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Cuckold Duties

I stood trembling in the living room. My hands tied behind my back, tightly knotted with one of Amber’s scarves. My cock finally free, or at least held captive in a different way. Held in my wife’s hands now, her fingers tightly gripping and manipulating the swollen shaft while my balls grew tight against my body, my orgasm swelling rapidly inside me while Amber slowly stroked.

She smiled up at me, and I saw the tip of her tongue as she gently licked her lips, while I trembled at the thought of what that mouth had been up to the previous night with her boyfriend. But it only made me want her more. Just as she knew it would. This strange magic of jealousy, this desire I had for her that was fueled by knowing she had other options. Better options, if I could believe what she told me about Noah. Her new boyfriend, she wanted me to believe, fucked her better than I ever have or ever could. And the thought that might be true made my heart ache and my cock throb with strange submissive passion that would not leave me alone.

“So we were lying there, in bed together,” Amber said, continuing her story. “I mean, I’d just been fucked so well. I was so tired, and my pussy was aching from the pounding he had given it. But I couldn’t leave it there. I was too turned on. I’m a greedy girl, and I wanted more. So I turned toward him. He was looking at me all sleepy-eyed, with this goofy grin on his face. As if after all that heat, he couldn’t quite believe I was lying in the bed next to him. His office crush that he thought he could never have because I was married, now acting like a total slut for him.

“I looked down, and I saw his cock was soft. It was still big, even then, lying on his thigh. But a cock like that deserves more attention. So I crawled over to him again.”

Shannon was grinning broadly as she sat on the sofa next to my wife. She was loving this story, and loving every humiliating detail. Loving not just how dirty my wife had been, but the effect it was having on me.

And she was watching my wife jerk me off, but at this point, after everything we had done together, it barely even struck me as strange anymore. Besides, I was too lost in desire to think about that. All I could focus on was Amber toying with me, and think about what she had done with her boyfriend. Because every scene she described seemed to be happening right in front of me even in that moment, burning itself onto my brain with the fire of rejection and jealousy and humiliation.

“I took his cock in my hand, like this,” Amber explained. “And it felt so thick and heavy as I lifted it out of the way. And then you know what your wife did, loser? I started licking his balls.”

“Oh God,” I groaned, while Shannon burst out laughing.

“You dirty girl! That’s so hot,” Shannon said.

“It was,” Amber grinned, still focusing on me. “I licked those juicy balls, and then, guess what? I kissed them, and sucked them, just like this.”

Amber’s leather dress creaked again as she moved, leaning forward on the sofa. Lifting my throbbing cock out of the way, she swept her hair back from her face with her free hand and nuzzled her mouth against me. I let out a long groan of desire as I felt her tongue sliding over my scrotum, and I groaned even more as she took one of my balls in her mouth. She sucked gently, looking up at me the whole while, still wanting to see the expression on my face. Still wanting to study my shame and disgrace and irresistible arousal while I stood there on tiptoes, trembling and helpless, teased to the brink of insanity and over it by the woman I loved more than anything in the world.

She moved her talented mouth away with a wet sound. She grinned, so pleased with herself and her little performance. And of course, the pleasure she had given me was accompanied by another little stab of shame and disgrace.

“Of course, his balls are much bigger than yours, cuck,” she giggled. “And they tasted different, too. Because his were soaked in my cum.”

Amber sat up straighter, and I took a half step forward, since she still had my cock in her hand. Again, she stroked slowly, once again working me towards that inevitable fever pitch of climax.

“Then I used my mouth to clean his cock,” she said. “I licked every last drop of my cum off his thick shaft. It felt so naughty, so dirty, and so right at the same time. I wanted to be a good girl for him, wanted to clean up my mess and hopefully make another one. And guess what? By the time I was done licking him, his cock was rock hard again, ready to go.”

“Oh my God, that’s amazing,” said Shannon.

“Yeah, that’s part of why he’s so good in bed,” Amber said. “Not only does he have tons of stamina, but he recovers really quickly. He can go all night. As we proved.”

