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His Hotwife’s Guest

It was a long wait. Another long wait, I should say. Like the wait I had endured for Amber to come home, on that unforgettable night when Shannon had been my cucksitter. But this time, I was all alone. Did that make it better, or worse?

I didn’t have someone like Shannon teasing me beyond what I thought I could take, using me for her selfish pleasure. In some ways, that was a relief. But it was also true that I missed it. That serving these wild women drove me crazy with desire, but I was in some way addicted to it. I couldn’t help myself. I missed it, as crazy as that was.

And of course, I couldn’t get my mind off the two women out there, looking the way they did, doing whatever they wanted. They had gone out on the town looking spectacular, surrounded by a cloud of female pleasure after having me go down on them before they left the house. I worried about what might happen, knowing that was part of the plan. I was supposed to feel that fear and doubt, that confusion, that desperate longing. It was part of what made this so much fun for them.

Were they out there thinking of me? Probably, among other things. I didn’t kid myself that they thought about me with the same intensity, the same ferocious desire I thought about them. It was different. I was more like a toy for them, like an ornament, an addition to their own desire, rather than the source of it. Whereas for me, I couldn’t get my mind off the two of them. Completely obsessed, hopelessly addicted, my mind circling them constantly, never allowing me any rest.

And of course, my cock throbbed and ached in its chastity device, as always, my desperation for release never fading away, never giving me a moment’s peace. There was nothing new about that. But that didn’t mean it ever stopped being anything less than the most exquisite torture to be so turned on all the time, and to be unable to do anything about it.

I could only wait. And so that was what I did, as the hours rolled blankly by, my mind endlessly circling that same sore spot that I could never forget. My wife was out on the town, looking amazing. And she had already proven to me over and over again just how little our marriage vows meant to her these days.

The house was spotless. I had tidied everything I could possibly tidy, cleaned everything there was to clean. All in a basically futile effort to keep my mind off what I couldn’t forget, the fact of my wife being out there somewhere like a single woman, doing whatever she wanted just for the thrill of betraying me.

But even the longest nights have to come to an end sometime.

My ears pricked up at the sound of a car outside. I listened hard, torn between hope and fear, and soon I heard voices that confirmed my suspicions. Shannon and Amber were home. And as their laughing voices got closer to the front door of our house, I could hear that they were not alone.

The front door opened. More laughter filled the house as the women stumbled inside. They hadn’t warned me they would have company, and it was a lucky chance I had put some clothes on after they were gone, that I wasn’t standing there naked except for my chastity device, the way they often demanded I be. Because as Amber and Shannon came around the corner and into the living room, I saw that the outfits had had what I cringingly had to admit was probably the desired effect. They had picked up at the bar.

There were two guys with them. My heart clenched at the thought of other men in my house, at the thought of why they were there. And as Amber stepped into the living room, she turned her bright eyes on me, glowing with confidence and excitement and mischief the way they always did, and as always, I felt myself weakening all over again.

I could make all the stands I wanted, throw any kind of tantrum I could summon, but it wouldn’t change a thing. It wouldn’t change the control she had over me, the weakness I had when it came to her, my total inability to put up any kind of fight against my wildly sexy wife. She was going to do what she was going to do. I wasn’t going to stop her. I think at that point, I knew that even better than she did. For her, there was still the adventure of seeing what she could get away with. While I already felt that there was no longer any limit to what I would let her do.

“Hi, honey,” Amber said. She stepped toward me, that skintight, bright yellow, eye-catching dress stretching and straining around the curves of her body as she approached. She swayed from side to side in her high heels, and the glassiness in her eyes and the faint slur of her voice convinced me that she had had more than a little to drink. That scared me, too. My wife was already more than wild enough even when sober. With her inhibitions lowered by alcohol, I felt like there was no telling what she might do.

Standing in front of me, she draped her arms around my neck. Leaning toward me on her tiptoes, she gave me a big, passionate kiss, right there in front of everyone. And as I kissed her back, as I reached out and placed my hands on her hips, pulling her close, I felt my caged cock pressing against that body it was so often denied. The key on its chain around my neck haunted me with its closeness, seeming to call to me to do something about it, to snatch it off her and free myself. But of course, with strangers in the room with us, I was terrified of exposure. The thought of having my pathetic predicament revealed to even more people made my blood run cold. Probably Amber knew that that was enough to keep me in line all by itself. Let alone the threat and promise of the key to my sexuality that hung around her neck.

Amber’s eyes were glowing as she detached herself from me. Turning, she strode back across the room, her confidence as impressively unassailable as always. She stood beside the men and Shannon, who had her arms wrapped around the arms of one of them.

“This is Trent, a friend of Noah’s,” my wife said, gesturing toward the man that Shannon was clinging onto as if she never wanted to let him go. “And this… is Noah.”

