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Hearing About His Wife’s Date

Amber sat down on the couch, smoothing her tight leather dress over the curves of her body as she did. Shannon was already sitting down, and the two of them together, side-by-side, presented two very different visions of feminine beauty. Both curvaceous, both unquestionably sexy. And to me in that moment, I would’ve given a lot to be with either one of them. But neither one of them seemed likely to let that happen anytime soon.

Instead, they both looked at me. Shannon’s eyes moved from Amber to me and back again, her face glowing with excitement. She couldn’t wait to see what happened next, couldn’t wait to hear the sordid story of my wife’s latest adventure with another man.

Amber, meanwhile, kept her eyes firmly on me. There was just a slight smile showing on her gorgeous face, to match the bright light glowing in her blue eyes. She was practically glowing, and I cringed as I looked at her, even as I desperately desired her. The details were yet to come, but I already knew the truth. She had fucked her coworker again, and judging by the way she was looking at me and the smile on her face, she wasn’t the least bit sorry about that.

“Has he behaved himself?”

Amber still looked at me as she spoke to Shannon.

“I guess so,” Shannon said grudgingly. As if she wished it were otherwise.

“He did everything you said?”

“Yeah, he did.”

“Did he make you cum?”

It was only as she said that that Amber finally turned her head toward her friend. And Shannon grinned wolfishly at my wife, the two of them sharing irrepressible smiles of excitement and delight. It was such an insane situation we found ourselves in, such a wild experience, that I was still struggling to wrap my head around it. The girls, for whatever reason, seemed to take to it better. Maybe because they were the ones in charge.

“Yeah, he did, actually,” Shannon said, as if she was surprised by it. But Amber didn’t seem to be. She kept that same cool smile on her face, only raising her carefully sculpted eyebrows just a little.

“Yeah? How did he do that?”

“He ate my pussy.”

If Shannon felt even the slightest trace of the shame and disbelief that was going through my mind, she didn’t show it. She was smiling just like Amber was, but she said these things as if they were the most natural and normal things in the world. She was telling the truth, of course, but it was a truth so unbelievable that it still felt like it couldn’t be real. As if somehow, we would soon awaken from this dream and find ourselves back in the lives we knew from before my wife locked my cock away in chastity.

But deep down, I knew that wasn’t going to happen. No matter what happened, nothing was going to unfuck Amber.

“So he was a good boy then.”

Amber’s dark hair swirled over her shoulders as she turned that smile on me again.

“See,? I’m not the only one who cheats, am I?”

“That’s not fair,” I spluttered indignantly. “I didn’t have a choice. She made me do it!”

“Oh, did my friend make my big strong husband eat her pussy?” she said, sticking out her bottom lip in a mocking pout. “Poor you. You know how many men would be down on their knees, begging for the opportunity to eat this gorgeous girl out? You should be thanking her, and me. In fact, you should be on your knees, don’t you think?”

Shannon giggled beside Amber as my wife spoke. Her huge breasts bounced in the top of her tank top, but I kept my eyes on my wife. She just looked so sexy in that dress, so unstoppably gorgeous, that it was hard to even think straight. And I knew, of course, that she was totally in control, that there was no point even trying to resist her. She was going to embarrass and humiliate me in front of her friend, but really, what more could she do to me? My position in life could not have been clearer at that point. I was there to serve, my unignorable sexual desire turned against me and fashioned into a weapon to make me the slave of my wife’s darkest desires. It was so hot, and it was so real, and nothing I could do was going to change that.

I kneeled down on the living room floor in front of the watching women. Again, they shared a smile as they watched me meekly obey. Again, I felt that viewing them from this position, looking up at them as they sat enthroned above me, made them even more beautiful, even more sexy than they already were. And it really brought home my situation, as if I could ever have forgotten. My cock ached and throbbed inside the chastity as always, a constant cruel reminder of what I couldn’t have.

Amber raised one foot from the floor, pointing her high heel at me. Her dress was far too long and far too tight for me to be able to see any distance up it, but I couldn’t help trying anyway. My eyes peered into the patch of darkness under the leather wrapped around her thighs, and I felt as if she noticed, but she didn’t see fit to comment on it.