She turned back to me then, stroking my cock again. By now, I was groaning desperately, unable to keep back the sounds of pleasure and despair rising in my throat. Amber knew exactly what she was doing, long years of practice attuning her to my body. She played me like an instrument, forever increasing the powerful feeling swelling inside me without quite giving me enough to explode. But I was close. I knew even she couldn’t play this game forever. My only question was, was that what she wanted? Or did she have some other cruel form of denial in mind for me?

“This time, he took me doggy style. Made me bend over and get on my hands and knees, and he slid that big cock into my dripping pussy from behind. He absolutely slammed me. And I fucking loved it. He felt so deep inside me in that position, holding my hips and plunging his cock all the way into me. He made me scream and moan all over again, until I thought his neighbors might start pounding on the walls. But I didn’t care. I just wanted more pleasure, more sex, more of everything. More of him and that big fat cock that was rearranging my insides, stretching me out and making me moan like a bitch in heat.”

“Holy shit,” Shannon murmured.

“It went on and on. I don’t know how long. I lost track of time. I didn’t count the orgasms he gave me like that, but I would have to say with at least two or three. I don’t think I’ve ever cum so much or so hard in a single night as I did last night. I mean, he absolutely wrecked me. And then he came inside me all over again, pumping his hot cum deep into me, leaving me gasping. By the time he was done with me, I was sprawled on the bed like a used-up doll, his cum leaking out of my ravaged pussy while I was hardly able to breathe.”

“Oh God,” I groaned again, “oh God, Miss Amber!”

“I know. Hot, right? You should’ve been there. You should’ve seen it. Maybe one day, I’ll let you watch.”

Shannon shrieked with laughter at that, and I groaned with a terrible violence, feeling the shame and humiliation she wanted me to feel deep in the pit of my stomach, fueling the orgasm that was ever rising there. Because I wanted that. At least, part of me did. As unbearable as that sounded, to watch my wife get railed by another man, part of me knew that Amber in the full flood of orgasmic bliss was the most beautiful sight imaginable. I wanted to see it, to hear it, to feel that electricity in the air and know that my wife could do whatever she wanted, that she was capable of anything. That her beauty gave her a power I couldn’t hope to stand against. And in some cringing part of my heart, I even thought myself lucky to be having the smallest part of a woman like her.

“After that, I couldn’t take any more,” Amber said. “It was hours past midnight, and we were both exhausted. He wrapped his arms around me, and we fell asleep just like that. I didn’t even clean his cum out of me. I was too tired. It stayed there all night, and there was a big stain on the sheets when we woke up in the morning.”

Amber paused. Again, I saw her tongue bulge in her cheek as she looked at me. I groaned in despair as her hand stopped moving on my cock. She just held it as I stood in front of her, desperate for pleasure, willing to say or do whatever it took for the orgasm only she could give me.

“How badly do you want to cum right now, loser?”

“Oh my God, Miss Amber, so badly! Please, Miss Amber!”

Amber laughed right in my face, that scandalous leather dress creaking again as she shifted slightly in her seat.

“I don’t know,” she said softly. “I’m really not sure. I mean, after spending all night with a real man, I don’t really see why an inferior cock like this should be allowed to have any pleasure.”

“Damn right,” Shannon said, her breasts bouncing as she folded her arms underneath them and stretched out her legs. “Lock it back up, I say. You don’t need him with a guy like Noah around. Just use him as your little bitch boy while you go out and hot dates with a real man.”

For the first time in a long time, my eyes darted toward Shannon. Amber smiled as she looked over at her friend too. She shook her head, but it wasn’t like she was denying what Shannon said. It was more like she was just shaking her head in disbelief at all of this, another moment of acknowledgment by her that what we were doing was absolutely insane. But she loved it. She loved every minute of it. I could see that in the light seemed to shine from her beautiful face as she turned her eyes back to me.

“No begging right now,” she said. “Let me finish my story first, and if you can be a good boy and listen to every word, I’ll think about giving you a reward.”

I winced as Amber shifted again in her seat and began to stroke me again.

