behind me, pressed together at the shoulder.

They drifted away from me like they'd been pulled by the same current. Callie touched Jess's elbow and guided her toward the far corner of the bedroom, near the window, where the two of them began whispering. I stood in front of the mirror, watching their reflection while they watched mine.

I couldn't hear what they were saying. I caught fragments—Callie's low murmur, the sharp pop of one of Jess's consonants, something that sounded like a question followed by something that sounded like an answer—but the specifics stayed just out of reach. What I could see was the way they kept glancing back at me. Not the way you glance at someone you're making fun of. The way you glance at something you're deciding what to do with.

My mouth went dry. I turned away from the mirror because watching myself watch them was too many layers of strange for one evening. I smoothed the dress over my thighs without thinking about it, and then I thought about the fact that I'd just smoothed a dress over my thighs without thinking about it, and that sent me somewhere I wasn't ready to go.

The whispering stopped. I heard Jess exhale—a short, decisive breath, almost a laugh—and then Callie was walking toward me.

She crossed the room slowly, her bare feet quiet on the hardwood. Her face had changed. The giddiness was gone, replaced by something more focused.

"I want to share you with her," she said.

The words landed like a stone in still water. I felt the impact in my chest first, then my stomach, then lower. It was a slow, spreading heat that I recognized immediately because I'd imagined this exact sentence more times than I could count. Different settings, different contexts, different versions of the conversation that led to it, but always these words. Always this offer.

I swallowed. My throat clicked. "Okay. When?"

Callie held my gaze, and I watched the corner of her mouth lift by a fraction. Behind her, Jess was still standing by the window with her arms at her sides, her dark hair catching the lamplight, her chest rising and falling.

She was beautiful. She'd always been beautiful. But right now, standing in that golden light with her eyes on me and my wife's offer hanging in the air between us, her beauty felt like something I was allowed to do more with than just notice.

Every man I knew had this fantasy. Two women. It was the standard-issue daydream, the thing you half-joked about and never actually expected to happen. And here it was, being handed to me on a Friday night in my own bedroom by the woman I'd married.

But I was wearing a dress. I was wearing a bra and panties and heels and lip stain and mascara. The fantasy I'd imagined had never once looked like this. In the version I'd pictured, I was shirtless and confident and undeniably male, and they were the ones being undressed. Not the other way around. Not even close to the other way around.

I looked at Callie and I knew—before she said it, before the word left her mouth—what the answer to my question was going to be. I knew because of the dress and the makeup and the way they'd both looked at me in the mirror. I knew because my wife was three moves ahead, like she always was.

"Tonight," she said, and my stomach sank.
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I opened my mouth but nothing came out. The yes was there—I could feel it sitting right behind my teeth, ready, obvious—but my body wouldn't release it. Too many signals crossing at once. Want and hesitation and the persistent, disorienting awareness of panties against my cock every time I shifted my weight.

Jess read the silence before Callie did. She uncrossed her arms and walked toward me with a kind of calm that made the heels of my borrowed shoes feel even less steady than they already were. She stopped close, closer than she'd ever stood to me, and I could smell her for the first time as something other than background—something warm and slightly citrus.

She put one hand on the side of my neck and kissed me.

It was soft and slow. Her lips were warm and slightly wet as she pressed them against mine with just enough pressure to make it real. I felt the berry stain on my mouth meet whatever gloss was on hers, and for a half second my brain went completely blank—no thoughts, no resistance, just the raw, unfamiliar electricity of a mouth that wasn't my wife's.

I kissed her back. My lips parted and I leaned in. My hand found her hip automatically. The kiss deepened just enough to feel the edge of her tongue before she pulled away. The whole thing lasted maybe five seconds, but it shocked my entire nervous system.

The shame hit at the same time as the arousal, tangled together so tightly I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. I was kissing another woman. My wife was watching me kiss another woman. And I was doing it in a dress and panties. The wrongness of all of it—every layer, every angle—was feeding something dark and hungry inside me.

Jess stepped back and held my gaze. Her pupils were wide, and I watched her chest rise with a breath that was slower and deeper than normal.

"Don't decide anything yet," she said. Her voice was quiet but steady. "Just watch us. And feel free to join in."

She turned to Callie, and something between them unlocked. Jess reached for the hem of her own shirt—a simple gray tee—and pulled it over her head. Underneath, she wore a black bra, unlined, simple. Her stomach was tanned and flat. A thin gold chain rested against her collarbone.