“What do you say, cuck?”

Already, Shannon was giggling again, in anticipation of this latest ritual of disgrace. We all knew I was going to do it. We all knew I couldn’t stop.

“Thank you, Amber. Thank you, Miss Shannon, for being my cucksitter and allowing me to lick your pussy.”

Both women burst out laughing. I cringed again, feeling like the lowest person in the world as I kneeled there on the floor. Just as I was supposed to. Amber’s dress shone as she moved, her whole body shaking with laughter, and Shannon’s big boobs jiggled and bounced in her revealing top. They were clearly having a fantastic time. I knew what it was like when Amber got in these moods, how it seemed to intoxicate her. And by now, I had had had plenty of experience of seeing the same thing happened to Shannon. But now, it felt like the two of them were amplifying each other’s joy in being in control. And a thrill of fear went scuttling through my heart at the thought that the two of them together might well prove to be more than I could handle. There was no telling what they would encourage each other to do, the depths they would sink to to enjoy my pathetic submission to them. And of course, there was absolutely nothing I could do to resist them.

“What’s this Miss Shannon business?” Amber asked, turning toward her friend.

“Well, I just thought he should address me respectfully,” Shannon explained with a shrug. “It didn’t feel right, him just calling me by my first name like that.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Amber said. She turned her blue eyes on me, and they moved up and down my body, taking it all in. Taking in the pathetic sight of me kneeling at her feet, my cock locked away in the device to which she held the only key. Denied sex and used as a frustrated slave while she had fun outside our marriage.

“Maybe I should be Miss Amber from now on.”

“Yes, Miss Amber,” I said without hesitation, and both girls laughed again.

“Do you still want to kiss me, loser?”

“Oh yes, Miss Amber.”

“Okay. You can crawl over here and kiss my foot.”

Shannon laughed. Amber giggled. And I shuffled forward on my knees, as intoxicated in my own way with shame as they were with inflicting it on me. I tried to control the trembling in my hands as I cradled Amber’s raised foot between my palms. And I felt both sets of blue eyes locked on me, shining and smiling as they watched me debase myself further. I lowered my head over my wife’s foot and kissed her skin through the thin straps of the stiletto heels she wore, and just that, the feel of her skin, sent another ripple of desire roaring through me to make my cock throb and ache all over again.

“You’re right. He doesn’t have a foot fetish,” Shannon said. “Which makes it even more fun making him do stuff like that, right?”

“Exactly,” Amber said, grinning down at me. “Now, loser, do you want to hear what your naughty wife has been up to all night?”

I paused, still holding Amber’s foot gently as I gazed up at her. I honestly didn’t know the answer to that. I already knew some of it. I had seen the video she had sent, being forced to watch her ride Noah’s cock on a video call. That was enough. And I knew that hearing every slutty detail would only drive me even more crazy, only make me want Amber even more. But there was that dark pleasure in this endless wanting, that inexplicable thrill of not getting what I craved. It was more than curiosity. It was practically a compulsion, making me want what could only hurt me. I didn’t want to know. I had to know. And Amber seemed to guess that as she smiled down at me from the sofa, waiting for my answer.

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

And the women shared another little giggle as I looked for a moment at each other.

“Are you sure you can handle it?”

“No, Miss Amber,” I said truthfully. That got another laugh out of the women.

Amber lifted her foot from between my hands, setting it down on the floor. Then, she slid toward the edge of the seat and pushed herself up onto her feet. She was still smiling at me as she began to walk away, without any further explanation. I watched her go, aching and throbbing, watching the light shine from every curve of her body so beautifully wrapped in that tight leather dress that made her look like even more of a goddess than she normally did.

There was nothing she could do that wasn’t sexy, no action she could take that wouldn’t make me want her even more. Even watching her walk away from me was enough to make me shiver with desire.

Amber moved down the hallway, toward our bedroom. Not knowing what to do, I stayed where I was, on my knees, looking after her. And of course, I could feel Shannon looking at me, watching me, savoring another moment of her triumph and my humiliation.

