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Amber Comes Home

I woke up on the sofa.

For a moment, I wondered if it had all been a dream. The things that happened the night before were beyond even my wildest imaginings, comparable only to the sexy chat I had had with the artificial intelligence that started this whole adventure. But real life, I was quickly finding, was very different. In real life, it was so much more degrading, more humiliating, more painful. And yet, at the same time, it was so much more exciting, too.

Because this was real. There was no way to forget that, when I woke up with my cock aching inside the chastity device, the bruised flesh incessantly pressing itself against the walls of its prison. I had gone to bed late and woke up several times during the night to that familiar dull ache, knowing there was nothing I could do to relieve it. Shannon had used me, then dismissed me once I had given her several orgasms with my tongue and fingers. She had made me sleep on the sofa in my own house while she took the bed. And I had lain there in the dark, listening to her heavy breathing, knowing that she had had a fantastic night, just like my wife had.

There was no further contact from Amber. The glow of my phone lit up the darkness in the living room several times during the night, but there was nothing from her. And I didn’t dare reach out to her to see what was going on. Deep down, of course, I knew what was going on. She was having wild sex with another man, a man that she seemed to prefer greatly to me in bed, and I didn’t need a reminder of that crushing fact, even if I couldn’t stop my thoughts orbiting around her and what she might be doing at any given moment.

It was a terrible night’s rest. But still, when I woke up, it seemed Shannon was still in our bed. And Amber had still not come home.

Rising, I made my way to the bathroom to relieve myself. Everything was just as it had been before, everything in my home so familiar to me, I could have navigated the place with my eyes closed.

And yet at the same time, everything was different. Just like the first time Amber had cheated on me, I was painfully aware that everything had changed now. That the way we lived our lives was being renegotiated, and I had almost no input into it. Amber was going to do what she was going to do. And how she had her friends helping to dominate me, and there was nothing I could do about that, either. I was on the edge of something I had only fantasized about, being enslaved by a group of cruel women, and it made my cock ache desperately for a release I knew wasn’t coming anytime soon.

After all, Amber wasn’t there.

I brushed my teeth, trying to avoid my own face in the mirror. Except for the chastity device locked onto my manhood, I was still naked. It hadn’t even occurred to me to get dressed. My clothes were still draped across the living room floor where they had been left since the night before, and somehow, it seemed as if I had accepted my lonely position by not daring to put them back on again. Maybe I would now.

But when I opened the bathroom door, I stopped in my tracks. Shannon was standing right there, and she was completely naked.

I didn’t try to stop my eyes from traveling over the abundant curves of her thick body. After all, there wasn’t much point being coy anymore. I had eaten her to orgasm at her command, over and over again.

And Shannon didn’t seem to mind. She smiled as she stood there in front of me, completely exposed, completely unashamed. She wasn’t my physical type, but as I had experienced before, as I had guessed during my fantasies with the AI, that was part of the attraction, in its own weird way. The fact she could control and dominate me so completely despite not being a knockout beauty the way that Amber was. As if just being a woman was enough by itself.

Not that she was exactly hideous, either. She was heavier than my wife, but her waist still narrowed between the massive swell of her breasts and the expansive roundness of her hips, giving her an hourglass figure all the same. And those breasts were gigantic. Amber was a well-endowed woman itself, but Shannon’s boobs were far bigger. I looked at the broad pink circles of her nipples, a little knob of flesh in the center tight with excitement, and then my eyes traveled further down, to the dark pubic hair that pointed the way to the pussy between her round thighs.

“Get out of the way,” she said.

Shannon didn’t wait for me to respond. Placing her hand flat on my chest, she stepped into the bathroom, pushing me back from the open door. I let her do it. After all, there was no dispute about who was in charge here. The night might be over, but Amber had still not come home, and that meant Shannon, my cucksitter, was still firmly in charge. I scuttled back into the bathroom, and Shannon stepped past me, and I watched the round cheeks of her ass move with every step she took as she slid aside the door to the shower and got in.

