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Humiliated In Front Of Her Friends

Slowly, carefully, I pulled on the laces. Amber breathed out as the corset grew tight around her, standing in front of her bedroom mirror with her blue eyes blazing, watching it all.

She loved this. I knew that. She loved the sight of herself, becoming more beautiful seemingly by the minute. And she loved the sight of me serving her, too. Making her more beautiful, more desirable, when we both knew I couldn’t have her. Getting her ready like this was starting to feel like the ultimate expression of my new role in my wife’s life. Not only did I have to see her every day, have to be taunted with her incredible beauty that I had lost my access to. But I had to help make her even more beautiful. I had to help her to look her best, when we both knew that would only give her even more power over me.

The corset grew tighter. Amber already had a truly amazing figure, a genuine hourglass that any man would desire, that any woman would envy. And this latest provocative outfit was only making it more noticeable. She stood there in front of the mirror, and I stood behind her, pulling on the laces, inhaling the smell of her recently washed hair, her perfumed body, the warmth of her that rose from her nearly naked body. Apart from the corset, she wasn’t wearing anything else. Naked and fresh from the shower, her hair and her makeup done, with only her clothing left to deal with. She still didn’t make me do her hair and makeup, at least. I wouldn’t know where to start. But the clothing was my role, or part of it, anyway. The clothing that I had to pay for to make my wife look her best for other people.

“What do you think?”

Amber’s eyes were still on the mirror, looking at herself as she ran her hands down over her flat stomach. Her breasts swelled outrageously over the top of the blue silk corset, decorated with black lace detailing. Her hair shone. And the blue of the corset seem to bring out the blue of her eyes even more, helped by the dark lashes and eyeshadow she had skillfully applied. I stood with my hands in the small of her back, right where they were from tying the laces off. It took an almost violent effort on my part not to bend down and kiss her bare shoulder, right in front of me. To say nothing of the restraint it took not to reach out and put my hand on her infinitely tempting pussy.

I didn’t. By now, the rules were clear. That body wasn’t for me. It was for me to look at, to worship, to desperately crave. But not for me to have. And it was still insane to me that I had wanted this. All those nights I had spent chatting with an online robot pretending to be her and her friends while I lived out these depraved fantasies of humiliation and servitude. But those pathetic fantasies couldn’t compare to reality. They didn’t come anywhere near. Now that I was living that reality, I could see that. Amber was better, far better, than any AI could hope to be. There’s no competition between a computer program, no matter how superficially convincing, and a real person. I had learned that in the hardest, most unexpected, most extreme way possible. And it felt like I was still learning it, day after day, as Amber pushed me further and further into servitude to her.

Because she was pushing. This might’ve been my thing, my fantasy, that she had discovered and been shocked by. But it took no time at all before she took the reins. And now, I felt like I was just along for the ride, unable to even imagine what she might do next, and certainly completely unable to resist it.

I dreaded what was coming. And yet, inescapably, it made my cock throb and surge in the chastity cage my wife kept me in. Because this was it, the culmination of everything I had thought about, everything I had hardly even dared to imagine. Amber was going to make my wildest, kinkiest, craziest fantasies come true tonight. But true to form, she was going to do it in her own way. Because deep down, we both knew that was what I really wanted. I didn’t just want to be her plaything, her toy, her cuckold submissive husband. I wanted her to make me do it.

And we both knew Amber was more than equal to the task.

“Absolutely amazing, Miss Amber.”

These days, I was in the business of telling my wife what she wanted to hear. She had control of my cock, and that meant she had complete control of every other aspect of me too. Arguing with her seemed impossible, insane. But also, I wasn’t saying anything that wasn’t true. Ever since we started down this road, Amber had fully embraced her sexuality, flaunting her incredible beauty in the way part of me had always wished she would. She was like a work of art, her body practically designed to make me crazy. Me and any other man who saw it, I thought with another inner cringe of shame. As my wife never missed an opportunity to remind me, I was just the one who paid for these outfits. I wasn’t the person she wore them for.