“This is so awesome,” she said, her black hair shining like ink as she slowly shook her head. “She has you completely whipped, and I love it.”

“Yes, Miss Shannon.”

There didn’t seem to be much else to say. Not much point trying to deny the truth, trying to argue with a woman who had made me her little bitch all last night and now into the morning.

Amber soon reappeared. Her prominent hips swayed from side to side with every step she took as she walked down the hallway toward me, and my heart quickened in my chest as I saw that she was carrying something in her hands. An old scarf of hers. I listened to the rhythmic creaking of her leather dress as she circled around behind me, and crouched down to the floor.

“Put your hands behind your back, loser.”

I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin as she spoke. What she was saying made me nervous, but I did it anyway. Even though I feared giving up even more power and control, I knew deep down that it didn’t really matter. Amber tying me up wouldn’t change anything, because with my cock locked away and the key hanging around her neck, she couldn’t possibly have had more power over me than she already did.

My wife tied my hands behind my back. She pulled the scarf tight, too, binding my hands firmly together. She wasn’t playing. This might be a game, and certainly the near-permanent smiles on the women’s faces suggested they were having a great time. But Amber clearly wanted me genuinely helpless.

When she was done tying me up, she stood. She circled back around me, moving slowly, flaunting her control. She had no need to rush. She sat down on the sofa again. I watched her reach for the plate of breakfast I had brought her. Following her lead, Shannon picked up her own plate, and the two women began eating and chatting while I just sat there, ignored. Almost as if I wasn’t there at all.

“What a night,” Amber said with a soft sigh that made her breasts rise and fall underneath the leather dress. “That Noah… I always knew he had a crush on me. But I guess I didn’t expect he would be such an animal in bed.”

I tried not to groan as Shannon’s face lit up, her eyebrows rising as she chewed and swallowed a forkful of food.

“Oh really?”

“Yeah,” Amber grinned, securing a number forkful of food. “He’s pretty wild. And he’s so hot he brings out the wild side of me, too.”

“Sounds to me like you should have got a boyfriend a long time ago.”

Amber laughed again, and the girls went on eating as I continued to kneel there, totally disgraced. They took their time over the food, chatting about how great her date had been, but only in general terms. And they could ignore me if they wanted, but I knew that Amber’s words were at least partially for my benefit, too. Meant to humiliate me, meant to make me jealous. They worked. Because even though I knew she was saying the things she was saying partly for effect, I also knew that didn’t mean they weren’t true.

Finally, they finished eating. As Amber leaned forward to set her plate down on the coffee table, I was treated to a teasing view down the front of her dress, her big round breasts looking almost as if they might swell out over the top of the fabric. And I couldn’t help thinking about the kind of glimpses Noah must’ve been getting when they went out on their date, and my wife must’ve teased him into an unspeakable rage of desire to get what she wanted from him. The good hard fucking she craved. My cock would not stop aching painfully in the chastity that felt miles too small.

“Come over here, cuck.”

Amber pointed to the floor right at her feet as she spoke. I shuffled forward on my knees, my eyes locked on her, until I was almost touching her. And she stretched out one foot, tapping the sole of her shoe against my caged manhood. I winced, and Shannon laughed, and Amber looked down at me with her tongue making a slight bulge in her cheek, as if sizing me up. As if planning her next move.

“Where to start? Well, we went out for dinner, of course. And I don’t want to sound conceited, but I turned a lot of heads in this dress.”

“I bet. It’s gorgeous,” Shannon smiled.

“Everyone was looking at us. Looking at him, wondering where he found a woman like me. Probably knowing just from the way I was dressed what he would be getting later that night. I wonder if any of them noticed your little key, loser? I wonder if any of them guessed what it’s for.”

As she spoke, Amber let one hand stray across her exposed chest, her fingers finding the chain around her neck and lifting it slightly to make the key dangle in front of me. I gulped, still watching her, unable to take my eyes away from this vision of dominant and cruel beauty that haunted both my waking and sleeping hours.