My blood ran cold. I stood there looking at my rival, this man who had once had a crush on my wife at the office, and had now, in a stroke of unbelievable good luck for him, become her lover. He didn’t look like anything special to me. A little taller than I am, with a good head of thick dark hair on his head. Brown eyes, and a little bit of too-deliberate stubble on his cheeks and jaw. Nothing special. He certainly didn’t look like the sex god my wife made him out to be, and he certainly didn’t look like a man who deserved to be with a woman like Amber. Then again, was I? That was the whole basis of the imbalance in our relationship, the crazy idea that turned us both on so much. She was too beautiful for anyone, as far as I was concerned, and any man she shared her bed with ought to count his lucky stars.

But I felt rage building inside me as I looked at him, and at her standing next to him. This had never been discussed. In its wild, dark way, it turned me on to think of my wife having a boyfriend, but that didn’t mean I wanted to meet him. And in my own house, no less.

I didn’t talk to him. I wasn’t going to shake his hand. I didn’t know if he knew about the way our relationship worked now, this strange arrangement I had with my wife. Frankly, I hoped he didn’t. Hopefully he had never asked about the chastity key around her neck, or if he had, maybe she had dodged the question. But he was fucking my wife. Maybe he didn’t know I was aware of that, but it didn’t change the truth of it. And he smirked at me with a look that seemed to suggest that he was thinking exactly that, that he thought he had beaten me in some kind of contest of manhood. I suppose he had. Not a thought that was going to make me like him any more than I already didn’t.

“What a fun night,” Amber said. She was always so confident and in control in these moments, but just then, I felt like I could detect a tiny crack in the façade. Maybe she was worried she had gone too far. Maybe what had seemed like a good idea in the bar was now coming home to her in all its insanity, revealing to her the risk she had taken. I couldn’t know. These days, I never really know what’s going through Amber’s head. The best I can hope to do is keep up.

“Honey, could you get us some water?”

Amber spoke the words in a normal tone of voice, just a normal wife asking her husband for a small favor. The kind of things normal married couples do. But of course, these days, any request from Amber was dripping with echoes of kinky sex. And no matter what her tone might suggest, I knew I couldn’t refuse, on threat of even more time in chastity. I could feel Shannon’s blue eyes watching me from across the room, too, taking it all in. Enjoying the show. Knowing just as I did that I would do as I was told, and getting off on that fact.

“Okay,” I said, cringing inwardly at the slight catch in my voice that I hoped nobody else noticed. And I moved toward the kitchen, my brain on fire with what was happening, disbelief and fury and desire at war within me once again, that wild cocktail my wife was so good at mixing for me.

Their voices continued in the living room as I went to the kitchen and took some glasses from the shelf. He was fucking my wife, and there I was, getting a drink for him. What a pathetic specimen I had become. Shannon and Amber both loved to call me a loser, but when things like this happened, it was impossible to deny the truth of their words. Who else but a loser would allow himself to be treated like this by the woman he loved? Who else but a loser would so passively accept his own cuckolding like this?

The sound of high heels on the hard floor of the kitchen made me turn. There was Amber, her bright yellow dress straining around her body again as she walked toward me slowly, a shy little smile on her face. As if she wasn’t in control of basically every aspect of our lives now. As if she didn’t rule this house with an iron fist through her beauty and her sex appeal, able to make me do absolutely anything she wanted. As if the woman had a shy bone in her body. We both knew the truth.

“How was your night?”

She stepped close to me as she spoke, her voice low as if she didn’t want anyone else to hear. It didn’t feel like there was much chance of that. From the living room, I could hear multiple voices, Shannon holding court with the two men, loud and extroverted enough for any situation.

“Not much fun.”

Amber’s smile didn’t falter as she laid a hand gently on my arm. And just that, just that slight contact, was enough to send a little electrical charge through me. Just more proof of how fucked I was. Of how even the slightest show of affection from her was enough to make me tremble, to make me desire her with that pure desire that gave her what seemed like unlimited power over me.

“No? Did you miss me?”

Her hand slid over my arm, and her voice was soft and teasing, and I knew exactly what she was doing. She was weaving that same spell over me that she always did, the one that made me so easily controlled, it was practically a joke. But knowing what she was doing didn’t change a thing. It didn’t make me immune to the power of it all, any more than knowing it’s raining stops you from getting soaked.

“I can’t believe you brought him back here.”

I was so used to doing whatever Amber said without complaint that it actually made me nervous to display even that little bit of anger around her, even though I knew it was totally justified. But Amber’s smile never faltered. She looked at me with that same bright-eyed look, that same expression of pleasure and excitement on her face, not taking me seriously at all.

“It wasn’t planned,” she said quietly. “It just seemed… Better. I mean, Shannon really likes his friend. But I thought if she wanted to go home with him, it would be safer to do it here. And then… Well, it just sort of happened.”

