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Keyholder’s Night Out

“What do you think, cuck boy?”

“I think you’re sexy as fuck, Miss Amber.”

“Yeah, well, you would say that. How long has it been since you last had an orgasm?”

“Fifteen days, Miss Amber.”

Amber smiled at my response. But maybe not just that. Maybe at the compliment too. After all, it was no more than the truth. My wife, always a knockout, was looking particularly radiant as she stood in front of me in the bedroom, her dark hair gently curled into soft waves, her gorgeous delicate features accentuated by skillful work with the makeup brush.

But she was right, too. After fifteen days in chastity, unable to get any kind of sexual release and mercilessly teased by living with the sexiest woman alive, I was in a desperate state of total arousal. Amber could have woken up after a long night of drinking, and she still would’ve looked like a goddess to me.

It wasn’t just her. Sometimes, it felt like this enforced chastity was going to break me. Just about every woman I saw looked almost unbearably attractive to me these days. Women who I might not have looked at twice now seemed like beings of almost supernatural sexual power. And all of that was amplified and exaggerated when it came to the woman I loved. As sexy as she had always been to me, now, it seemed like she was sex personified. My only outlet for release, a release that she granted only occasionally, and only when I did exactly what she wanted.

Amber had learned fast. Intelligent as she was, it didn’t take her long to understand the outrageous power being my chastity keyholder gave her. What we were doing was a game, or at least, that was what I told myself, particularly when things seemed to be getting too heavy. But that didn’t change the reality of it. I couldn’t get free, couldn’t use my cock in any way my wife didn’t authorize ahead of time. That meant I was hers, to use in any way she saw fit. And more and more these days, Amber was using me for any task she wanted done.

More and more these days, too, I found I was naked in the house, or the closest thing to it. Walking around wearing nothing but my chastity device, so that Amber could always see the source of her power. So that she could inspect and handle my body anytime she chose, allowing herself complete free use of me, always on her terms. I wasn’t going to complain about that, of course. My only complaint was that she didn’t touch me enough. But like just about everything in my life these days, it wasn’t up to me. That was up to my evil goddess of a wife. And right now, all Amber wanted me to do was look at her.

I looked. She stood in front of me in her underwear, a matching black bra and thong set that barely covered her magnificent assets. The tiny underwear almost disappeared between her legs, only just big enough to cover her pussy, the string at the back completely engulfed by her incredible ass. And the bra held her big boobs in place, pushing up high on her chest, making them completely unignorable. That toned, curvaceous, dazzlingly feminine body called to me the way it always did, making my cock ache inside its chastity as it tried uselessly to harden for its owner. Because after all, there was no doubt that that was what Amber was. I no longer had a cock; she did. I was just the loser cuckold who carried it around for her.

Amber turned again toward the mirror in the bedroom, and I let my eyes travel over her body, taking in the incredible swell of her ass exposed by the thong panties. She didn’t care if I looked. She wanted me to. She loved teasing me with her body, loved flaunting it in front of me and tormenting me with what I couldn’t have. She knew that was the key to keeping me obedient, to keeping me weak for her. And it worked horrifyingly well. I was completely helpless, and I had been since the moment she first locked my manhood away. But now, both of us were settling into our respective roles, to the point where I barely even questioned her orders and demands anymore.

Not that things had become mundane. Far from it. It didn’t feel like they ever could, as long as she kept using and abusing me like this. Her control was total, her beauty and sex appeal almost unendurable, and every time she gave me an order or every time she got dressed up, I felt again that stab of inadequacy, that better jealousy and shame that had become inextricably attached to my arousal. Being treated like this, knowing Amber could treat me however she wanted, was the sexiest thing imaginable to me, and sometimes, it felt as though her power fed off itself. The more she ordered me around, the more desperately I craved her control.

And tonight, my wife had a new plan. As always, I was helpless to do anything about it. I was going to have to go along with it, if I wanted another release anytime soon.