The water cascaded over her body, making her skin shine. She turned to face it for a moment, letting it slick her black hair back over her scalp and neck as she pushed it away from her face. I was about to leave her to it when she turned to me, opening her eyes and blinking away the water.

“Are you just going to stand there gawking at me? Get in here. You can be my little shower bitch.”

I gulped as she smiled. She loved to talk this way, loved to be aggressive in her domination of me. Amber had her moments like that, but she tended to be gentler about it. Not that her power was ever in question. However these women spoke to me, the result was the same. I had to do what they said, and whether they gave their orders with a smile or an insult, it made no real difference in the end.

I stepped into the shower, feeling flecks of water against my skin. The chastity device was stainless steel, and I knew I could clean myself with it on effectively. But that wasn’t what I was there for. Shannon helped herself to the range of products on the shelves in the shower, handing me a bottle of body wash. I squirted some into my hands, rubbing them together to work up a lather, and she watched it all with her smiling eyes, fully enjoying this latest expression of her sexual power.

“Start at my feet,” she ordered, pointing to the floor in front of her.

Knowing better than to argue, I kneeled in front of her. She raised one foot from the floor with surprising grace, pointing her toes downward. And as I ran my hands over her skin, I remembered giving her that foot rub the night before. This woman had really put me through my paces, using me for all sorts of pleasure without caring about mine at all, and it made her so unbelievably sexy to me. She might not be a world-shaking beauty like Amber was, but she had an innate sexiness to her, and that had only been enhanced by this other side she was displaying now.

I had to control myself. In the end, I had no choice. My cock was still locked away, aching for release that wasn’t coming, as I moved my hands up her leg, smearing soap over her skin.

When I reached her hip, she directed me back down to the other foot, and I began the process all over again. Once that leg was lathered up, I stared at her pussy right in front of me, and I could see the lips were puffy and swollen with pleasure again. There was no denying it. There was no need to pretend. Being in charge turned Shannon on, just like it turned Amber on, and it turned me on more than I could believe to know that these women took such pleasure in using me like this.

I waited, soapsuds still dripping from my hands that now dangled by my sides. I wanted to touch her, but I didn’t dare. Not yet. I watched from my knees as Shannon smiled down at me over the incredible swell of her breasts, one hand moving down over her own body. I watched her fingers tease her swollen nipple, watched her slide her hand lower, over her belly. Finally, I saw it settle between her thighs, the fingers pressed against her slit, her palm cupped over her clitoris.

She let out a quiet sigh as she began to rub herself. She leaned back against the wall of the shower, and the water cascaded over her, streaming over her shoulders, her breasts, her stomach and hips, finally dropping to the floor where I kneeled near the drain. At unbelievably close range, I watched her fingers slide between those swollen lips, a noise of ecstasy escaping her throat. Teasing me, flaunting what I had never wanted so much before, but had now been forced to desire, as if she was training me. As if she was rewiring my brain to be as hopelessly in lust with her as I was with my wife. It was working. My eyes were locked on Shannon’s pussy, unable to look anywhere else, and that exposed pussy right in front of me made me lightheaded with desire as my cock throbbed and pulsed inside its cage.

“You want some breakfast, loser?”

“On my God, yes, Shannon,” I panted, making her giggle.

“You’re so pathetic,” she smiled. And even though I naturally bristled at the insult, it was hard to deny the truth. Even though I had imagined being forced to submit by this woman, along with the rest of my wife’s friends, I had never thought it would really happen. Maybe in some way, I had thought I would be stronger than that in real life. That was just a little fantasy that had no relation to reality, a chance to be someone other than who I was. Except now it was turning out that this was exactly who I was, and Amber and her friends were all too aware of it.

And when it came to Amber and Shannon, at least, they seemed to intuitively know exactly how to use it, too.

“Beg for it.”

“Are you serious?”

“Do I look like I’m joking?”

Shannon’s eyes blazed as she stared down at me, the smile quickly dropping from her face.