She stepped even closer to me, the warmth of her tight body pressing against me, the smell of her perfume rising around me. Only the thin elasticated fabric of that dress separated us from each other, and I almost trembled at her touch as she reached out and ran her hand down over my stomach, over the front of my pants. Her smile deepened as her fingers found the hard lump of my caged cock through my pants and underwear, and my trapped member responded as always, vibrating with lust in its steel prison in response to the touch of its true owner.

“Should I send him home?”

She was so good at that. At turning things around on me. I couldn’t even say if it was deliberate on her part, or if it was a genuine attempt to get my consent. But so far, it had never failed her. It forced me to confront my true extreme desires, the parts of me I still could not understand. But I had learned over the course of this game that in many ways, it made things easier on me to blame her. Easier to pretend that she was inflicting this on me against my will, and that I had no choice but to obey. All that was true. But it wasn’t the only truth.

Standing there in the kitchen with her hands on me, dressed in her going-out clothes, Amber looked so sexy. And I wanted her, but I also wanted her to be exactly this. This cruel, selfish, greedy woman who did whatever she wanted, whenever she felt like it. This confident goddess, totally in control, manipulative and dangerous and unspeakably desirable, no matter what she did.

There was nothing simple about it. But there was nothing dull about it, either. Ever since she had found those incriminating messages I had with the online AI, nothing had been the same. And deep down, neither of us wanted it to be.

“No,” I sighed. Amber chuckled under her breath, just a little. As if she had expected exactly that answer, and maybe she had. Or maybe she was just happy to get the answer she wanted.

“No? I’m not going to lie, I was hoping you were going to say that. I mean, he looks so hot tonight. I don’t see why Shannon should be the only one having fun, do you?”

I stared at her. The glasses of water sat neglected and forgotten on the kitchen countertop in front of me while this drama played out between us. Amber wasn’t asking for permission. She knew she didn’t need to do that. And it was almost as if doing so would break the spell between us, shattering the illusion that she could do whatever she wanted, and I just had to go along with it. The illusion that sustained this whole adventure.

I feared what I was about to say. I trembled just at the thought of it, hardly able to believe I was even contemplating it. But part of me already knew the answer I would give. The only answer I could give, the only way this game between us worked. Amber gets what she wants. That’s the one inarguable rule we had. And tonight, I already knew, was going to be no exception.

“If that’s what you want… Miss Amber.”

Her bright smile at my words was brilliant, as bright and radiant as the sunny dress she wore. Her teeth shone between her painted lips, her eyes glowing with pleasure. As absurd as it was, it felt good to make her happy, even in this unbelievably humiliating way. That was all I ever wanted. To see my wife smile. I just never imagined the price for that would be so high.

“It is what I want,” she beamed. “But I know this is going to be hard for you. Just be a good boy, okay? Be the sweet submissive cuck you usually are, and when this is over, I guarantee I’ll make it worth your while.”

It was pathetic how easy it was for her. Just another thing to add to my shame and disgrace, my sense of being completely outmatched by my devious wife. All she had to do was dangle the promise of sex in front of me, and I would put up with the most outrageous indignities. It worked. It was always going to work. I was never going to be able to stop her from doing whatever she wanted, and it turned me on that I couldn’t resist her. That was the complex situation I found myself in, the dreadful bind of being so desperately attracted to this woman who got so much pleasure out of being so cruel to me.

She picked up two of the glasses of water, and I picked up the other two. I followed her back to the living room, watching her ass sway and strain the yellow fabric of her tight dress with every movement she made. In her high heels, her legs were impossibly long, and her hourglass figure taunted me with everything I couldn’t have, my cock aching as always in the chastity cage, driving me insane with lust.

The others had made themselves comfortable. Shannon was sitting down on the sofa, her body pressed against Trent as he sat beside her, while Noah sat on her other side. Her blue eyes gleamed as we stepped into the room, looking straight at me. Just like my wife, she seemed to get so much pleasure out of seeing me humiliated, she wanted to experience every moment of it, as much as she could. She wanted to study my helpless humiliation on my face, to taste it like it was a fine wine.

I carried a glass over to her and to Trent, not really looking at the other man as I handed him a drink. And Amber smiled beautifully as she gave one of the glasses she carried to her boyfriend, then squeezed herself onto the sofa beside him.

There was no room for me. I just stood there awkwardly, not knowing what to do, just waiting on my wife to direct me like she always did. Like, apparently, I needed her to.

“I’m tired,” said Shannon, after taking a sip of her water. She didn’t look tired. Far from it. To me, she looked alive with excitement, lit up with possibilities, practically brimming over with pleasure. But I knew what she was doing. It wasn’t subtle. Everybody in the room knew what she was up to, and I could see the smile that spread across Trent’s face as he put two and two together. He’d have to be an outright moron to miss a hint like that.