“I woke up next to him this morning. I knew I should be getting back, but I couldn’t resist another round. He was still asleep, but I lifted the blanket, and saw his cock lying down his leg, asleep like he was. I couldn’t resist. Besides, I knew I had to clean my cum off him. So guess what? That’s right. Noah woke up this morning with his cock already in your wife’s mouth.”

I moaned as Shannon laughed.

“So he woke up to me blowing him, and when he realized it wasn’t a dream, this big smile spread across his face. He let me suck it like that for a while, and I couldn’t get enough of it. I love the taste of his cock, especially when I can taste my own pussy on it. I love pleasing him. He’s a real man, and feeling that fat cock get hard and ready in my mouth made me so wet. But he didn’t  th Leavitt ere. He grabbed me and pulled me toward him, and he almost picked me up and basically put me down on top of him, that cock sliding right into my wet pussy so that I was riding him again.

“It felt so deep, and so good. You know I love being on top, cuck. I can control the depth and the speed, everything. It always makes me cum. This was no exception. I came all over him again, all over that cock I had just cleaned. And while I was riding him, Noah came too, spurting another load right into my dripping pussy.

“I climbed off him. It had been such a wild night and such a crazy morning, I knew I would have to get back. I’d have to put on this dress and do my walk of shame home. But first, I went to his kitchen to make us some coffee. And everything started up all over again.

“He came up behind me in the kitchen. I heard him coming, I turned toward him with a smile, about to tell him that the coffee wasn’t quite ready yet. But it wasn’t coffee he was after. It was me. He grabbed me by the back of the neck and pushed me toward the kitchen counter. He’s not normally rough like that with me, but I guess he wanted me so much, they just couldn’t resist taking what he wanted. He bent me over the kitchen counter. I lifted one leg to prop myself up on it, standing on my tiptoes with the other. And again, he just jammed that big hard cock inside me from behind and made me fucking scream. There I was, leaning, spread out on his kitchen worktop like a meal ready to be devoured. And that’s what he did. He slammed my slut pussy over and over again, and he pulled my hair and made me scream his name. Not that he had to try very hard. I was screaming Noah, Noah, over and over again. He made me his slut, his little doll. And I absolutely fucking loved it. I came all over his countertop, and he came inside me one last time, slumping over me as he shot another load inside me.”

I trembled as I looked down at my wife. And she grinned as she looked up at me. Her hand was still moving on my cock, but barely now. I only needed the lightest touch to send me over the edge, but Amber knew that. She knew exactly how to keep me where she wanted, controlling my body with a skill I didn’t have myself. It really was hers to use, to tease and toy with. I couldn’t deny her a thing.

“Then I got cleaned up. I went and got my dress off his bedroom floor. But he wouldn’t let me put my panties back on. He kept those as a trophy. I wonder if he’s looking at them now, thinking about our amazing date. Thinking about what he’s going to do to me on the next one. I know I am.”

Amber smiled as she finished her story, looking up at me. And then her eyes dropped toward the cock that throbbed in her hand, my humiliating and submissive lust exposed in front of both women.

“Look at that, honey. You didn’t cum. It was close, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Amber,” I breathed.

Close was hardly the word. I felt like I was hovering on the edge of explosion, my own version of the multiple orgasmic explosions she and her boyfriend had enjoyed over the past twenty-four hours. Just thinking like that made my cock throb, made my heart pound in my chest. It was all so wild, so crazy, so completely out of control she was out of control. And yet, she had me so firmly in her control that I would do anything, happy to fall at the feet of this woman who took such sadistic joy in betraying me over and over and over again.

“Did you like my story, cuck?”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

“You like hearing about me getting fucked by a man with a bigger cock than you?”

Shannon giggled wordlessly from her end of the sofa. I frowned, racking my brain for the right words.

“It’s… It’s sexy, Miss Amber. You’re sexy. You’re the sexiest woman in the world. It kills me to hear about him taking you, to hear how much you enjoyed it, how he’s better than me. But it’s so fucking hot to think of you acting like that, being such a…”

“Slut? It’s okay, you can say it. That’s what I am. Your wife is a slut, and she absolutely loves it.”