Callie started on her own shirt, another flannel. But halfway down, Jess's hands replaced hers, finishing the last three buttons and pushing the fabric off Callie's shoulders. Callie shrugged it free and it fell to the floor behind her. She was braless underneath. She'd been braless all evening, I realized. Her breasts were bare, familiar and still somehow new in this context.

Jess unhooked her own bra and let it drop. Her breasts were smaller than Callie's, slightly fuller at the bottom, with dark nipples that were already drawn tight. Callie's hands went to the waistband of Jess's jeans, unbuttoning and unzipping them.

Jess returned the favor, tugging Callie's leggings down over her hips. They helped each other the rest of the way—stepping out of jeans, peeling off underwear, kicking the pile aside—until they were both standing in the middle of the bedroom completely naked.

I didn't move. I couldn’t breathe. I stood by the mirror in my heels and my dress and my empty bra and watched two women I knew well become something I'd never seen them as before.

Callie moved first. She cupped Jess's face with both hands and kissed her, and this was nothing like the quick, soft press Jess had given me. This was slow and open. I could see their lips part, could see the wet slide of Callie's tongue meeting Jess's, the way Jess tilted her head to deepen the angle.

Callie's thumbs traced Jess's cheekbones while their mouths worked against each other, and the sound of it was like music to my ears.

Jess's hands moved down Callie's body, trailing over her ribcage, her waist, the curve of her hips. Callie broke the kiss and dipped her head, pressing her lips to Jess's jaw, then her neck, then lower.

She kissed across Jess's collarbone and down the slope of her chest until her mouth found Jess's nipple. Jess's head tipped back and her fingers threaded into Callie's hair as my wife's lips closed around the dark peak, her tongue visible in flashes as she circled and sucked.

Jess pulled Callie back up and returned the favor, bending to take Callie's breast in her mouth with a gentleness that made my wife's breath hitch. Callie's hand came up to cradle the back of Jess's head, holding her there, and I watched Jess's cheeks hollow slightly as she drew the nipple deeper. Callie's eyes fluttered shut and a small sound escaped her. It was a sound I knew well, a sound I usually caused, now being pulled from her by someone else's mouth.

They moved to the bed without separating. Jess lowered Callie onto the mattress and climbed over her, their legs tangling together as they found each other's mouths again. The kiss was lazier now, deeper, their bodies pressed flush from chest to thigh. Callie's hands roamed down Jess's back and Jess rocked her hips gently against my wife's, and the two of them moved together in a sensual rhythm.

My cock was so hard it hurt. The lace of the panties was stretched to its limit, the fabric damp at the tip where I'd been leaking since the kiss. The dress did nothing to hide what was happening underneath. I pressed my palm against myself through the fabric and the pressure sent a shock up my spine that nearly buckled my knees.

I couldn't stand here anymore. I couldn't just watch. Every cell in my body was pulling me toward that bed, toward the tangle of their limbs and the sounds they were making and the heat I could practically feel from across the room.

I took a step forward, and the click of the heel on the hardwood made them both look up.

I stopped at the edge of the bed and stood there like a man waiting to be told where to sit in someone else's house. The heels put me a few inches higher than normal, and I looked down at the two of them tangled on the mattress, their skin flushed, their breathing uneven. I didn't know what to do with my hands.

Callie propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me with an expression that was equal parts tender and commanding. She reached out and ran her fingers down the front of my dress, stopping just below my navel, where the fabric tented over the obvious shape of my erection.

"I want to watch you eat her out," she said.

The directness of it hit me like ice cold water. Not because I didn't want to—I did, badly, in a way that was making my hands shake—but because hearing my wife say it out loud made it suddenly real.

This wasn't a fantasy I was having in the shower. This was a set of instructions being given to me in a dress and heels.

Jess shifted on the bed, reading the cue before I'd even processed it. She moved up toward the headboard, settling her back against the pillows, and let her knees fall open.

My mouth went dry.

She was completely bare, and the light caught the sheen of moisture between her thighs. She wasn’t embarrassed or performing. Just open, and the openness of it was more intimate than anything else that had happened tonight.

I climbed onto the bed. The dress rode up as I crawled forward on my hands and knees, the hem bunching around my thighs, and I felt the pull of the panties shifting with every movement.

I settled between Jess's legs and her thighs bracketed my shoulders, warm and firm. I could smell her. She was musky and sharp and absolutely nothing like my wife. But the novelty of it made my cock throb against the mattress.

I lowered my mouth to her.

The first taste was electric. Her skin was hot and slick and I pressed my tongue flat against her, dragging upward until I found her clit. Jess's hips rocked toward me and a sound left her throat, like she hadn't been fully prepared for how it would feel.