“You know you want it, you little cuckold loser. It’s more than you deserve, and it’s all you’re going to get. If I was your wife, I’d keep you locked up in chastity forever, and make you serve me and my boyfriends all the time, and never let you out.”

I didn’t doubt it. Shannon’s behavior ever since she had been appointed my cucksitter had shown me just how comfortable she was being in charge. And I resisted the urge to say something stupid, something about how she would never be my wife in any case. This woman had near-total power over me now, and insulting her would be a terrible idea.

And the worst thing was that she was right. I did want her. I wanted her desperately, and I knew that I couldn’t have the sex that I craved with her, but that didn’t stop me wanting whatever I could get. My mouth was practically watering as I looked at her. I remembered eating her pussy the night before, my face buried between her thick thighs, her lying back in our marital bed, making the bedroom ring with her moans and cries of pleasure and passion. It was unbelievably erotic, an image I knew I would never be able to shake, even if I wanted to. And I didn’t want to. The kinky images I had imagined while chatting with the AI were exciting, but memories of the reality were so much more intoxicating.

What had happened between us could not be undone. We would all know how these girls had bullied and used me, how they have controlled me completely and made me crave sex with them, only to refuse me. There wasn’t much point trying to maintain even a crumb of dignity around Shannon anymore.

“Please.”

Shannon raised her eyebrows, the smile returning to her face at the sound of my croaking voice.

“Please what, loser?”

“Please… Please let me lick your pussy, Shannon.”

“That’s Miss Shannon to you. You need to show me the proper respect. Say it. Say, ‘please, Miss Shannon, can this cuckold loser please lick your beautiful pussy?’”

I bristled. I knew I was supposed to. I’m no sadist, but maybe whatever masochism I had gave me an insight into its opposite. Just as these dominant women seemed to understand my desires better than I would ever have imagined. And there was no point denying the erotic power of what she was saying. That strange submissive part of me was absolutely thrilled by what I was hearing, craving the release of surrendering myself to the power of a dominant woman like her.

“Please, Miss Shannon, can this cuckold loser please lick your beautiful pussy?”

Shannon laughed loudly, the sound echoing in the tight space of the still-running shower.

“Oh my God, you’re so pathetic,” she said. “I wish I’d filmed that. Imagine if your wife could see you now, on your knees, begging her friend for just a taste of pussy. It would probably remind her why she has to cheat on you, why she has to fuck real men instead of you, while you stay home with your pathetic cock all locked up, begging your cucksitter for just a lick. Right?”

She was still smiling, but I could see the challenge in her eyes. I knew what she wanted. Maybe she even wanted me to try and resist, to put up a fight. Only for her to bend me to her will anyway.

She was going to win. She knew it. And if she didn’t, if I was somehow able to resist her, she would report my behavior to Amber, and my wife would find a way to deal with me. I had no idea what she might do, and frankly, it didn’t bear thinking about. That key she held gave her astonishing power over me. I had known that, had work through it all in my little fantasies. But now, things were almost too real. Unlike in my chats with the AI, I couldn’t just set my phone aside and go on with my real life. I was stuck, and the only way out was to do as I was told.

“Yes, Miss Shannon.”

Her smile deepening, Shannon turned around to face the shower. Her wet black hair ran down between her shoulders as if pointing the way down to her body, that relatively narrow waist offset by her outrageously feminine curves. And her hair trailed over her shoulder as she turned to look at me, raising her dark eyebrows in expectation again.

“Kiss my ass.”

I hesitated. But even as she said the words, I knew I would do it. My cock was aching like always inside the ruthless prison of chastity, an unnecessary reminder of the power all women now seem to have over me. Or any women Amber decided to share my secret with, anyway. I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t say no. And it wasn’t just the threat of what might happen if I did, the fear of how Amber might react to my disobedience. It was because I wanted this, too. Because I wanted to pleasure this thick goddess standing above me again, even though I knew it would only make my own predicament worse.