I hung my head in shame as Amber laughed at her own words. She wasn’t wrong. It was hard to think of any other word for what she had become after what she had just told us. And even though part of me felt as if I should hate her, as if I should be enraged by what had happened, I couldn’t find those feelings anywhere in my heart. I loved her. I wanted her more than I wanted oxygen, more than I wanted anything. The more evil she was, the more irresistible she became.

She knew it. That was the problem.

“Poor little cuck,” she teased, slowly shaking her head. “So desperate for his slut wife, but you can’t have me. I’m tired now, and my pussy is sore from what my boyfriend did to me last night. So you don’t get to have me. But because you were a good boy for Miss Shannon, and because you listened so nicely to my story, you can have a reward. I’m going to let you cum. On one condition.”

“Anything, Miss Amber.”

I blurted out the words without thinking, and almost instantly regretted them. Amber’s eyebrows rose on her forehead as she looked at me, surprised by the sincerity in my voice. But her smile only grew wider at the reminder of the unbelievable power she had over me.

“Anything? That’s a dangerous thing to say to a woman like me. You’re not going to like this, honey. But it’s what I want, and if you want to cum, you’re going to do it.”

As she spoke, she used her free hand to pat her own thigh through the shining leather dress.

“You’re going to come on this dress that you bought for my date,” she said slowly, looking deep into my eyes as her lips formed the words. “That way, whenever I wear it, I’m going to think about how desperately you want me, how pathetic you are for me. But I don’t want this beautiful dress stained. So guess what? After you cum, you need to clean up your mess. Lick up your little puddle for me.”

Shannon gasped. Even she was shocked by Amber’s latest idea. And I was absolutely stunned. Even after everything had happened, I still hadn’t expected something so depraved from my wife. The humiliation, I knew, would be total, the shame unbearable. But she held all the cards. She held my cock in her hand, gently squeezing, keeping me writhing on the brink of orgasm. She knew exactly what she was doing.

“Or, if that’s too much for you, that’s fine. I can just lock you up again, with no orgasm for you. So the choice is yours, loser. Either cum and clean up your filth, then get locked away again, or get locked away without an orgasm at all. Choose carefully.”

My head was spinning. I could feel both women looking at me, could feel the tension in the air that came from uncertainty as they waited to see what I would choose. Maybe they really didn’t know. Amber knew what she was doing to me, and she seemed to have a sixth sense for finding ways to manipulate and control me. But possibly these two women had never been as horny as I was in that moment, no matter how turned on my wife had been lately. Neither of them had ever been teased and denied like I had. I was beyond desperate, my lust an inescapable force like gravity, and the choice my wife was offering me was really no choice at all. No matter how I felt about what she had planned, no matter how shame and disgrace burned in my heart, I didn’t feel like I had any other option.

“Please, Miss Amber,” I groaned pitifully, “please let me cum.”

Amber smiled. She took a deep breath that made her breasts rise and fall over low neckline of the leather dress. Still holding my cock, she turned her smiling face toward Shannon for a moment, who returned her look without a word. Then, both women looked at me again.

“Okay, loser,” Amber smirked. “Go ahead and cum for me while you think about all the naughty things your wife has done with her boyfriend.”

And with that, she picked up the pace. She began stroking me faster, harder, her hand moving up and down my throbbing shaft with a slight twisting motion. She knew exactly what she was doing. After years together, she knew my body like she knew her own, and in no time at all, she had me panting and gasping, my orgasm swelling inside me like a rising sun while I trembled and gasped.

I came. I came so hard, I felt like I might pass out. My cock exploded in Amber’s hand, spurting a hot jet of cum toward her. Amber shrieked with surprised laughter as it splattered on the bodice of her dress, almost reaching her immense cleavage. Spurt after spurt of it landed on the gleaming leather, each one losing a little bit of force until eventually they were dropping onto her thighs, where she had instructed. And she kept rubbing my cock, as if she wanted to milk it of every drop of what felt like the biggest orgasm of my life.