Amber was still standing in front of the mirror, fiddling with her hair that looked perfect to me, when the doorbell rang. She didn’t turn her gaze away from the mirror. She knew who it was.

“Go get that.”

And I didn’t bother to question that order or question the fact she was sending me to open the front door of our house totally naked except for my chastity. That was what she wanted. So that was what I would do.

Leaving Amber in the bedroom, I went and opened the front door. I wasn’t surprised to see who was standing there, either. Amber’s friend Shannon. The two of them had decided to go out for a girl’s night out. My opinion was not requested or required.

“Hello, loser”

“Hi, Miss Shannon.”

Shannon didn’t wait to be invited in by me. She simply stepped over the threshold as if she owned the place, and I shut the door behind her. She was not immune to the halo effect chastity had given to every woman around me. It almost seemed strange now to think that there was a time when I had described her as not my type physically, even though I had always acknowledged that there was a certain sexiness about her confidence. Now, she looked amazing to me. Heavier than my wife, yes, but unmistakably curvy, with a generous hourglass figure that I could see even in her casual clothes as she stepped further into the house.

She was wearing a black T-shirt and jeans, carrying a bag over one shoulder. And of course, I couldn’t fail to notice the necklace around her neck and the key that hung on her chest, matching the one Amber usually wore. The key to my manhood, handed over to my wife’s friend just for the thrill of it, just because Amber had decided she deserved more control over my sexuality than I did. To me, it wasn’t funny. To me, it was a source of burning shame and intoxicating arousal all at once, another development I could barely believe and couldn’t forget.

Shannon made her way to the bedroom, already knowing where she would find Amber. Amber smiled as she greeted her friend, turning away from the mirror to face her as Shannon set her bag down on the bed. I followed Shannon into the bedroom, not knowing what might be required of me, but knowing I had to be ready to serve at any moment. Besides, desperately horny as I was, I was drawn to be around the two women who owned my cock, even if I had no reason to believe either of them would be giving me what I wanted tonight.

“You look amazing, as always,” Shannon said

“Thank you,” Amber smiled. “So do you.”

“Well, I still have to get ready,” Shannon said. And she moved toward where her bag lay on the bed. Her hair hung loose around her shoulders, shining blackly in the bedroom light, and I could tell she had brushed it to shine like that. Her nose ring glinted in one nostril, and her thick dark lashes and red lips showed me she had already done her makeup. But as she opened her bag and started pulling out clothes, I saw what I had already guessed. She wasn’t yet dressed for the night; she would be doing that here. I wondered if I would be helping her.

Both women now busied themselves with the evening’s clothing choices. I watched as Shannon pulled out a black top, a deep red skirt, and a pair of high heels out of her bag. She also produced something else, and as I watched, I saw that she had brought fishnet stockings with her. My cock pulsed inside the chastity cage, my mind already constructing a vision of what this dominant woman would look like dressed up to attract attention. She had had mine from the moment she walked through the door, but of course, she knew that.

And Shannon start started undressing in front of me with no more ceremony than she would have in front of a female friend. It was like I wasn’t even there. Or, more accurately, it was as if the chastity locked onto my cock basically neutered me. I couldn’t do what I wanted with them, and so they had the freedom to act like I wasn’t even there. Until they needed me for something, they could ignore me.

But I couldn’t ignore them. I watched Shannon’s big boobs bounce in her own bra, a bright red color similar to that of her skirt, as she pulled her shirt over her head and cast it aside. Then, she squirmed her way out of her tight jeans, sliding them down over her ample hips. Soon, just like my wife, she was standing in front of me in nothing but her underwear, and my eyes danced over the feminine curves of their bodies, my heart quickening at the sight while my cock raged predictably inside its tight little prison.

Everywhere I turned, there were gorgeous feminine curves, soft breasts, round asses, broad hips. And as always, I felt myself sinking into that submissive mindset that overtook me at times like this, falling under the spell of these women that, if I was going to be truthful, I had never really been out of. Only now, it was more potent, their magic growing stronger the closer I was to them, the more of their bodies I could see. They were both gorgeous in their own way, and they were both so close to me, and yet so remote that they may as well have been on the moon.