“Honestly, it was hard to concentrate on the food. It’s a good restaurant; he likes to spoil me. Then again, he gets his money’s worth on these dates. At least this time, we managed to finish dinner without him taking me right there in the building. But we didn’t get very far. Only to his car, in fact.”

“Oh really?” Shannon beamed.

“Yeah,” Amber smiled softly. “I couldn’t help it. He looked so good, and I could tell he was so excited, and I thought of my loser husband here at home, pining for me. Desperately wanting what he can’t have, but knows I can. I couldn’t help it. I blew him right there in the parking lot.”

“Oh my God!” Shannon said, pressing both hands to her laughing mouth. “That’s so naughty!”

“I know,” Amber said with a smirk. But there wasn’t a trace of a blush on her cheeks, not a hint of shame in her voice. If anything, it seemed more like she was proud of what she had done and who she had become than she was ashamed of it.

“He reached to start the car, but I leaned over toward him and kissed him. And while we were making out, I reached down between his legs. I could feel his rockhard cock through the fabric of his dress pants. He kept kissing me as I unzipped his pants and reached inside, and oh my God. He was so hard. He’s big, too. Bigger than my pathetic husband, for sure.”

Shannon grinned, turning her flashing eyes on me just for a moment as if she wanted to enjoy that particular humiliation, before turning her attention back to Amber. Amber, meanwhile, was looking at me the whole time she enfolded her little story, still smiling happily, still enjoying my discomfort, my helplessness and rage and shame.

“I leaned over right there and started sucking that big, hard cock. I didn’t even care if anyone passing by could see. A cock like that deserves pleasure. A real man’s cock, you know?”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” Shannon nodded.

“He’s so big, I couldn’t fit it all in my mouth. But that didn’t matter. I wrapped my lips around the shaft, I teased it with my tongue, and soon, I had him moaning as he lay back in his seat. You should’ve seen the look on his face. Like he couldn’t believe his luck. Like he couldn’t believe this was actually happening to him. And he put his head on my hand, holding my hair back, holding me down. That’s what I knew he was about to blow.”

“You made him cum?”

“Of course I did,” Amber said with a triumphant little smile. “I’m a good girl, after all. When a handsome man buys you dinner, what choice do you really have?”

Shannon laughed loudly, covering her mouth with one hand and slowly shaking her head. And Amber looked proud to be relating this tale to her friend. Proud to be telling me all about what she had done.

“He came in my mouth,” Amber said, looking deep into my eyes with something almost like a challenge as she spoke. As if she was daring me to do something about it, even though there was nothing I could do. I couldn’t change the past. And tied up and locked up like I was, kneeling at her feet with her foot resting on my cock like it was part of furniture, I felt more than ever the totality of the helplessness she had inflicted on me.

“I swallowed his cum, too. I know I never do that for you. But he’s my boyfriend, not my husband. He gets special treatment. And I know you guys love that. So there I was, with a bellyful of his cum as I sat up, and my wedding ring on the hand wrapped around his cock.”

“Oh my God.”

I groaned as the words escaped my lips, speaking more or less involuntarily. But Amber’s smile only deepened. She knew, of course, what she was doing to me. But she still enjoyed every expression of shame and despair I made.

“That’s right, loser,” she said, tapping her foot against my caged cock. “Your wifey can be quite a slut when she wants to, can’t she?”

Again, the question seemed rhetorical. Besides, I didn’t feel capable of answering. I felt as if I could barely speak, could barely breathe. Even though I knew what she had done with him, hearing it like this made it somehow even worse. I couldn’t help re-creating the scene in my mind just the way she told it. And I could see her in the darkness of his car, in that tight leather dress, smiling then just like she was smiling now, that busy mouth put to good use for this man who got everything I didn’t. The fires of rage roared inside me as always, but they were nothing compared to the heat of desire.

“So then he took me home. Both of us could hardly wait. I was so fucking turn on, I was practically dripping, thinking about what he was going to do to me the minute he got me behind closed doors. He drove fast. As soon as we closed the door to his place, he was all over me. Well, you saw the video. You know what happened next. We made out right there in the hallway, and then he practically dragged me to the bedroom. Not that he had to. That was exactly where I wanted to go anyway.”