“Good. I need to look my best. It’s a big day, introducing my boyfriend to all my friends.”

She smiled in the mirror as she spoke, that smug little smile of satisfaction I had come to know so well. How she loved tormenting me, loved the effect that word, in particular, had on me. It seemed to never lose its dark magic, always retaining its power to make me tremble with humiliation and desire. Amber took it all in as she smiled at the mirror in front of her, as obsessed with my shame and degradation, in a way, as I was with her beauty.

And it was true. I knew that this was the plan. And I knew that my wife, whatever other flaws she might have, didn’t lie or exaggerate when it came to matters like this. She would do what she had said. I never doubted that. And I was going to have my disgraceful new life exposed to even more people, just like I had fantasized about.

Amber stepped away from me, and from the mirror. I watched, as addicted as always, as she moved across the bedroom in nothing but her brand-new, custom-made, extremely expensive corset. I watched her hips roll, watched her ass sway, watched her walk along almost on her tiptoes, as if the excitement of what lay ahead was making her float.

She sat down on the bed. She turned those glowing blue eyes on me. Her breasts rose and fell, rose and fell, in the tight confines of the corset as she breathed steadily. Her breath seemed a little short, and that was down to the tightness of the lacing, but I had only followed her orders. Amber was more than willing to put up with a little discomfort in exchange for looking as desirable as she knew she did. And I was feeling plenty of discomfort of my own, that familiar feeling of my cock aching and straining in its cage whenever I looked at her, whenever I looked at the goddess my wife had become and was forced to acknowledge that I couldn’t have her unless she decided to reward me with the sex I used to take for granted. The sex that now, she was happier giving to other men.

“Put my boots on.”

She spoke softly, knowing I hung on her every word. Knowing she didn’t have to shout or raise her voice to me, ever. She just assumed I would do as I was told, and she was absolutely right. I stepped toward the bed, stepped toward her, picking up the tall leather boots that stood on the floor, right next to her feet. But why should a goddess like her bother to put on her own shoes, when she had a slave husband ready and eager to do whatever she said?

The boots were new, too. I could smell the spotless leather as I held them in my hands. Also expensive, hundreds of dollars for this footwear by some designer I had never heard of. The leather was a light tan color, with a tall block high heel. Undeniably sexy, but also subtle enough that she would be able to wear them to lots of different occasions if she wanted to. But this was their maiden voyage, and I pulled the zippers down carefully, sliding one boot after the other on to my wife’s feet.

Amber smiled as she looked down at me, watching the whole performance over the epic swell of her breasts. My cock would not stop throbbing inside the cage, driving me wild with pure and desperate desire. She looked so beautiful, so dominant, so in control. And of course she was. Her control over me could not have been more complete, and we both knew it, and we both knew that she was about to prove it in a way neither of us were ever going to forget.

“Good boy,” she smiled. “You’re going to be a good boy for me today, aren’t you? Don’t embarrass me in front of my friends.”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

Amber chuckled.

“I hope so. It’s the only way you’re going to get an orgasm anytime soon.”

Saying the quiet part of our loud. That’s what she was doing. Of course we both knew the underlying threat behind this game, the source of all her power. But she never got tired of reminding me.

With her boots on, Amber held out her hand toward me. Kneeling on the floor in front of her, I took her hand, providing her with some stability as she rose to her feet.

“Put on my skirt now.”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

Her skirt lay on the bed next to her. The only part of her outfit that wasn’t new, a black stretchy pencil skirt that I knew would hug her hips and her ass and her legs and flaunt those incredible curves that she possessed. Without getting up off my knees, I reached out and picked up the skirt, and I held it out for her to step into it. Pulling it up over her legs, feeling the material grow tighter around her, feeling her body with only the thin layer of fabric between my hands and her was pure torture and pure ecstasy, all at the same time.

I pulled the skirt into place, and Amber just watched, the tips of her fingers almost meeting over her stomach as she held her hands on her tiny waist. Finally, almost trembling with lust, I smoothed the skirt down over her thighs, doing everything in my power to make a look of spectacular as she could while she stood above me, her dark hair framing her beautiful face, that sly smile lighting up her features. Her skirt strained around her legs as she stepped away from me, taking a few steps across the bedroom in her new boots.