I circled her with the tip of my tongue, slow at first, learning the terrain, then settled into a rhythm that made her thigh muscles twitch against my ears.

Callie slid off the bed. I heard her bare feet on the floor, felt the mattress shift as her weight left it, and then she was moving. Circling. I couldn't see her from where I was, my face buried between Jess's legs, but I could feel her presence behind me the way you feel someone watching you through a window.

"Yeah," Callie said. Her voice came from somewhere near the foot of the bed, low and approving. "Just like that."

Jess's fingers found my hair and gripped gently, guiding me without steering. I sucked her clit between my lips and she gasped, her back arching off the pillows. The taste of her was everywhere, and I worked her with my mouth until her breathing was short and ragged.

Behind me, I heard a drawer open. Then it closed, and whatever she'd taken out, she didn't mention.

"Now I want you to fuck her," Callie said. Her voice was closer now, right behind me. "Stay in that position, though. On top. And keep your clothes on." A pause. "Just tug your panties to the side."

I lifted my head. Jess looked down at me from the pillows, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her lips swollen, her dark hair fanned out in a mess. She gave me the smallest nod.

I reached between my legs and hooked my thumb under the edge of the panties. The lace resisted for a second before I pulled it aside, and my cock sprang free. It was hard, aching, the head slick with everything that had been building since the kiss. I kept the fabric pinned to one side with my thumb and shifted my hips forward until I felt the wet heat of her pussy against me.

The strangeness of it was almost paralyzing. I was about to fuck a woman who wasn't my wife, with my wife watching, while wearing her clothes.

Every rule I understood about how sex was supposed to work had been quietly dismantled over the last hour, and I was kneeling in the wreckage of it with my cock pressed against another woman's pussy while wearing a dress.

I pushed inside her.

Jess's hands flew to my neck, her fingers locking behind it, and she pulled me down as a moan broke from her chest that I felt vibrate through my own ribs.

She was tight and soaked and blazing hot. She was different from Callie. The sensation of her around me made my vision white out at the edges. I sank in to the hilt and held there, breathing hard, the dress pooled around my waist.

"Yeah," Callie said again from behind me. "Just like that."

I started to move. Slow, deep strokes that made Jess's nails dig into the back of my neck. The panties bit into my thigh where I'd tugged them aside, a thin band of lace stretched taut. The friction of it against my skin was a constant reminder of what I was wearing, and who I was supposed to be in this moment.

Then I felt Callie's hands on me. Her warm palms settled on my ass, and she gathered the skirt of the dress in her fists and pushed it up over my hips. The cool air hit the exposed lace of the panties, the bare skin above them, and I felt completely open. I was buried inside one woman while the other stood behind me, lifting my dress like she was unwrapping something she'd been planning to open all night.

I heard a low click. A small, plastic cap opening. Then something cool and slick dripped against the base of my spine and ran downward. I registered it distantly, like a dream, because most of my attention was consumed by the heat of Jess around me and the grip of her fingers on my neck.

Then I felt it. The blunt, smooth press of silicone against my asshole. My entire body locked. I was buried to the hilt inside Jess, and my wife was behind me with something that she wanted to push inside me.

"What are you doing?" My voice came out wrecked, caught somewhere between a groan and a question.

Callie's free hand rested on the small of my back, steadying me. "I want to watch your girly little ass take this huge cock," she said.

The words went through me like voltage. Every protest I'd been assembling dissolved the instant she said girly little ass in that low, honeyed voice. My cock pulsed inside Jess so hard that she gasped beneath me, and I clenched my jaw against the orgasm that nearly ripped through me right then.

Fuck. I pressed my forehead against Jess's collarbone and squeezed my eyes shut. Why does that sound so hot? Why does every single thing she says tonight sound like the hottest thing anyone has ever said to me?

I didn't say no. I didn't say anything. And Callie took my silence for what it was.

She pressed the toy forward. The tip breached me slowly, slicked with whatever she'd poured, and the stretch was immediate and enormous and unlike anything I'd ever felt.

My breath left me in a sharp, involuntary grunt and my fingers dug into the sheets on either side of Jess's head. It burned and it ached and it kept going—deeper, wider, a steady, relentless pressure that filled me in a direction I'd never been filled before.

"Breathe," Callie said behind me. Her hand rubbed a slow circle on my lower back. "Relax. Let it in."

I tried. I breathed out through my mouth and felt my body loosen incrementally, and she slid it deeper. Another inch. Another. The fullness was staggering. It pressed against something inside me and sent a bolt of sensation straight through my cock. Jess whimpered beneath me. She must have felt me twitch inside her, or swell, or both. Her legs wrapped around my waist.