I groaned again as Amber tapped her shoe against my cock.

“This dress isn’t easy to get on and off, but it didn’t stop him. He peeled it off me right there in his bedroom. I pushed him down on the bed. I pulled down my panties and left them on his bedroom floor, climbing on top of him. I rode his cock. Oh my God, it felt amazing inside me. He made me cum so hard. And he lasts forever. I got so tired, bouncing up and down on top of him, but I wanted more. I needed it.

“That’s when he rolled me over. He got on top of me, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, desperate for more. He fucking pounded me. The headboard was banging against the wall. I felt like the whole bed was about to shatter into pieces. He made me scream his name. Oh, Noah! Oh, Noah!”

Amber closed her eyes and raised her voice as she related this part of the story, practically acting out her orgasmic passion. Shannon was looking at her friend with amazement, never suspecting, just as I didn’t, then Amber had this side to her. And I was gazing at her with unrelieved, unquenchable lust. I could see it all so clearly. All those nights when I had had this beautiful woman to myself, when I had done my best to make her scream and moan like this guy evidently could. And I knew she had never been this turned on by anything I did. She had never been this horny, this outrageously sexual. Being a slut clearly brought out the best in her, making her even more unspeakably sexy than her incredible looks already did. She was irresistible. She was unforgettable. She was my wife, and she had a boyfriend, and there was not a single thing I could do about it.

Amber opened her eyes, smiling down at me again. Never short of ideas, she looked at me in a way I had come to recognize, a way that told me I was going to be subjected to something new.

“Stand up, cuck.”

I did as I was told. And as I stood in front of Amber, she leaned forward. I stared at her breasts in the top of her dress again, her stunning cleavage making my mouth water and my cock ache. And I hardly dared to breathe, my heart pounding in my chest rapidly enough to make me dizzy, as she reached for the clasp of her necklace and took it off.

She slid the key into the lock of my chastity device and turned it, and the device unlocked. As she pulled the steel tube away from my body, my cock sprang out, immediately blooming into full hardness, throbbing in the empty air in front of her and her friend. I was leaking with pre-cum, and as Amber set the cage aside and traced my bulging veins with the tip of one finger, I groaned and squirmed, shifting my weight from foot to foot. I saw now why she had tied me up. She wanted me to still be helpless, even with the cage removed.

“Look how hard this makes you, loser,” Amber said. “Look at this disappointment of a cock, trying to get hard for me. As if it could ever satisfy me the way Noah’s does.”

She leaned forward and spat, a hot gob of her saliva landing on my shaft. I groaned as she closed her hand around it, rubbing her spit up and down. Beside her, Shannon watched everything, her eyes wide as they would go, her jaw hanging open with shock. But I kept my attention and Amber. My beautiful, sexy, and slutty wife, treating me with such disdain and yet making all my darkest dreams come true.

“He came inside me,” Amber said, looking up at me and continuing to stroke my cock. “He pumped a hot load of his cum deep inside my slutty pussy, and it felt absolutely amazing. To be claimed by him, to make him cum the way a woman should. To be his little sex object. It was so fucking hot. And when he rolled off me, he lay down on the bed beside me, and for a little while, we both just lay there, basking in it. The whole room smelled of our sex, and my body was just on fire with pleasure.”

“I love that part,” Shannon said, and as she spoke, Amber turned her head away from me, just for a moment, to smile at her friend before turning her eyes back in my direction again.

“Yeah, it’s magical, isn’t it?” she said. “When you get a really good fucking. Like, I mean, a real serious pounding, when a guy makes you cum over and over again, until you feel like you’re about to explode. God, I had forgotten what that was like, being married to this loser all these years.”

I panted where I stood, not saying a word. Amber’s hand was still moving up and down on my shaft, and I could feel an orgasm of my own building inside me, and I didn’t want to say or do anything that might in any way jeopardize that release. I would take whatever I could get, whatever this cruel, gorgeous, dominant woman decided to give me. Clearly, that was my role in life now. And clearly, there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.
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