“It’s not going to be easy to move around in an outfit this tight,” she said, running her hands over her hips and ass as she spoke. “But I guess that’s okay. That’s what you’re here for, to do things for me, right?”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

I didn’t doubt her, anymore than I doubted her ability to make me do whatever she wanted. And as if in confirmation of that, she walked toward her dresser.

I knew what was there. The key to my chastity device, on its regular silver chain. She picked it up and turned to face me as she put it on, sliding the chain around her neck and arranging the key just the way she wanted above her massive cleavage, right there where everyone would see.

I didn’t doubt that all of Amber’s friends already knew about our arrangement. Shannon, my other keyholder, certainly did, and she had a big mouth. Sometimes it made me tremble to think about those women knowing that about me, knowing how pathetic I was, how completely owned by my wife I was. But of course, it was also exactly what I had fantasized about, one of the sexiest things I had ever imagined in my life. And now it was really going to happen, and there was nothing I could do to stop it or control it. Amber expected nothing less than total obedience from me, and with that key around her neck, she knew that was exactly what she would get.

“And my friends. And my boyfriend. God, Nick, this is going to be so much fun!”

For you, I was tempted to say, but knew I couldn’t. Instead, I just waited. Knowing it wouldn’t take long for my dominant wife to give me another order. When she got in these moods, there was no stopping her. And these days, she was almost always in one of those moods.

She stepped across the room again, my key bouncing on her heaving breasts, her body in its tight skirt and corset swaying side to side with every step. Making my cock ache even more, making my head spin with desperate desire. She headed for the door of the bedroom, and I rose to my feet, mutely following along behind her.

Standing in the living room, Amber turned on the TV and used it to put some music on. Then, she bent her beautiful body down toward the couch, sitting carefully with her skirt tightening around her, the leather of her new boots creaking with every movement. She looked at me, and I looked at her, the sexual tension between the two of us absolutely off the charts, almost more than I could stand. But there was no relief, not for me. I didn’t have the balls to even ask.

“Open a bottle of wine and pour me a glass,” she said. “My friends will be here soon. And you’re going to greet them all at the door, invite them in, offer them a drink. Just be the perfect cuck host for us, okay?”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

As distraught as I was, I was hardly surprised. I headed to the kitchen, taking a bottle of her favorite wine out of the fridge and opening it. I remembered the conversation we had had that unforgettable night when she brought Noah home, and how it had felt to lie there on the sofa all night, listening to both her and Shannon have the amazing sex that I was denied. When the morning came, I had barely been able to look any of them in the eye. But Amber had zero guilt over what she had done. She had adjusted so well to being a slutty wife that you would think this had all been her idea, her fantasy, instead of mine.

Again, it was easier that way.

I carried the wineglass back to my stunning wife, and she took it without a word of thanks. She was still smiling as she took a sip, savoring the taste of it and the taste of my humiliation and submission, all at the same time.

My head turned as I heard the sound of the car outside. Amber’s smile grew wider as we heard female voices coming toward the house. Her friends had arrived. My greatest humiliation yet was about to begin.

The doorbell rang. Amber didn’t say anything. Still smiling, she simply raised her eyebrows at me, and I knew what I had to do. Stepping around the sofa, I headed toward the front door of the house. Taking a deep breath, trying to brace myself for an experience I knew nothing could really prepare me for, I opened the door.

Two women stood in the doorway, smiling at me. Jenny, and Kayla. Two of Amber’s most beautiful friends. No one was as gorgeous as my wife, no one as beautiful and sexy as her, but if anyone we knew gave her a run for her money, it was Kayla. She had long blonde hair that cascaded down around her face, full pink lips that gave her a kind of permanent pout, even when she smiled, and stunning eyes that were a kind of green-brown color that made you never want to look away. And her body was just as appealing as her face. Curvy in all the right places, just like Amber was. Her breasts weren’t quite as big as my wife’s, her body a little more slender, but she was still outrageously desirable, and I had spent plenty of long nights thinking about her and what it would be like to be with her. Thinking about being mocked by her, teased by her, thinking about serving her and my wife at the same time, a helpless prisoner of that incredible feminine beauty.