I leaned forward, the water of the shower pouring off her and down over me, just like the shame I felt washing over me at every moment. I pressed my lips against the skin of her ass, kissing one cheek, then the other, while she giggled girlishly above me, thoroughly enjoying this unrivaled sense of power.

“Good boy,” she said.

I sat back on my knees as she turned around to face me again. She reached out toward me, placing one hand on top of my wet head. And she pulled me toward her, guiding my eager face between her legs.

“Good boys get rewarded,” she said mockingly. “Make me cum, loser.”

I didn’t acknowledge her words. Instead, I stuck out my tongue, running it over her swollen lips that dripped with shower water and the juices of her excitement. Tasting again the unique taste of her I had discovered the night before, that had hung in my mouth and in my memory as I tried to sleep. Once I married Amber, I had assumed that she would be the only woman I would ever do this for again, and I was happy with that idea. If this was one of the perks of being her cuckold now, I supposed it was better than nothing. But I also knew that somewhere out there, my wife was getting exactly what she wanted from a new lover, while I had to content myself with oral service to her friend.

Shannon groaned above me. She leaned back against the shower wall again, thrusting her hips forward, and I placed my hands on those hips tentatively, not sure what was allowed and what wasn’t. But Shannon didn’t complain. Her big breasts moved in her hands as she squeezed them, gripping her own nipples, her eyes closed, mouth open, surrendering herself completely to the feelings of ecstasy I was giving her.

And I tried to surrender myself to the moment just as completely as she did. I tried to push everything else aside, focusing on the task at hand and the undeniable pleasure of making a woman cum. But of course, I couldn’t ignore the urgent throbbing of my caged cock, couldn’t forget about the woman who had claimed it as her own. Amber, my beautiful wife, the power behind the power Shannon had over me, the reason I was now on my knees in the shower, eating out her friend.

That just made it more exciting.

I licked and lapped, nuzzling my face against Shannon’s sex. I plunged my tongue inside her, chasing the source of juices that streamed out of her, and she responded. She placed both her hands on my head, holding me in place as if I were trying to get away, pressing her hips forward even more urgently, desperate for more of what I was doing to her.

My jaw ached, but I carried on. I didn’t expect any pity from her. And soon, I felt her pussy tightening around my tongue, felt it convulsing against my own lips. Shannon was about to cum. And I maintained a steady rhythm, driving her toward pleasure until she exploded in my mouth. She shivered and shook, she moaned and wailed, and she spurted a hot flood of her juices all over my face, the streaming shower water instantly washing them away. As she let go of her grip on my head, I raised my face to look up at her, studying the look of pleasure in her expression that looked almost painful in its pure intensity. And my cock ached ruthlessly at the sight, knowing I had given her that pleasure all over again, and that it would not be reciprocated.

“Good boy,” Shannon said again as she opened her eyes. “Go get me a towel.”

I did. I stepped out of the shower, quickly toweling myself off before grabbing a new towel for her. And she smiled as she stepped out of the shower, standing dripping in front of me, her skin glistening with water.

“Dry me off.”

Clearly, this princess had no intention of doing anything for herself. But as I followed her commands, rubbing the towel over her body, I saw why she’d done it. It was another way to make me touch her, to force me to caress her ample curves. To touch her everywhere and yet be denied what she knew I wanted most, keeping me vibrating at that fever pitch of desire that both she and Amber seemed to love to exploit.

Once she was dry, she stepped out of the bathroom. Completely naked, she walked through my house, her skin glowing with pleasure and the warmth of the water. Unsure of what to do with myself, I dropped the towel and headed down the hallway after her, toward the bedroom.

Inside, she was getting dressed. She hadn’t brought a change of clothes; maybe she hadn’t expected to be staying the night. I certainly hadn’t expected that, either. Amber had never said she wasn’t going to come home, and despite all the excitement of what had happened, part of me was starting to worry.