Callie began to thrust. Shallow movements that drove the toy against my prostate with each push. The pressure built in a way I had never experienced. It wasn't like a normal orgasm building from the outside in. This was deeper. This was a wave that started in my core and radiated outward until my thighs were shaking and my arms could barely hold me up.

"That's it," Callie murmured. She pushed the toy deeper and held it there, grinding gently, and the sustained pressure against that spot broke something open inside me.

I came. Not the way I usually came. It wasn’t the sharp, focused peak I was used to. It was something sprawling and overwhelming that rolled through my entire body in waves.

My cock jerked inside Jess and I felt myself spill into her, pulsing hard, over and over, the orgasm dragging on longer than any I'd ever had. A sound left my mouth that I didn't recognize, something raw and open and completely beyond my control.

Jess tightened around me at the same moment. Her back arched off the mattress and her nails sank into my shoulders and she came with a cry that was half breath, half voice. Her thighs clamped against my hips, her body pulling at mine in rhythmic, shuddering contractions.

I felt her orgasm around my cock while Callie's toy was still buried inside me, and the sensation of being caught between them—filled and filling, taken and taking—was so intense that my vision went dark at the edges.

I collapsed onto Jess's chest. Her heartbeat hammered against my cheek, fast and wild. Her hands slid from my shoulders to my hair, holding me gently while both of us tried to remember how breathing worked. Behind me, Callie eased the toy out slowly, and the absence of it left a hollow ache that I already, terrifyingly, wanted back.

"Now I want you on your knees," Callie said. "To serve me."

Her voice reached me through a fog. I didn't question them. I didn't weigh them. I just moved.

I pulled out of Jess slowly, and she let out a soft, satisfied sound as I slid free. I eased off the bed on unsteady legs, the heels catching briefly on the sheets.

I dropped to my knees on the hardwood beside the mattress. The dress settled around my thighs and the empty bra shifted against my chest. Jess rolled onto her side behind me, curling into the pillows, watching.

Callie walked around the bed and sat on the edge directly in front of me. She planted her feet on the floor on either side of my knees and let her thighs fall open.

I was eye level with all of her. She was soaked. Not just wet, but glistening, swollen, and visibly aroused in a way I'd only ever seen after sustained foreplay. She hadn't been touched tonight. Everything I was looking at was from her watching me.

"Look how wet you got me," she said. She leaned back on her hands and tilted her hips toward me. "I need you to clean up this mess."

My eyes rolled back before I could stop them. My throat worked around a hard swallow and I gripped my own thighs through the dress just to keep my hands from shaking.

This was not my wife. Or rather, it was my wife, but it was a version of her I'd never met. This was someone who'd been living underneath the woman I married, waiting for the right door to open.

In six years together, she'd never spoken to me like this. She'd never looked at me like this. She'd never sat with her legs spread in front of me on her knees and told me to serve her like I existed for exactly this purpose.

I leaned in. I slid my hands up the inside of her thighs and pressed my thumbs gently against her, parting her, and used one thumb to tug up on the hood above her clit, exposing the swollen bud underneath. She sucked in a breath. I covered her with my mouth and the familiar taste of her flooded my senses, grounding me.

I worked her slowly, circling her clit with the flat of my tongue, then the tip, alternating pressure the way I'd learned over years of reading her body. Her thighs tensed against my cheeks and her hand found the top of my head, her fingers threading through the styled hair that Jess had pinned earlier.

"That's it," she whispered. Her hips rocked gently against my mouth. "Such a pretty girl."

My cock twitched so hard against the lace that I gasped against her skin.

"You're being such a good girl for me," she said.

I was hard again. Fully, almost painfully hard, straining against the panties that were already stretched. The words hit some circuit in my brain that bypassed every filter I had, and the arousal that flooded through me was so intense that I moaned into her with my mouth still pressed against her.

Callie's breathing changed. Her fingers tightened in my hair. I knew this rhythm. I knew exactly where she was.

"I'm going to come soon," she said, her voice catching on the last word. "But I want you to come with me." She looked down at me with dark, heavy-lidded eyes. "Touch yourself."

I reached between my legs with one hand and tugged the panties aside for the second time that night. My cock was slick and oversensitive from before, and when I wrapped my fist around it the sensation was almost too much. I stroked myself in time with the rhythm of my tongue against her.

Callie's thighs clamped against my ears. Her hips lifted off the mattress and she held my head against her with both hands, grinding into my mouth as a long, shuddering moan tore out of her.