As the last few drops of juice dripped from the tip of my member, Amber released her grip. My cock drooped, slowly softening after its wild explosion. Amber tilted her head, looking down at her messed-up dress as she sat back on the sofa. She turned this way and that in her seat, almost admiring the sheer volume of cum her talented hand had made me produce.

Shannon watched her. She still didn’t say a word, and she still had that expression of disbelief on her face. But she was hardly the only one who couldn’t believe what was happening. I don’t think any of us could, not even Amber. And certainly not me, standing there breathless and drained in front of my unbearably sexy wife. As wild as Amber’s idea had been before I came, it seemed a thousand times worse now. The disgusting nature of it, the disgraceful shame behind it, all of it tormenting me with my inadequacy, my inferiority to her.

But none of that mattered. An order is an order. And the chastity device was close at hand, ready to be put back on me the moment Amber decided it should. There it would stay for as long as she wanted. And if I disobeyed her, if I annoyed her, I couldn’t expect to get out for a very long time.

“What a mess you made,” Amber teased. “That little tongue of yours has got a lot of work to do, doesn’t it? Go on, get to work.”

I heard a sharp intake of breath from the end of the sofa where Shannon sat. But I tried to ignore it, and her. I had to do what Amber wanted. I had to do what I was told. And the quicker I got it over with, the better.

So I kneeled down at my wife’s feet. And I leaned my head toward her while she sat up, smiling as she thrust her impressive chest toward me. Cringing, I stuck out my tongue, running it over the smooth leather warmed by her body. I blindly found the spurt of cum I had left on her stomach, and licked it up.

“Good boy,” Amber purred above me. As I licked and lapped the mess I had made, she pointed to the next one, a little further down her dress. And, obedient as ever, I worked my way down her body, licking up every gross puddle of cum I had left. And even though my orgasm had left me shaking and drained, the feel of her body through the leather was having a predictable effect. As I lowered my head to her lap, as I ran my tongue over her thigh, I could feel desire growing inside me again. Maybe the absolute shame of doing what I was doing had something to do with that.

For a while, the sound of my tongue sliding over leather was the only sound in our living room. The women watched, content to sit in silence and wait until I had removed every drop of my mess from Amber’s skirt. When I was finally done, I looked up at her, and she beamed down at me, looking so happy, it almost made me smile, despite everything she had put me through. I couldn’t help it. I loved this woman. And as I had already discovered, I didn’t love her in spite of her cruelty. This cruel side of her made me love her more.

“Such a good boy,” she said. “Okay, back in chastity you go. Stand up.”

I did. I was so defeated, so browbeaten, that it seemed as if my body obeyed her commands without me even thinking about it. I rose to my feet, and Amber picked up the chastity cage, and she easily slid my soft cock into the steel cylinder, again locking it into place and imprisoning my manhood all over again. Shannon watched, not even trying to contain her laughter, as Amber fastened the necklace with my key around her neck again.

“Well, that was fun,” she said. “Thanks for looking after this cock for me, Shannon.”

“No problem,” Shannon said. “Anytime you need a cucksitter again, let me know.”

“Oh, I will,” Amber smiled. “I’m already thinking about my next date with Noah. I can’t wait. Actually, wait there. I have an idea.”

Amber rose to her feet in one smooth motion, and I stepped back to let her pass as she walked away from the sofa again, heading back toward the bedroom. Again, I watched her go, watched that tight leather dress straining around her incredible body, already longing for her touch that I had no idea how long I might have to wait for. All I knew was that it was up to her. It was always up to her.

In just a moment, and became striding back into the living room. Still smiling, she stepped over to Shannon and held out her hand. As Shannon took what my wife offered, my face fell. Shannon held it up in the light so that I could see, but I had already realized what it was and what it meant. Amber had given Shannon a key just like the one she wore around her neck. The key to my cock.

“You can hold onto that,” Amber smirked. “I think you deserve more control over his loser cock than he does. This way, he has two women who can release him, if they feel like it.”

“But only if he’s a very good little loser,” Shannon added. Both women laughed at me again, and I stood there astonished in the living room, staring at my wife and her friend in turn. My two mistresses, now. The two women who had complete control over my sexuality.
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