Shannon didn’t say anything as she squeezed back into her black leggings and black tank top. She didn’t try to stop me from watching her. And when she was fully dressed, she turned, walking in her bare feet toward the door of the bedroom. I stepped aside as she walked past me, heading down the hallway toward the living room. Again, without being told, I followed her. Like a little puppy trotting along at the heels of his owner, hoping desperately for a treat.

Shannon sat down on the sofa, and I stayed standing.

“What are you making me for breakfast?”

“Umm… You want some eggs?”

“Yes. Scrambled. And bacon, if you have it.”

I nodded, and headed toward the kitchen. I was there to serve, and we both knew it. As humiliating and degrading as it was, it was starting to seem inevitable. After all, we both knew how little choice I had in the matter.

And that’s how Amber found me. Standing in the kitchen cooking breakfast for her friend.

I heard her coming. I heard the front door open, heard Shannon’s voice greeting her friend. I heard Amber’s high heels on the floor of the house as she came toward the kitchen, my heart quickening with every step, as if trying to match the rapid beat of her footsteps. With the eggs sizzling in the pan, I turned to face her as she stood in the kitchen doorway, a satisfied smirk on her beautiful face.

What a night she had had.

And what a woman she was. I couldn’t deny it. Part of me, the jealous, angry part, wanted to attack her. To tell her off for doing what she did, and tell her that she must never do it again. Experience had taught me that I was unlikely to ever do such a thing, but still, it lived as a kind of fantasy in my brain, rising up inside me whenever things felt like they were getting too intense.

But now, looking at her, I was reminded of why I would never do that. In some ways, the cage I wore around my cock was only a symbol of the true power she had over me. I wanted her so deeply, so desperately, and that meant she could get away with anything.

She was smirking as she stood there doorway. Still wearing her dress from the night before, the tight outfit in deep red leather hugged her calves so seductively, that showed off acres of magnificent cleavage and gripped her legs tight all the way down to her knees. The leather shone in the morning light, accentuating every curve, making it almost impossible to turn my eyes away.

Her dark hair hung in its soft waves around her bare shoulders, though it wasn’t quite as neat as it had been when she went out. Her makeup, too, though still enhancing her beautiful features, look fuzzier than it had.

It wasn’t like I could possibly have forgotten what she had been doing all night, the kind of experiences I knew she had had. But seeing her now drove it home like a hot nail in my heart. I felt as if anyone who looked at her could see the truth written all over her face, rising like heat from every line of her body. She was a beautiful woman who had spent the last night getting thoroughly and completely sexually satisfied, and she was absolutely glowing with the excitement of it, as if she couldn’t contain the desire that vibrated within her.

“Hi, cuck. Miss me?”

“My God, yes, Amber!”

She chuckled at my response. And before I even realized what I was doing, I found myself stepping toward her, abandoning the sizzling eggs on the stove. I crossed the kitchen in a few quick steps, my arms already reaching out toward her. Longing to wrap them around her, longing to feel that incredible body against mine, no matter what she had done.

But Amber, still smiling, placed a single hand on my chest, stopping me in my tracks.

“I’m tired, honey,” she said. “And I’m not sure you want to kiss me right now. Before I’ve told you where this mouth has been.”

I cringed at her words, and Amber’s bright eyes studied my face, traveling over every inch of my skin as if reading my despair and dismay in my expression. Her smile grew, just a little. She loved this. She loved every minute of it, the shame and degradation, the teasing and the denial.

“That smells good,” she said, nodding toward the stove. “I hope you’ve made enough for me.”

And then, she stepped away. I watched the tight red leather of her dress straining over her hips and her ass, watched her hips swaying with every step she took in her high heels. As if she had somehow become even more desirable, even sexier to me, even though she had already been the most desirable woman in the world. I watched until she disappeared from my sight, heading back toward the living room where her friends waited.

Then, I turned back to my task, cracking a couple more eggs into the pan. In the living room, two dominant women were waiting for me, and I knew that this insanely erotic experience was far from over.

And all I could do was exactly what they told me to.
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