In her black underwear, Amber crossed the room toward her closet and began going through her clothes. Meanwhile, I observed Shannon. I watched her slide the fishnet stockings up over her thick thighs, the mesh fabric straining around her body and accentuating the shape of her legs. She pulled on the skirt next, wiggling her hips to get it on, unzipping it up at the side. It was short, almost scandalously so, stopping well short of the middle of her thighs. But of course, that was the point.

Then she pulled on her black top. It was cut low in the front to show off some of her best assets, those magnificent boobs that I never could keep my eyes off. Held in place by her bra, her deep cleavage was almost too delicious, and I tried without much success to suppress a wild fantasy of burying my face between those big orbs, of worshiping those heavy tits that Shannon would not let me have. Her top was held on her shoulders by thin straps, the fabric glittering slightly when she moved. As she slid her feet into her high heels, I had to admit it: she looked great. If I had seen her in a club or bar dressed like that, with her makeup done the way it was to bring out the wicked gleam in her eyes every time she smiled, I would have had a hard time looking away.

For that matter, I was finding it virtually impossible to look away now, too.

The only way I could was to look at my wife instead. Amber had stepped away from the closet, holding a garment in her hands, and I saw what it was. A bright yellow dress that looked insanely small on the hanger, paired with a set of gleaming black patent leather boots with wicked high heels. Moving over toward the bed, Amber set down the boots. A wicked smile spread across her face as she turned toward me.

“Don’t just stand there gawking, cuck boy,” she said. “Come help me get dressed.”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

Shannon turned to smile at me as well as she watched me walk across the room toward my wife, heeding her instructions. Amber had tossed her dress carelessly down on the bed, and I picked it up. It looked so small because the fabric was elasticated, and again, my cock throbbed as I thought of how this bright and eye-catching fabric would cling to every curve of Amber’s amazing body. And she just watched me, studying my face, her blue eyes gleaming and glinting surrounded by thick dark lashes and the pools of shadow her makeup made. The smell of perfume rose from her body, and I tried not to tremble as I stood in front of her, longing to touch her. Glad that dressing her would give me the opportunity to do that, but also horribly frustrated and dismayed that she was getting all dressed up for anyone other than me.

I tried to push those thoughts aside as I found the zipper of the dress and pulled it down. Amber raised her arms and let me pull it over her head, and straightaway, I could feel the elasticated fabric stretching as I smoothed it over her body. It fit her like a second skin, clinging scandalously to that amazing body, revealing as much as it hid. I pulled the dress down as far as it would go and saw that it was no longer than Shannon’s skirt, baring inches of my wife’s incredible legs. And the cups in the front clung onto her amazing breasts, flaunting the stunning cleavage the bra gave her.

She looked absolutely amazing, as always. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders in those artful waves, its color a perfect match for the bright and sunny tone of the dress. And Amber, not smiling for once, just looked at me. There was that tension in the air again, the same tension I so often felt at moments like this. The deep sexual tension that came from both of us knowing how badly I wanted her, how I would do anything to have her, and yet was helpless to make that happen. We both knew it, and so did Shannon, and the air in the bedroom was so thick, it felt like you could cut it with a knife as I stood there under Amber’s watchful eye, breathing slowly, trying to control myself.

“Boots.”

Amber snapped her fingers imperiously as she spoke, pointing to the footwear she had set down on the floor. And as she sat down on the edge of the bed, her clinging yellow dress rose even higher up her thighs. Peeking underneath her tight skirt as it wrapped around her thighs, I could see the dark fabric of her underwear, only just covering her mound. My mouth watered, my cock throbbed, and I felt lightheaded with unrelieved desire.