Now it was happening.

Jenny was a very attractive woman in her own right, but next to women like Kayla and Amber, most women would pale in comparison. She had brown hair, with the rest of it gathered back behind her head in a simple ponytail. Her eyes were brown too, and they shone as she looked at me, the smile on her face matching Kayla’s. I already knew that they knew everything. But standing there in front of them, under those eyes, brought it all home and made me quiver with embarrassment and shame. How much had Amber and Shannon told them? The safest thing was to assume that they knew everything. But that was also the most disgraceful and humiliating option.

“Hi,” I said as I pulled the door open wide. “Come in.”

Kayla and Jenny exchanged a look, then stepped over the threshold together. I wondered if Amber had told them what to wear for the occasion, or whether they were all just riding the same crazy wave. Because they looked good. These women always looked good, but I could see the extra effort they had put into their clothing, trying to look as appealing as possible. Jenny was wearing a sundress that fit with the warm weather outside, but her boots didn’t. They were black leather that reached up well past her knees, with a block heel that made her legs look long and tempting under the hem of her light dress. And Kayla wore a hot pink bandage dress that wrapped her body beautifully, showing off her cleavage and her long legs that disappeared into a pair of pink patent leather pumps that matched the dress exactly. They weren’t dressed to just hang out at a friend’s house. They were dressed to look sexy, and they were pulling it off superbly well. As they stepped past me into the house, I couldn’t keep my eyes from straying over their bodies, watching their asses sway as they moved toward the living room where Amber waited.

“Wine, ladies?” I offered as they sat down on the sofa.

“Yeah, okay,” Kayla said. As I turned toward the kitchen, I heard the women laughing together. When I came back with the glasses of wine, handing one to each of them, I could feel her smiling eyes on me again.

“You were right,” Jenny said, speaking to my wife without taking her eyes off me. “You have him well-trained.”

“It’s easy when you know how,” Amber beamed. “And of course, this helps.”

As she spoke, she tugged at the chain around her neck, making the key to my chastity dangle. Both women laughed, and I knew then without a shadow of a doubt that she had told them everything. It didn’t surprise me, but still sent a shock of desire through me, leaving me breathless and gasping and cringing with shame.

“I bet,” Kayla said, taking a sip of her wine. As she spoke, she looked me up and down, her beautiful eyes moving over my body. I felt as if I was naked, even though I was wearing a T-shirt and sweatpants. Did I just imagine it, or did her eyes linger on my crotch? If they did, I would hardly be surprised. I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking about the chastity cage locked onto my cock. Probably she had never seen such a thing before. Maybe she had never even heard of a device like that, until Amber told her that she kept me in one.

“I never imagined you guys were this kinky,” Jenny smiled. Her long boots creaked as she crossed her legs, and I tried not to stare at her thighs as her summer dress slid a little higher. Or tried not to get caught, more like. These three beautiful women sitting on the sofa in front of me, all dressed so beautifully, so provocatively, their bodies at once hidden and on display. It was enough to turn my head, enough to make me shiver and tremble in front of them.

“He only has himself to blame,” Amber smirked. “Having dirty little fantasies about my friends. You know, sometimes, I think I’m being too harsh on him, when we get really intense. But then I remember the disgusting things he said about you guys, and I remember he deserves this.”

The women laughed again at that. She wasn’t wrong. I knew that by now, both Amber and Shannon had a full copy of everything I had said to the AI about my wife and her friends, and I wouldn’t be at all surprised to hear that all of Amber’s friends had heard all about it.

“Yeah, that was… unexpected,” Jenny said, a smile on her face as she spoke. Maybe a smile was better than a scowl. Maybe. Then again, I had learned from Amber that a smile could mean a great many things, not necessarily good. At least for me.