I felt her pulse against my tongue. I felt the muscles of her thighs quake. The desperate, intense sound she made pushed me over the edge right behind her.

I came, spilling over my own fist and onto the hem of the dress, my mouth still pressed against my wife. The orgasm was sharper this time, more focused, and it ripped a sound out of me that vibrated against her skin, making her gasp one final time before her body went slack.

I rested my forehead against her thigh. Her fingers loosened in my hair and slid down to the back of my neck, resting there gently. Behind me, from somewhere in the pillows, I heard Jess exhale slowly, like she'd been holding her breath the entire time.

The room settled. My knees ached against the floor. The dress was ruined. The panties were ruined. The mascara had probably run down my face from sweat and tears I hadn't noticed shedding.

And I'd never felt more alive in my entire life.
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Jess got dressed quietly. She pulled her clothes on in the reverse order she'd taken them off. She ran her fingers through her hair until it looked close enough to the way it had when she'd arrived. The transformation back into Callie's best friend was so seamless it almost made me doubt the last hour had happened at all.

I sat on the edge of the bed and watched them walk downstairs together. Their voices were low and easy, already slipping back into the cadence of a normal Friday night. I heard them laugh about something in the hallway. I heard the clink of wineglasses being set in the sink. Then the front door opened and Callie's warm voice carried up the stairwell.

"Text me when you get home."

"Always do." Jess's voice was already outside, half-swallowed by the night air. Then, lighter: "This was fun. We should do it again sometime."

"Definitely," Callie said, and I could hear the smile in it.

The door closed. The deadbolt turned. And just like that, it was over. Or, at least the part of it that included a witness. I sat on the bed in the ruined dress with my hands on my knees. I listened to my wife's footsteps come back up the stairs.

She appeared in the doorway and leaned against the frame, arms crossed. She looked at me with an expression that was softer than anything she'd worn in the last hour. The commanding edge was gone. The scheming brightness in her eyes had settled into something quieter, something closer to the woman I ate breakfast with every morning.

"Come here," she said.

I stood up and she met me in the middle of the room. She reached for the straps of the dress and eased them off my shoulders, guiding the fabric down my arms, past my waist, until it pooled at my feet. Her hands were gentle.

She unhooked the bra and slid it off, tossing it toward the dresser. Her fingers traced the red lines the band had left across my ribcage, and she pressed her lips to one of them. It was a small, quiet kiss that made my chest tighten.

Then she knelt in front of me and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties. She pulled them down slowly, the lace dragging against my skin one last time, and I stepped out of them. She set them aside without looking at them and stood back up to face me.

"You looked so pretty for me tonight," she said.

I reached for my boxers on the floor and stepped into them, pulling them up over my hips. The cotton felt heavier than I remembered. It was rougher, less like something comfortable and more like putting on a uniform. I ran both hands through my hair, messing up whatever they had done to it earlier, pushing it back into the shape I recognized.

I looked at her. She was waiting to see if I was okay. She was waiting to see who I was on the other side of this.

"I felt pretty," I said.

It came out quieter than I intended. It came out honest, which was worse.

Callie's face did something I wasn't prepared for. It crumpled and opened at the same time—not sadness, not pity, but something raw and relieved, like I'd said the one thing she'd been hoping I'd say. She stepped forward and kissed me hard, both hands on my jaw, her mouth firm and certain against mine.

When she pulled back, her eyes were bright. She took my hand and laced her fingers through mine.

"Come on," she said. "Let's go to bed."

We brushed our teeth side by side. She washed the remaining makeup off my face with a cotton round. It was soaked in something that smelled like cucumber, tilting my chin the same way she had when she'd put it on, but slower now.

I watched her in the mirror and she smiled at me.

We climbed into bed and she curled against my side the way she always did, one leg thrown over mine, her head on my chest. Her breathing slowed within minutes. She was out. The woman could sleep through anything, including the demolition of her husband's entire understanding of himself.

I stared at the ceiling. The fan ticked overhead. My body was heavy with the kind of exhaustion that follows something seismic.

Things felt almost normal. My wife's weight against my side was the same familiar comfort it had always been. I could almost convince myself that tomorrow would be a regular Saturday with coffee and errands and the easy amnesia of routine.

But the top drawer of the dresser was six feet away, and I could feel it like a low hum in the walls. I thought about her other panties, how the lace would feel against my cock. I knew how it felt to be looked at in them, to be touched in them, to be called pretty while wearing them.

I closed my eyes and waited for sleep. It came eventually, but not before I'd admitted, in the privacy of my own silence, that just for tonight had been a lie from the moment I'd said it.
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