Trying to focus, I picked up the boots. I pulled the long zippers down and slid the shiny leather onto her feet one at a time, then zipped them up again. That triumphant little smile had returned to my wife’s face as she watched me serve her like this, down on my knees, acting like a servant. In that moment, that was exactly what I felt like. Or worse. Servants get paid. I was doing exactly what these women ordered me to do in the faint hope they might take pity on me and allow me to have an orgasm at some unspecified date in the future. It was truly pathetic, and I never forgot it. Just as Shannon and Amber never missed an opportunity to remind me of it.

Amber stretched out one leg, and the thin high heel of her boot tapped against my caged cock. I trembled as I gazed up at her, at the dark patch between her legs, at the soft flesh of her breasts swelling over the neckline of the dress, at her beautiful face staring down at me, studying my own expression, enjoying the look of confusion and frustration and desire she no doubt saw there. She loved this. It turned her on so much to be in control, to deny me what I wanted so badly, to tease me like this. I could only imagine the kind of thoughts that might be churning in that beautiful head as I stayed in my place on the floor, kneeling at my wife’s feet.

“It’s going to be a fun night,” Amber said.

“Yeah, I hope so,” Shannon said with a sigh as she sat down on the bed beside my wife. She was finally dressed, and her skirt left almost nothing to the imagination when she sat down, showing off the tops of her stockings.

“I hope there’s some hot men there.”

“You know there will be,” Amber said as she turned to her friend with a smile. “They don’t call that place the meat market for nothing. You know we’re going to get approached.”

“We better,” Shannon said. “It’s been a while since I last had some good dick. I need a good orgasm just to clear my head.”

It was so strange being party to conversations like that. Conversations that maybe, these girls had had between themselves when I wasn’t around, back before I was locked in chastity. But now, they wanted me to know exactly how sexual they were, exactly how horny. They knew what it did to me, how it made me weak for them. How it made me so easy for them to control.

“Yeah, me too,” Amber said.

The smile didn’t leave Shannon’s face, but her brows knitted together

“What do you mean? Didn’t you just have sex with your boyfriend a couple of days ago?”

“Yeah, but that was days ago,” Amber said with a giggle. “Girls like us should be getting fucked properly every single day.”

“You make a good point,” Shannon said.

And now she turned her glowing eyes on me, looking me up and down, and I could see the devious thoughts going through her head.

“It’s a shame your husband’s such a loser and can’t satisfy you the way a man should.”

“Yeah, I know,” Amber said, her breasts bouncing a little in the tight dress as she shrugged and tapped her boot against my caged cock again. “At least he has other uses. But you’re right. Sometimes a girl just needs to get dicked down.”

Silence followed her words. I was nervous. I was helpless enough with my wife, but I stood no chance around both of them together. I couldn’t miss that tension in the air. I knew what I wanted, and I knew how unlikely I was to get it, no matter what they said. They wanted to give me hope, only to dash it again, to remind me how powerless I was to get what I wanted. As if I could forget.

“What do you think, a quick orgasm before we go out, just to set the tone?”

A smile spread across Shannon’s face in my wife’s words.

“Yeah, I could be into that.”

Amber turned her smiling eyes on me.

“What do you think, cuck? Think you’re up to making us cum before we go out and get hit on by a bunch of horny guys?”

“Yes, Miss Amber,” I said fervently, an audible flutter in my voice giving away my state of wild hope and arousal. Both of them heard it, and both of them laughed, chuckling together as they sat above me on the bed, deciding if and how to use me for their own selfish purposes.

“What do you think, Shannon? Does my husband deserve to have his cock unlocked?”

Both women were wearing their keys to my cocks on their chains around their necks, and as Amber spoke, she fiddled with her chain. Even though I knew she was quite capable of playing a cruel game, my heart still quickened with desperate hope. It wasn’t like Amber to be this merciful, but then again, she went out of her way to be hard to predict. Maybe, just maybe, she was in a rare generous mood.

Shannon kept grinning as she looked at me. Her black hair fell around her shoulders, framing her face with its expression that kept fueling my sense of nervousness.

“I don’t know about that. Does he even want to?”

“Yes, please, Miss Shannon, of course I want to,” I said, as both women burst out laughing at my desperate pleas. “I’ll make you cum, I promise.”