“Wasn’t he licking my boots in one of them?”

I cringed at Jenny’s words, because I knew it was all horribly true. I had fantasized about exactly that, about being a little bitch for these women, groveling at their feet. In my chat with the AI, I had even imagined Jenny wearing something like this. Some tall, sexy boots that would make her legs look amazing, that would let me get close to her amazing body without quite being allowed to touch. And now as she sat there on my living room sofa, her tall boots creaking as she moved one foot, I didn’t have much doubt anymore. She had dressed the way she had dressed for a reason, and the reason was to tease and arouse and humiliate me.

“Yeah, he was,” Amber smiled smugly.

Just like her friend, she was looking at me as she spoke, not at the other women. I was the center of everyone’s attention in the worst way possible, and I felt about two feet tall as I stood there in front of these beautiful women who seem to have every possible advantage they could have over me. Including knowing all about my most secret and shameful desires, thanks to Amber.

“Is that… Is that something you make him do?”

Amber kept smiling at me, thoroughly enjoying this new position of power she found herself in.

“Yeah, I have done,” she said, her huge breasts bouncing in her corset as she shrugged, as if it was no big deal. “It helps him remember his place.” Both women laughed at that, Kayla and Jenny spluttering with disbelief and delight at what they were hearing. Amber didn’t laugh, but she smiled as she spoke, giving away her excitement a little. Not that there was any great secret about that, of course.

“What a little perv,” Jenny said.

By now, she had turned her eyes back to me, and I saw again the way they shone with excitement and with pleasure. Her words were as mocking and disdainful as I had imagined they might be in my twisted fantasies with the artificial intelligence. And it turned me on just as much as it had back then, when I was only imagining it. More, even, since this was the real thing. But that wasn’t the only difference. When I thought about these crazy scenarios by myself, at least I got to cum when it was all over. Now, there was no relief unless and until my wife decided otherwise. And judging from the look on Amber’s face, judging by the extreme pleasure she was so clearly taking in putting me through this, I didn’t kid myself that I could expect that kind of mercy from her anytime soon. No, she was having far too much fun showing off in front of her friends, showing them just how under her control I was, just how helplessly hers. It was going to be a very long night, and we had barely even begun.

Amber’s breasts bounced again in her corset as she shifted on her seat, turning toward her friend. The look of joy on her face was even more obvious now, even more umissable. A new idea had occurred to her; I felt sure of that. And whatever it was, I didn’t think for a moment it was going to be easy on me.

“Want to try it?”

“Seriously?”

Any looked incredulous as my wife spoke. She wasn’t the only one. Even though I had known from the first that I was in for humiliation, this still caught me by surprise. But as Amber grinned at her friend, I knew my wife meant every word of what she was saying.

Turning to me, Amber snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of her. In front of them, her and her two friends, the gorgeous mistresses I couldn’t look away from.

“On your knees, loser,” she said, to another chorus of laughter from the watching women. “Show my friends that you know they are completely out of your league, and you are very sorry for having such inappropriate thoughts about them.”

No point trying to argue. No point trying to reason with a woman who had decided my opinions no longer carried any sway at all in our home. No point hoping she might change her mind; she never did. She never would. When Amber got in a mood like this, there was nothing to do except obey. And in front of her friends, especially, I knew she wasn’t going to back down.

So I got on my knees. What else could I do? This was exactly what I had fantasized about, exactly the vision that got me into this trouble in the first place, and now Amber was making it come true, and I had never been more turned on. But the only way I had even the faintest hope of getting what I wanted was to do as I was told. Only obedience to her kinky desires could save me now, if even that could. I was stuck, as helplessly trapped as ever, and Amber, as she invariably did, held all the cards.

The girls laughed and shrieked with sadistic delight see me debase myself like this. My hands on the floor on either side of Jenny’s feet, I bowed down in front of her as if worshiping her beautiful femininity, cringing inside as I pressed my lips to the leather of her boot.

“I’m sorry, Jenny,” I mumbled.

“What a pathetic loser,” she laughed.
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