“Yeah, me too,” he said.

“You’re sure it’s okay if we stay the night?”

Shannon looked only at Amber as she spoke, knowing I had no input either way.

“Of course,” Amber smiled generously.

Shannon took another swig of water, then stood up. She tugged on her tiny red skirt, her black fishnet stockings straining around her heavy thighs as she moved.

“Come on, I’ll show you the guestroom,” she said, holding her hand out to Trent. He took it easily, springing up to his own feet, reading the indication of what she was saying loud and clear. We all did.

As she led her new friend across the living room, down the hallway to our spare bedroom, Shannon turned, just for a moment, her inky black hair trailing across her shoulder. Her nose ring glittered as she smiled at me. A dangerous little smile, a smile of delight at what she had done and what our relationship had become. And then she headed down the hallway, toward the guestroom. I could hear her voice, and Trent’s, as the door closed behind them, could hear her laughing, maybe a little too hard, at some joke he made.

Then it was just the three of us. Without any better ideas of what to do, I sat down on the sofa, as far from Noah as I could possibly get while still being on the same piece of furniture. Of course, he barely seemed to notice me, having eyes only for Amber. And she sat close to him, her dress sliding even higher up her smooth thighs as she crossed her legs, tossing her dark hair, flashing that winning smile at him as they talk back-and-forth. Flirted, really. As if I wasn’t even there.

My heart beat steadily in my chest. I knew what was coming. And slowly, all three of us heard a sound that came as no surprise, drifting down the hallway from the guest bedroom.

It started off slow and quiet, but it didn’t stay that way for long. It was the sound of Shannon, moaning softly. Steadily, the sounds of pleasure and passion grew, that shameless woman holding nothing back as usual. Soon, all of us could hear the rhythm of her sex, could hear her screaming as the bed creaked underneath her and Trent pounded her in our spare bedroom.

“Well…” Amber said with a slight giggle. “Sounds like she’s having fun. Lucky girl.”

Noah let out a laugh that was really more of a loud breath. I didn’t look at him, but I felt him glance across at me. Somehow, ridiculously, I felt almost like a third wheel for my own wife and her boyfriend. As if I was the one being inconsiderate. As if I was the one who should give them some space.

I could see the wheels turning in her head. I could see, as if it were happening right in front of me, Amber turning toward him and kissing him. I could imagine his hands on her lovely body, and it killed me, but it made my cock throb all the more inside the chastity cage.

But Amber had other ideas. Even if I knew she was thinking along the same lines, that wasn’t how she had decided it would happen.

Instead, she got to her own feet. She pulled down the tiny skirt of her clinging dress as she did, not that it made much difference. The noise of Shannon getting solidly fucked filled all our ears like some kind of subliminal suggestion, a background to the undeniable sexual tension that hung in the air all around us.

“I want to show you something,” Amber said to Noah as she turned to smile down at him. And he smiled up her, seeing through the pretense just as easily as I did. I had no idea why these women felt the need to be coy; we all knew what was happening. But maybe this was part of Amber’s process. Maybe this was part of her plan. Maybe she wanted to maintain a kind of plausible deniability with Noah, to hide from him the fact that I knew exactly what was going on between them. Maybe there was a strange kind of mercy in that.

Noah understood. He got to his feet, and just like Shannon had, Amber flashed me a teasing smile as she walked through the living room, toward the hallway. Toward yet another outrageous betrayal.

She disappeared down the hallway, and so did he. They entered our bedroom, and my heart vibrated, throbbing just like my cock did as I sat alone in the living room, listening to the noise of Shannon having sex. My head was a swirling mass of complex emotions, allowing me no peace as I tried to process what was happening.

All those times she had cheated on me in the past, but somehow, this was even worse. Because I knew was happening in real time, maybe. It was happening in my own house, in my own bed. Or because it still hadn’t happened yet, and if I had been a different man, one who would never let his wife lock him in chastity, I might have stopped it.

But I was not that kind of man. Instead, I was Amber’s cuckold, and I was locked in chastity for her amusement and entertainment while she and her friends got to have all the sex they wanted. It was so crushing and humiliating, so unbelievably sexy, that I could barely breathe.

Paralyzed by my unnameable emotions, I just sat there. The noise of Shannon’s sex continued to vibrate through our house. But as I listened, I heard it joined by something else. I cringed with the knowledge of what was happening, my mind once again creating the wildest fantasies that were made even more potent by the knowledge that they were probably horrifyingly close to the reality.

My wife was having sex with her boyfriend in our bed. Both she and Shannon were getting fucked, and judging by the noises they were making, they were having the time of their lives. And there I was, rejected and abandoned, with nothing to do but listen to the sound of female ecstasy that I could only hope to experience for myself.


Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter!

[image: The Lioness]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc4Y.jpg
4 /ﬂ/f/ﬁf<






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