“With that little thing? That doesn’t seem very likely, loser. But if you’re going to beg, do it properly.”

Shannon’s fishnet stockings stretched around her leg as she raised one foot from the floor, pointing her toes at me. I took her meaning straight away. I crawled across the floor toward her, past my laughing wife, taking Shannon’s foot in my hand. I bent over it, kissing her toes reverently, worshiping the woman as she sat above me, flaunting her thick body and driving me insane with what I couldn’t have.

“Please, Miss Shannon,” I said, punctuating my words with more pathetic kisses on her foot. “You’re so beautiful. You’re both so beautiful. Please let me make you cum. I’ll do whatever you say. I promise I’ll make you happy. You deserve all the orgasms you want, Miss Shannon.”

Exchanging a look, the women laughed again. I knew I was babbling, but I also knew there was nothing I could do to stop it. My desperation forced the words out of me, pushing aside all sense of shame, all hint of restraints. I had to have that orgasm I could feel burning inside me. I needed that release so desperately, I could hardly even form coherent sentences. And for once, it seemed my wife was willing to let me have it. Now, it was only Shannon I had to win over.

She sat above me, her legs together, her tiny red skirt exposing a glimpse of her panties as I dared a look up at her. As always, my cock surged and throbbed inside its steel prison, sending shockwaves of desperate desire through my trembling body. Shannon still said nothing. She just watched, smiling down at me. Showering her with even more kisses. She would remember this, I knew, all through the night as she and my wife went out to the club. As they drank and danced and laughed, as men tried their luck in taking them to bed. Shannon would remember how I had kneeled before her, how I had debased myself. And it would turn her on. I knew that, and that thought only added to my own excitement, making me kiss her foot even more desperately.

“Please, sexy Miss Shannon,” I groaned.

“Jesus, you’re pathetic.”

Finally, she pulled her foot away, setting it down on the floor in front of me again.

“Okay, you can make me cum. But not with that worthless cock. That stays locked up. Take my panties off and get your fucking mouth between my legs, your absolute worm.”

Amber burst out laughing, pressing both hands against her mouth. I cringed at Shannon’s words, but I knew better than to protest. All I wanted was to cum, and yet it seemed this cruel woman was not going to allow any such thing.

I rose up on my knees, both Shannon and Amber watching my every move. Carefully, I reached up under Shannon’s skirt, sliding the red fabric out of the way. Just the touch of the skin of her thighs against my hands was almost enough to make me moan with desperate desire. The fabric of her panties with soft my touch as I pulled them down, exposing her pussy. Amber watched it all, her blue eyes gleaming. And I knew she wanted this. I knew it turned her on to hand me over to her friend like this, to treat me like an object that she could gift to her friends.

I slid Shannon’s panties down her stockinged legs, and she lifted her feet from the floor so I could remove them completely. Then she spread her legs lewdly, her blue eyes still watching me. She was no longer smiling. If anything, the moment seemed almost solemn. I had a job to do, a task to perform to please this woman, who took as much pleasure in bossing me around dominating me as my wife did.

I leaned forward, and felt Shannon’s hand on the back of my head, pulling me in close. I stuck out my tongue and tasted the increasingly familiar flavor of her pussy, running my tongue up and down her slit. She was already wet, noticeably excited by the sexual energy of the moment, just as I was. The difference was, she could do something about it.

She sighed happily as I ran my tongue up and down those lips, then slid it inside. With my head between her thick thighs, I could no longer see Amber. But I knew my wife was watching, taking in every moment. She wouldn’t want to miss any of this. Both women kept watching me, staring me down as I served them like the living sex toy I had become, the pathetic loser they had turned me into. Preparing them for a night out, while I would be left at home, unable to think of anything except them.

It was torture. It was outrageous. But as I gently licked my wife’s friend, and Shannon’s body responded, a series of soft moans starting to climb into the bedroom air, I knew my submissive heart couldn’t ask for anything more.
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